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ESTTEODTJOTIOK 


To  M ,  at  Pans. 

January  15,  1864. 

Do  you  know  anything  more  disagreeable  than  an 
entr'acte  ?  You  sit  uneasily  in  your  chair  and  stretch 
your  limbs  and  yawn  discreetly.  Your  eyes  ache ;  wan- 
dering about  the  house^  they  fix  themselves  for  the  hun- 
dredth time  on  the  jaded  features  of  the  musicians:  on  the 
first  violinist  showing  himself  off,  on  the  clarionette  player 
taking  breathy  and  on  the  patient  basso  resembling  a 
hack  horse  resting  after  a  relay.  You  turn  round  to  the 
boxes^  and  over  snowy  shoulders  perceive  a  big  black  spot, 
an  enormous  lorgnette,  which  like  a  huge  proboscis  seems 
to  conceal  the  face  behind  it  A  thick  deleterious  atmo- 
sphere hangs  over  the  crowded  parterre  and  orchestra ; 
through  the  cloud  of  illuminated  dust  you  detect  a  multi* 
tude  of  uneasy  faces  grimacing  and  smiling  hypocritically; 
—bad  humour  reveals  itself  beneath  politeness  and  de- 
corum. You  buy  a  newspaper  and  find  it  stupid.  You 
even  read  the  libretto  which  is  still  more  stupid,  and 
fii^y>  grumble  quietly  to  yourself  that  your  evening 
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is  lost,  the  entr^acte  being  so  much  more  tedious  than 
the  play  is  amusing. 

There  are  an  infinity  of  entr'actes  in  travelling.  These 
are  the  dull  hours  of  the  day — getting  up,  going  to  bed, 
waiting  at  stations,  between  visits,  and  when  you  are 
weary  and  indifferent.  At  such  times  you  look  at  things 
on  the  dark  side.  There  is  but  one  remedy,  and  that  is 
a  pencil  and  taking  notes. 

You  must  regard  this  as  a  journal  *  with  some  of  its 
pages  missing,  and  moreover,  entirely  personal  I  do  not 
pretend  that  what  pleases  me  will  please  you,  and  still  less 
that  it  will  please  others.  Heaven  preserve  us  from 
legislators  in  matters  of  beauty,  pleasure,  and  emotion  I 
What  each  one  feels  is  peculiar  and  appropriate  to  him- 
self like  his  nature ;  my  experiences  will  depend  upon 
what  I  am. 

Apropos  to  this,  I  must  begin  with  somewhat  of  self- 
examination;  it  is  prudent  to  inspect  an  instrument 
before  making  use  of  it.  According  to  my  own  experience 
this  instrument,  call  it  what  you  will,  whether  soul  or  in- 
tellect, derives  greater  pleasure  from  natural  objects  than 
from  works  of  art ;  nothing  seems  to  it  to  equal  mountains, 
seas,  forests,  and  streams.  It  has  always  shown  the  same 
disposition  in  other  things,  in  poetry  as  in  music,  in  archi- 
tecture as  in  painting ;  that  which  has  most  deeply  im- 
pressed it  is  the  natural  spontaneous  outflow  of  hiunan 
forces,  whatever  these  may  be  and  under  whatever  'form 

*  The  reader  will  bear  in  mind  the  political  changes  that  hare  occurred 
in  Italy,  since  this  work  was  written,  and,  notably,  the  removal  of  tho 
Frencli  troops  from  Borne.  By  so  doing,  certain  allusions  and  opinions  (for 
in&tauce,  on  pages  65  and  308)  will  not  seem  oat  of  place. — Te, 
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ihey  piresent  themselves.  Provided  the  artist  is  stirred 
hj  a  profound  passionate  sentiment,  and  desires  only  to 
express  this  fuUy^  aj3  it  animates  him,  without  hesitation, 
feebleness,  or  reservation,  the  end  is  served ;  if  sincere  and 
Sufficiently  master  of  his  processes  to  translate  his  impres- 
sions accurately  and  completely,  his  work,  whether  ancient 
or  modern,  gothic  or  classic,  is  bcautihiL  In  this  respect 
it  is  a  brief  abstract  of  public  sentiment,  of  the  dominant 
passion  of  the  hour  and  country  in  which  it  is  bom ;  itself 
a  natural  work,  the  result  of  the  mighty  forces  that  guide 
or  stimulate  the  conflict  of  human  activities. 

This  instri;pient  thus  fashioned  has  been  roaming 
through  history,  especially  among  literary  works,  and 
also  a  long  time  among  works  of  art, — those  only  whicn 
through  their  strong  relief  hand  down  to  posterity  the 
being,  forms,  and  personality  of  man  through  the  engrav- 
ings and  museums  of  France,  Belgium,  Holland,  England, 
and  Grermany.  Taking  a  comparative  view  of  its  impres- 
nons,  first  and  above  all  come  the  heroic  or  ungovernable 
forces,  that  is  to  say,  the  colossal  types  of  Michael 
Angelo  and  Bubens ;  then  the  beauty  of  the  voluptuous- 
ness  and  joyous  feeUng  of  the  Venetian  decorative  art ; 
and  then  in  the  same,  if  not  to  a  greater  degree,  the 
tragic  and  piercing  sentiment  of  truth,  the  intensity  of  a 
suffering  visionary  imagination,  the  bold  transcripts  of 
human  squalor  and  misery,  and  the  poesy  of  a  misty 
northerly  light  in  the  works  of  Rembrandt. 

This  is  the  instrument  I  now  bear  with  me  into  Italy ; 
this  is  the  colour  of  its  lens ;  that  colouring  is  to  be 
taken  into  account  in  the  descriptions  given,    I  distrust  it 
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somewhat  myself  and  have  endeavoured  to  provide  other 
lenses  as  occasion  calls  for  them^  which  is  possible^  inas- 
much as  education^  history,  and  criticism  furnish  the 
means  for  so  doing.  Through  reflection,  study  and  habit 
we  succeed  by  degree?  in  producing  sentiments  in  our 
minds  of  which  we  were  at  first  unconscious ;  we  find  that 
another  man  in  another  age  of  necessity  felt  difierently 
from  ourselves ;  we  enter  into  his  views,  and  then  into  his 

tastes,  and  as  we  place  ourselves  at  his  point  of  view  com- 
prehend him,  and,  in  comprehending  him,  find  ourselyes  a 
little  less  superficial 
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TEE  ROUTE  AND  TEE  ABBIVAL, 


CHAPTER  I. 

if*mnCTT.T.Tai  Am>  HtOTENOE! — THE  BEUt.— dTITA  YEOOHU. 

MarseSlea  and  Provence. — ^Here  already  is  the  true 
«mthem  country;  it  begins  ynih  the  Cevennes.  A 
northern  soil  is  always  moist  and  sombre ;  even  in  win- 
ter  the  fields  remain  gi«en :  here  aU  is  grey  and  neutral ; 
the  mountains  are  bare,  the  rocks  are  white,  and  the 
broad  plains  dry  and  stony ;  scarcely  any  trees  are  Tis- 
ible,  save  on  the  slopes  and  in  the  hollows  strewed  with 
boulders,  where  the  pale  olive  and  the  abnond-tree  find 
shelter  for  their  meagre  stems.  Oolour  is  wanting  ;  it 
is  a  pure,  delicate,  elegant  drawing,  like  a  background 
of  Perugina's.  The  country  resembles  a  great  woven 
fabric,  grey,  striped  and  uniform.;  but  the  mild  pale  sun 
yields  genial  light  from  the  blue  above,  and  a  gentle 
breeze  flutters  aJbout  the  cheeks  like  a  caress.  This  is 
not  winter,  but  rather  an  anticipation  of  summer. 


2        THE  ROUTE  AND  THE  ARRIVAL. 

Suddenly  all  the  magnificences  of  the  south  appear : 
the  Etang  de  Berre,  a  glittering  blue  pool^  motionless  in 
its  cup  of  white  mountains ;  then  the  sea,  extending  into 
infinity,  with  its  broad,  pkcid,  radiant  surface,  as  lustrous 
and  delicate  in  colour  as  the  most  charming  violet  or  a' 
blooming  periwinkle.  All  around  arise  striated  moun« 
tains,  seeming  to  glow  with  seraphic  splendour,  so  much 
light  is  there  about  them— a  light  so  imprisoned  within 
their  recesses  by  distance  and  atmosphere,  as  apparently 
to  enrobe  them.  A  conservatory  flower  in  a  marble  vase 
— the  pearly  veins  of  an  orchis  with  the  pale  velvet  on 
the  margin  of  its  leaves,  and  the  purple  pollen  slumbering 
in  its  calyx — has  not  a  tenderer  or  more  vivid  hue. 

In  the  evening,  along  the  margin  of  the  sea,  a  gentle 
breeze  cooled  our  brows;  the  odour  of  green  trees  difiused 
itself  on  all  sides  like  a  summer  perfume ;  the  transparent 
water  resembled  a  liquid  emerald;  the  scarcely  visible 
mountain  forms,  half  lost  in  obscurity,  and  the  grand 
lines  of  the  coast,  were  always  imposing,  while  on  the 
horizon  a  glowing  band  of  orange  revealed  the  magnifi- 
cence of  sunset. 

On  hoard  at  ten  o^ clock. — This  quiet  port,  this  broad 
glittering  black  basin,  is  striking.  Its  dark  masts  and 
rigging  furrow  it  with  lines  still  darker.  Three  lanterns 
glimmer  in  the  distance  like  stars,  their  long  train  of  light 
trembling  on  the  water  like  a  necklace  of  pearls  unrolling 
itself.  The  vessel  glides  from  its  moorings  slowly  like  a 
colossal  saurian,  or  some  snorting  antediluvian  monster^ 
while  the  water  swells  and  heaves  in  its  wake,  as  if  dis- 
turbed by  the  monstrous  fins  and  webbed  feet  of  some 
gigantic  frog.  The  screw  beneath  bores  the  sea  inde« 
fiitigably  with  its  flanges,  and  the  ship  trembles  in  every 
limb.  This  powerful  monotonous  plunging  continues  all 
night,  suggesting  an  enslaved  plesiosaurus  substituted 
for  the  labor  of  man. 
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Ai  sea. — The  weather  this  morning  is  calm^  mild,  aad 
misty.  The  little  crested  waves  stud  the  slaty  fog  with 
brightness ;  dripping  clouds  hang  around  the  four  corners 
of  the  horizon.  What  beauty  a  gleam  of  sunshine  would 
impart  to  this  dull  velvety  surface !  I  have  seen  this  sky 
and  sea  in  their  summer  splendour.  Words  can  feebly 
express  the  beauty  of  the  boundless  azure  expanding 
on  all  sides  into  infinite  space  I  What  a  contrast  when 
compared  with  the  dangerous  and  lugubrious  Atlantic  I 
This  sea  might  be  compared  to  a  happy  beautiful  girl^ 
robed  in  lustrous  silk  fresh  from  the  loom.  Blue,  radiant 
blue;  blue  above  and  blue  below,  and  extending  to 
the  very  verge  of  the  horizon,  with  fringes  of  silver 
here  and  there  dotting  its  moving  gloss.  One  became 
PagaQ  again  on  feeling  the  piercing  glance,  the  virile 
energy,  the  serenity  of  the  magnificent  sun,  the  great  god 
of  air.  How  he  triumphed  above  us  I  How  he  launched 
his  handfuls  of  arrows  on  this  immense  waste  I  How  the 
waves  flashed  and  quivered  beneath  this  fiery  hail  I  One 
thought  of  the  Nereids,  of  the  sounding  conchs  of  Tritons, 
of  blonde  dishevelled  tresses,  and  white  bodies  streaming 
with  foam.  The  heart  seemed  to  be  again  stirred  with 
the  andent  religion  of  beauty  and  joyousness  on  thus 
encountering  the  landscape  and  climate  that  nourished  it. 

Ever  the  same  humid  gloomy  sky.  The  sea  rolls 
slowly,  half  red  and  half  blue,  reflecting  that  dark  purple 
hue  80  often  seen  in  deep  slate  quarries.  Occasionally 
the  sun  glimmers  through  the  clouds,  and  illuminates  a 
portion  of  the  distance. 

Towards  evening  snowy  peaks  come  in  sight,  then  a 
long  range  of  mountains,  and,  as  we  near  these,  the  rugged 
embossed  slopes  of  the  brown  coast  of  Corsica.  This 
coast  is  grand  on  account  of  its  simplicity,  but  such 
nudity  is  sterile.  Involuntarily  one  recites  Homer's 
verses  on  the  'Ocean  infecundand  indomitable.'    This 
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grand  wild  element  is  valuelees ;   man  cannot  tame  it, 
Bubdue  it^  or  accommodate  it  to  his  usages. 

Civita  Vecchicu  —  The  vessel  comes  to  anchor. 
Through  the  grey  dawn  a  round  mole  saddenly  appean^, 
and  then  a  crenelated  line  of  buildings^  and  flat  red  roofs 
clearly  defined  above  the  tranquil  surface.  Seaward  ^ 
sailing  vessel  approaches,  careening  over  on  its  side  like  ^ 
soaring  bird.  This  is  all — two  or  three  black  lines  on  a 
light  background,  with  the  fireshness  of  the  sea  and  the 
morning — and  you  have  a  marine  pencil-sketch  by  some 
great  master. 

On  entering  the  town  the  impression  changes ;  it  is  9 
squalid  city,  made  up  of  infected  lanes  and  public  build- 
ings, displaying  the  vulgarity  and  plainness  of  th^e  uses 
to  which  they  are  applied.  Some  of  thes0  lanes  are 
about  five  feet  wide,  and  the  houeyes  lean  against  each 
other,  supported  by  transverse  beams.  No  sunshiny  ever 
finds  its  way  into  them ;  the  mud  is  like  glue.  An  en- 
trance sometimes  consists  of  an  old  medi«sval  construe* 
tion,  with  a  portal  and  a  sort  of  embrasure.  You  advance 
hesitatingly  into  this  den ;  on  either  side  are  dark  holes^ 
where  filthy  children,  girls  with  tangled  hair,  are  drawing 
on  stockings,  and  hurriedly  trying  to  fasten  on  their  rags. 
No  sponge  has  ever  touched  the  window-panes,  nor  a 
broom  the  stairs ;  they  are  fairly  impregnated  with  human 
filth;  it  oozes  out;  and  a  sour  putrescent  odour  greets  the 
nostrils.  Many  of  the  windows  seem  to  be  crumbling, 
and  disjointed  steps  cUng  around  leprous  walls.  In  the 
cross  streets,  strewed  with  mire,  orange-peel  and  garbage, 
a  few  shops  lower  than  the  pavement  expose  yawning 
apertures  with  various  phantoms  moving  about  in  them ; 
a  butcher  displaying  bloody  meat  and  quarters  of  veal  on 
his  stall ;  a  fruiterer  looking  like  a  ferocious  bravo ;  a  big^ 
dirty,  brazen-faced  monk,  with  his  hands  on  his  paunch, 
laughing  vociferously ;  a  ^nket  nobly  draped,  and  as  grave 
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and  proud  ad  a  prince,  besides  various  expressive  figures 
standing  about,  many  of  them  handsome,  almost  all  ener- 
getic and  gesticulating  like  actors,  often  with  a  sort  of 
comic  gaiety  and  extreme  readiness  in  assuming  gro- 
tesque attitudes.  The  French  on  board  our  vessel,  some 
twenty  young  soldiers,  are  much  more  amiable-looking 
and  less  demonstrative,  they  being  of  a  less  vigorous  and 
finer  race. 

Here  lived  poor  Stendhal  for  so  long  a  period,  ever 
with  his  eyes  turned  towards  Paris.  *  It  is  my  misfor- 
tune,' he  Wrote,  *  to  find  nothing  here  to  excite  thought. 
What  diversion  can  I  find  among  five  thousand  Civita 
Vecchia  traders  I  There  is  nothing  poetic  here  but  the 
twelve  hundred  convicts,  whom  I  cannot  possibly  take 
into  my  society.*  The  women  have  but  one  idea,  which 
IB  to  get  their  husbands,  if  possible,  to  present  them  with 
a  French  bontiet.'  A  friend  of  Stendhal,  an  archaeolo- 
gist, who  Under  this  title  passed  for  a  Liberal,  for  twenty 
^ears  has  been  unable  to  obtain  permission  to  stay  three 
hours  at  Rome. 

Hefe  and  there,  in  the  streets  and  squares,  southern 
Kfe  is  visible.  Tinkers  and  travelling  shoemakers  are  at 
work  in  the  open  air.  Barefooted  little  scamps,  with 
begrimed  mouths,  are  playing  cards  in  crazy  carts.  At 
the  angle  of  a  foul  alley,  under  a  lamp,  sits  a  Madonna, 
in  fh6  midst  of  wax-candles,  flowers,  clowns,  and  painted 
hearts,  smiling  imder  a  glass  case,  and  honoured  with  the 
sigj  of  the  cross  by  all  who  pass  her.  Two  fishermen 
arrive  with  three  baskets,  and  improvise  a  market,  when 
inmiediately  twenty  curious  figures  assemble  around  them 
as  if  at  a  spectacle,  all  smoking  and  gesticulating,  while 
a  threadbare  class  carry  off  fish  in  their  handkerchiefs. 
A  number  df  ragged  vagabonds,  and  tall  wags  draped  in 

*  The  Homan  State  prison  for  crimixials,  the  bagnio,  is  situated  at  Civita 
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brown  ana  black  mantles^  hang  about  the  etreet-comers, 
inhaling  the  steam  cf  frying-pans^  and  contemplating  the 
sea*  Certainly  for  the  last  ten  years  they  must  have  slept 
on  the  ground  in  their  clothes — imagine  their  tint,  while 
their  toes  project  outside  their  worn-out  shoes.  Their 
pantaloons  have  evidently  passed  through  five  or  six 
colours,  from  light  to  dark,  from  grey  to  black,  from  black 
to  brown,  and  from  brown  to  yellow ;  and  so  full  of  holes 
and  so  often  patched  are  they,  one  would  scarcely 
know  where  to  find  a  more  compo&ite  object  They, 
however,  are  indifferent.  They  saunter  about  philosophi- 
cally, like  sages  and  epicureans,  living  as  they  best  can, 
feeding  their  senses  on  beautiful  objects,  and  diverting 
themselves  with  idle  conversation,  leaving  all  work  to 
blockheads.  At  the  landing-place  an  hour  and  a  half 
was  consumed  in  registering  twenty-five  trunks ;  out  of 
six  men  employed,  two  worked,  while  the  rest  looked  on 
and  talked.  It  was  necessary  to  make  a  show  of  anger, 
in  order  to  expedite  matters.  There  was  no  order  what- 
ever. A  trunk  passed  quickly  through  their  hands  pro- 
portionately to  the  rude  tone  of  voice  in  which  the  owner 
pronounced  bestid.  The  more  bountiful  and  beautiful 
Nature  is  the  less  is  man  compelled  to  be  active  and  neat. 
A  Hollander,  or  a  peasant  of  the  Black  Forest,  would 
feel  miserable  in  a  house  not  clean  and  agreeable  to  him ; 
here  labour  and  tidmess  are  superfluous,  Nature  taking  it 
upon  herself  to  provide  both  comfort  and  beauty. 

From  Civita  Vecchia  to  Rome. — We  pass  along  the 
borders  of  the  sea,  stretching  away,  smooth  and  of  a  dSep 
blue,  into  illimitable  space,  and  with  a  feeble  monotonous 
murmur;  to  the  right,  for  leagues  ahead,  an  unbroken 
line  of  foam  forms  a  broad  white  fringe  on  the  sand.  The 
same  great  veil  of  mist  still  overhangs  the  Campa^a. 

To  the  left,  hills  rise  and  fall  and  succeed  each 
other,  covered  with  delicate  tints  of  faded  green,  as  if 
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softened  with  a  bnish.  There  are  no  trees  on  them  that 
coald  be  called  such,  but  shrubs  like  the  broom,  juniper, 
mastic,  gorze,  and  other  evergreens.  All  this  is  a  desert: 
scarcely  during  the  entire  journey  do  we  see  more  than  an 
occasional  farmhouse  at  long  intervals  by  the  side  of  a 
hollow.  Streams  descend  in  tortuous  beds,  and  discharge 
themselves  in  pools,  which,  repelled  by  the  sea,  render 
the  country  tmhealthy  and  hostile  to  man.  A  few  horses 
and  some  black  long-horned  cattle  graze  on  the  slopes : 
one  might  imagine  himself  on  the  landes  of  Gascony. 
From  time  to  time  a  wood  of  tall,  grey,  denuded  trees 
appears  by  the  side  of  the  cars  as  melancl^oly-looking  as 
so  many  invalids. 

Here  at  last  is  the  Campagna  of  S.ome,  consisting  of 
bare  hills,  without  trees  or  shrubs,  and  a  waste  of  decayed 
and  8un-bumt  vegetation ;  no  aqueducts  yet — nothing  to 
break  up  the  lugubrious  monotony.  Now  we  come  to 
gardens,  and  hedges  of  blackthorn  tied  together  with 
large  white  reeds,  vegetable  plots,  domes  on  the  horizon, 
an  old  brick  rampart  and  blackened  bastions,  then  a  long 
aqueduct  like  an  immense  wall,  and  Santa  Maria  Mag* 
giore  with  its  two  domes  and  campanile.  At  the  station 
is  a  crowd  of  cab-drivers,  guides,  and  conductors,  hooting 
and  appropriating  to  themselves  your  baggage  and  person 
by  main  force ;  also  a  moving  throng  of  anomalous  faces 
— English,  American,  German,  French,  and  Bussian— 
crowding  and  pushing  each  other,  and  obtaining  informa- 
tion in  all  sorts  of  accents  and  dialects.  On  the  way  to 
the  hotel,  things  look  as  they  do  in  a  provincial  town — 
neglected,  irregular,  odd,  and  dirty,  with  narrow,  muddy 
streets  lined  with 'rickety  tenements  and  attics,  greasy 
cooking  going  on  in  the  open  air,  clothes  drying  on  ropes, 
lofty  monumental  edifices  with  trellised  windows  and 
huge  gratings  and  crossbars  bolted  together  and  multi*' 
plied^  giving  one  an  idea  of  prisons  and  fortresses. 


CHAPTER  n. 

BOMS — ^THE     C0L0SSEX7M — ST.     PETER^S — ^A    NIGHT    PROMKNADE*- 
THE   FORUM — FROM    ROME    TO    NAPLES — TYPICAL    CHARACTERS. 

Hating  one  day  in  Rome^  I  determined  to  see  the 
Colosseum  and  St.  Peter's.  It  is  certa-inly  unwise  to 
note  our  first  impressions,  but  since  we  have  them,  why 
not  do  so  ?  A  traveller  should  regard  himself  as  a  ther- 
mometer, and,  right  or  wrong,  I  shall  do  to-morrow  as  I 
do  to-day. 

First,  as  to  the  Colosseum.  All  that  I  saw  from  my 
cab  windows  was  repulsive — infected  streets,  wet  and 
dry  linen  suspended  on  ropes,  old  oozing  tenements 
blaxjkened  and  cUs%ured  with  slimy  secretions,  heaps  ot 
offal,  shops  and  tattered  costumes;  and  all  this  in  a 
drizzling  rain.  The  ruins,  the  churches,  the  palaces, 
visible  on  the  way,  the  entire  accumulations  of  antiquity, 
seemed  to  me  like  an  embroidered  coat  made  two  cen- 
turies ago,  but  nevertheless  two  hundred  years  old ;  that 
is  to  say,  tarnished,  faded,  full  of  holes,  and  infested  with 
human  vermin. 

The  Colosseum  appears,  and  there  is  a  sudden  revul-  ^ 
sion,  a  veritable  shock;  it  is  grands-nothing  grander 
could  be.  imagined.  The  interior  is  quite  deserted; 
profound  silence  reigns :  nothing  but  masses  of  stone, 
pendant  vines,  and  from  time  to  time  the  cry  of  a  bird. 
One  is  content  to  remain  silent  and  motionless.  The  eye 
wanders  repeatedly  over  the  three  vaulted  stories,  and 
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the  enormous  wall  projecting  above  them.  This  then, 
you  say  to  yourself^  was  a  circus  ;  on  these  graded  seats 
sat  a  hundred  and  seven  thousand  spectators^  yelling, 
applauding,  and  threatening  simultaneously;  five  thou- 
sand animals  were  slain,  and  ten  thousand  combatants 
contended  in  this  arena.  You  gather  from  this  some 
idea  of  Koman  life. 

All  this  provokes  hatred  of  the  Komans.  No  people 
have  more  abused  man ;  of  all  the  European  races  none 
have  bepn  so  destructive :  only  in  oriental  countries  do  we 
find  similar  despots  and  devastators.  Here  was  a  mon- 
strous city,  as  extensive  as  London  now  is,  deriving  its 
pleasure  from  spectacles  of  murder  and  suffering;  for 
one  hundred  days,  three  consecutive  months  and  more, 
the  people  resorted  here  daily  to  delight  in  pain  and  death. 
The  distinctive  trait  of  Roman  life,  first  a  triumph  and 
next  the  arena,  is  here  revealed.  They  had  conquered 
a  hundred  nations,  and  found  it  natural  to  turn  their 
victims  to  account. 

Such  a  regimen  necessarily  developed  an  extraordi- 
nary state  of  things,  physical  and  mental.  There  was 
no  labour:  the  people  were  supported  by  public  distri- 
butions; they  lived  in  indolence,  pron^enaded  a  city  of 
marble,  were  shampooed  in  baths,  gazed  on  mimes  and 
actors,  and  for  amusement  flocked  to  the  contemplation 
of  wounds  and  death.  This  was  their,  excitement,  and 
they  devoted  days  to  it.  St.  Augustine  experienced  the 
terrible  attraction,  and  has  described  it ;  everything  con- 
trasted with  it  seemed  insipid;  people  could  not  tear 
themselves  away  from  it.  After  a  certain  time  humanity, 
through  these  compound  habits  of  artists  and  executioners, 
lost  its  equilibrium ;  extraordinary  monsters  were  deve- 
loped, and  not  merely  sanguinary  brutes  and  cool  assas- 
sins, as  in  the  middle  ages,  but  refined  amateurs,  dilettanti, 
like  Caligula,  Commodus,  and  Nero;  morbid  inventors. 
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ferocious  poets,  who,  instead  of  writing  out  or  painting 
their  phantasies,  practised  them.  Many  artists  in  modern 
times  resemble  these,  but  fortunately  they  confine  them- 
eelves  to  the  blackening  of  paper.  Then,  as  now,  extreme 
civilisation  produced  extreme  tension  and  insatiable  de- 
sires. The  first  four  centuries  after  Christ  may  be  re- 
garded as  experience  on  a  grand  scale,  in  which  the  mind 
systematically  sought  excessive  sensation.  Everything 
below  that  was  wearisome. 

When  the  gladiator  from  the  centre  of  the  arena  looked 
around  at  the  hundred  thousand  faces,  and  saw  the  upturned 
thumbs  demanding  his  death,  what  a  sensation  I  It  was 
annihilation,  without  pity  or  reprieve.  The  antique  world 
here  reaches  its  culminating  point,  the  uncontested,  un- 
punished, irremediable  rule  of  force.  As  these  spectacles 
abounded  throughout  the  Koman  empire,  it  is  intelligible 
how  the  universe  with  such  machinery  became  a  blank. 
Hence,  and  by  contrast,  the  existence  of  Christianity. 
^  One  turns  and  looks  again.  The  beauty  of  the  edifice 
consists  in  its  simplicity.  Its  continuous  line  of  arches 
forms  the  most  natural  and  the  firmest  of  props.  The 
edifice  is  self-supporting,  immovable ;  how  much  superior 
to  a  Gothic  cathedral,  with  its  flying  buttresses  like  the 
claws  of  a  crab !  The  Koman  was  satisfied  with  bis  idea, 
and  did  not  require  to  adorn  it ;  an  amphitheatre  for  a 
hundred  thousand  men  and  enduring  indefinitely  was 
enough.  Here,  as  in  his  inscriptions  and  despatches,  he 
suppresses  all  pomposity.*  The  fact  proclaims  itself 
loudly,  and  is  understood  by  him  alone.  In  this  con- 
sists his  grandeur ;  it  is  actions  and  not  words — a  sort  of 
haughty  calm  self-confidence,  a  serene  pride  in,  and  con- 
sciousness of,  being  able  to  do  and  to  bear  more  than 
other  men. 

*  See  the  reply  of  the  Senate  to  the  King  of  Hlyria,  after  the  vicfcorj  of 
Pjrdna  (I^Ty)^ 
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The  Bomans,  however,  have  always  lacked  a  sentiment 
of  justice  and  humanity^  and  not  alone  in  antiquity,  but 
also  in  the  Benaissance,  and  in  the  middle  ages.  They 
have  always  comprehended  country  after  the  manner 
of  the  ancients,  namely,  as  a  compact  league,  useful 
in  oppressing  others,  and  in  turning  them  to  profit. 
Moreover,  in  the  middle  ages,  their  country  was  nothing 
but  an  arena,  in  which  the  strong,  through  craft  and  vio* 
lence,  sought  to  enslave  the  rest.  A  certain  cardinal,  on 
passing  from  Italy  into  France,  remarked  that  if  Chris- 
tianity was  to  be  known  by  evidences  of  kindness,  cour- 
tesy, and  confidence,  the  Italians  were  not  one  half  as 
Christian  as  the  French.  This  same  objection  always 
arises  in  my  own  mind  on  reading  Stendhal,  their  great 
admirer,  and  whom  I  so  greatly  admire.  You  laud  their 
enei^y,  their  good  sense,  their  genius ;  you  agree  with 
Alfieri  that  the  plant  man  is  bom  more  vigorous  in  Italy 
than  elsewhere ;  you  go  no  further ;  it  seems  as  if  this  was 
a  complete  eulogy,  and  that  nothing  more  desirable  for  a 
race  could  be  imagined.  This  is  isolating  man  as  artists 
and  naturalists  do  in  order  to  contemplate  a  fine,  power- 
ful, redoubtable  animal,  and  a  bold,  expressive  attitude. 
The  complete  man,  however,  is  man  in  society,  and  who 
developes  himself  therein ;  hence  the  superior  race  is  that 
disposed  to  social  intercourse  and  to  progress.  In  this 
view  gentleness,  social  instincts,  the  chivalrous  sentiment 
of  honour,  phlegmatic  good  sense,  and  rigid,  puritanical 
self-consciousness  are  precious  gifts,  and  perhaps  the 
most  precious  of  alL  These  are  the  qualities  which, 
beyond  the  Alps,  have  formed  societies  and  an  order  of 
development;  it  is  the  lack  of  these  qualities  which, 
on  this  side  of  the  Alps,  has  prevented  the  consolidation 
of  societies,  and  hindered  development.  A  certain  instinct 
of  wilhng  subordination  is  an  advantage  in  a  nation,  and, 
at  the  same  time,  a  defect  in  an  individual ;   and  perhajiS 
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it  is  this  power  of  the  individual  which  has  here  closed 
the  avenue  to  nationality. 

In  the  centre  of  the  arena  is  a  cross.  A  man  in  a  blue 
coat,  a  demi-bourffeoiSy  approaches  it  in  the  midst  of  the 
silence,  removes  his  hat,  folds  his  green  umbrella,  and 
devotedly  imprints  several  fervent  kisses  on  it.  Eacl 
kiss  is  attended  with  a  hundred  days'  indulgence. 

The  sky  was  now  getting  clear.  Through  the  arcades 
you  might  see  green  slopes,  lofty  ruins  decked  with  shrub- 
bery, shafts  -of  columns,  trees,  heaps  of  rubbish,  a  field 
of  tall  white  reeds,  the  Arch  of  Constantine  placed 
obliquely — all  forming  a  singular  combination  of  cultiva- 
tion and  neglect.  One  encounters  this  everywhere  in 
traversing  Rome — ^remains  of  monuments,  pieces  of  gar- 
dens, messes  of  potatoes  frying  at  the  bases  of  antique 
columns,  near  the  bridge  of  Horatius  Codes  the  odour 
of  old  codfish,  and  on  the  flanks  of  a  palace,  three  cob- 
blers plying  their  awls,  or  perhaps  a  bed  of  artichokes. 

One  loiters  along,  leisurely  and  indifferently.  I  have 
no  cicerone — a  way  to  see  nothing  and  be  deafened.  I 
ask  my  way  of  a  respectable-looking  man,  who  is  very 
obliging,  and  enters  into  conversation  with  me.  He  has 
been  to  Paris,  and  admires  the  Place  de  la  Concorde  and 
the  Arc  de  I'Etoile,  and  has  visited  Mabille,  of  which 
his  souvenirs  are  very  profound.  Photographs  of  the 
illustrious  dancers  and  lorettes  of  Paris  abound  in  the  shop- 
windows.  I  find  that  these  ladies  everywhere  in  foreign 
lands  constitute  our  principal  reputation.  'Ah,  how 
pleasant  France  is,  and  how  delightful  to  promenade  the 
Boulevart  Montmartrel' 

The  sky  had  now  become  perfectly  clear,  the  atmo- 
sphere warm,  and  the  ground  dry.  From  the  cafS  in 
which  I  breakfasted  (I  have  forgotten  where),  I  could  ob- 
serve about  forty  droll  characters  seated  on  the  side-walk, 
or  leaning  against  the  angles  of  the  houses,  doing  nothings 
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€ome  smoking,  and  others  strolling  up  and  down,  and 
exchanging  comments  on  the  weather,  and  on  passers-by. 
Three  or  four,  with  their  bare  knees  shining  through  their 
rags,  as  dirty  as  old  brooms,  lay  flat  on  the  stones  against 
a  wall,  sleeping.  Half  a  dozen,  the  most  actiye,  were 
playing  morra,  opening  and  shutting  the  hand,  and  Toci- 
ferously  calling  the  number  of  fingers  closed  or  extended. 
Most  of  them  sat  silent  and  motionless.  Seated  in  a  row 
on  the  edge  of  the  kerbstone,  with  their  hands  supporting 
their  chins,  and  their  blankets  drawn  about  their  thighs, 
they  seemed  content  to  be  comfortably  warm  and  ask  no 
more.  Some,  the  yoluptuaries,  were  chewing  lupines, 
and,  save  the  masticating  motion  of  their  jaws,  remained 
an  hour  and  more  without  moving  a  muscle. 

Throughout  the  entire  length  of  the  street  the  windows 
are  open,  and  women  and  young  girls  show  themselves  on 
the  balconies,  and  take  the  air.  You  cannot  imagine  a 
more  curious  contrast  than  these  usually  handsome  crea- 
tures, with  vigorous  expressive  heads,  dark  lustrous  hair 
carefully  gathered  above  the  temples,  brilliant  eyes, 
ruddy,  glowing,  healthy  complexions,  clean  clothes,  gilded 
comb,  chains  and  trinkets,  and  all  framed  in  by  the  wall 
of  a  hovel.  Its  plaster  is  cracked,  and  broken,  and  spat- 
tered with  mud,  which  also  runs  black  along  the  entire 
street.  If  you  approach  it,  you  find  a  low  entrance,  its 
unfastened  bars  dripping  with  cobwebs,  and  a  stairway 
winding  around  like  the  gallery  of  a  coal-pit ;  and  in  the 
interior  all  kinds  of  domestic  disorder — piles  of  clothes, 
earthenware  pot3,and  children  scattered  about  with  nothing 
on  them  but  shirts.  These  women  are  by  no  means  dis- 
reputable, but  all  they  care  for  is  to  dress  and  pass  away  the 
afternoon  on  their  balconies  like  peacocks  on  their  pcllrches. 

At  the  «»d  of  a  long  street,  the  church  of  St.  Peter 
discloBea  ilBel£  Nothing  can  be  more  truly  and  substan* 
tially  beautiful  than  this  grand  piazza.     Our  Louvre  and 
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Place  de  la  Concorde,  compared  with  it,  are  simply 
operatic  decorations.  The  piazza  rises  upward  from  the 
bottom,  and  is  thus  embraced  in  a  single  glance.  Two 
superb  colonnades  enclose  its  space  within  their  cres- 
cent curves,  and  in  the  centre  is  an  obelisk,  on  either 
side  of  which  two  fountains,  discharging  their  feathery 
spray,  people  its  vastness.  Some  black  specks — ^men 
seated,  visitors  ascending,  and  a  file  of  monks — dot  the 
whiteness  of  the  steps,  while  on  the  summit  of  all,  elevated 
upon  a  mass  of  columns,  pediments,  and  statues,  rears  the 
gigantic  dome. 

Whatever  could  be  done  to  conceal  this  dome  has  been 
done.  Looking  at  it  a  second  time,  it  is  clear  that  the 
fa9ade  overwhelms  it.  The  fagade  is  that  of  a  pompous 
hOteUde'ville^  the  construction  of  a  period  of  decadence. 
Its  forms  are  so  complicated,  its  columns  so  multiplied, 
so  many  statues  have  been  lavished  upon  it,  and  so  many 
stones  heaped  up,  that  beauty  has  disappeared  beneath 
the  accumulation.  You  enter  the  interior,  and  the  im- 
pression is  the  same.  Two  words  rise  to  the  lips — 
grand  and  theatrical.  There  is  power  in  all  this,  but  it 
is  overdone.  There  is  too  much  gilding  and  sculpture, 
too  many  precious  marbles,  bronzes,  ornaments,  panels, 
and  medallions.  In  my  opinion,  every  work  of  architec- 
ture, as  well  as  every  other  work,  should  be  like  a  cry ;  * 
in  other  words,  a  sincere  expression,  the  extremity  and 
complement  of  a  sensation,  and  nothing  more.  Por 
example,  take  this  or  that  Titian  or  Veronese  painted  pur* 
posely  to  occupy  the  eye  with  voluptuousness  or  magni* 
ficence  during  some  gay  festival  or  official  ceremony ;  or 
again,  the  interior  of  a  fine  Gothic  cathedral  like  that  ot 
Strad)urg,  with  its  enormous  dark  nave  traversed  with 
gloomy  purple,  its  silent  files  of  columns,  its  sepulchral 
crypt  lost  in  shadow,  and  its  luminous  rose  windows^ 

*  See  the  authoi^a  <  Plulo6<>pb7  of  Ait>'  p.  60. 
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which,  aroidst  all  these  Christian  terrors^  seem  to  afford 
glimpses  into  pai*adise. 

On  the  contrary,  there  is  no  simple,  pnre  emotion  in 
this  churclu  It  is  a  composition  like  our  Louvre.  Its 
projectors  said,  ^  Let  us  erect  the  most  magnificent  and 
imposing  structure  possible.'  Bramante  selected  the  vast 
vaults  of  Constantino's  palace,  and  Michael  Angelo  the 
dome  of  the  Pantheon,  and  out  of  two  pagan  concep- 
tions, one  amplified  bj  the  other,  thej  extracted  a  Chris- 
tian temple. 

These  arches,  that  cupola,  and  those  mighty  piers,  all 
this  splendid  attire  is  grand  and  magnificent.  Neverthe- 
less there  are  but  two  orders  of  architecture — the  Greek 
and  the  Gothic  ;  the  rest  are  simply  transformations,  dis- 
figurements, or  amplifications  of  these. 

The  builders  of  St.  Peter's  were  simply  pagans  in 
fear  of  damnation,  and  nothing  more.  All  that  is  sublime 
in  religion,  such  as  tender  effusions  in  the  presence  of  a 
compassionate  Saviour,  the  fear  of  conscience  before  a 
just  judge,  the  strong  lyric  enthusiasm  of  the  Hebrew 
before  an  avenging  God,  the  expansiveness  of  a  free 
Greek  genius  before  natural  and  joyous  beauty — all 
these  sentiments  were  wanting  in  them.  They  fasted 
on  Friday,  and  combed  the  hair  of  a  saint  to  obtain  his 
good  ofiices*  As  a  recompense  to  Michael  Angelo,  the 
Pope  granted  him  I  know  not  how  many  indulgences 
on  condition  that  he  made  the  tour  of  the  seven  basilicas 
of  Rome  on  horseback.  Their  passions  were  strong,  and 
their  energy  unfaltering,  and  they  became  great  because 
they  sprung  out  of  a  great  epoch,  but  a  true  religious 
sentiment  they  did  not  possess.  They  revived  ancient 
paganism;  but  a  second  growth  is  never  of  the  same 
Talue  as  the  first.  Petty  superstition  and  narrow  devo- 
tional hp.bits  soon  arose  to  deform  and  render  lifeless  a 
primitive  powerful  inspiration*    We  have  only  to  study 
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the  mtfenor  decoration  of  this  church  in  order  to  see  to 
what  vices  they  inclined.  Bernini  has  infested  it  with 
mannered  statues,  who  caper  and  give  themselves  airs. 
All  these  sculptured  giants  kicking  about  with  half- 
modem  faces  and  drapery  pretending  to  be  antique,  pro- 
duce the  most  pitiable  effect.  You  say  to  yourself  on 
seeing  that  procession  of  celestial  porters,  *  A  fine  arm, 
well  poised  I  My  brave  monk,  you  stretch  out  your  leg 
vigorously  I  My  good  woman,  your  robe  floats  very  pro- 
perly ;  be  quite  easy !  My  little  cherubs,  you  fly  as 
briskly  as  if  on  a  swing  !  My  worthy  friends,  especially 
yourselves,  bronze  cardinals,  and  you,  symbolical  virtues, 
you  are  as  clever  in  your  posturings  as  so  many 
figurants  !  * 

I  am  to  visit  Bome  again.  Perhaps  to-day  I  am 
unjust.  But  for  any  sincere  sentiment  here  I  am  sure  it 
is  wanting.  The  rows  of  sentimental  figures  by  Bernini 
on  the  bridge  of  St.  Angelo  put  me  out  uf  humour.  They 
assume  to  express  a  tender,  coquettish  air,  and  wriggle 
about  in  Greek  or  Roman  drapery  as  if  in  an  eighteenth 
century  petticoat.  None  of  these  works  are  consistent ; 
three  or  four  different  sentiments  in  them  strugrfe  for 
mastery.  Let  the  subject  be  a  fasting,  self-flagellating 
ascetic,  and  he  is  assigned  a  shape,  vestments,  and  sym- 
bolry  indicative  of  attachment  to  this  life.  To  me  nothing 
is  more  disagreeable  than  thorns,  haircloth,  and  ecstatic 
eyes  bestowed  on  a  lusty  young  man  or  a  healthy  young 
woman  really  incapabli^  of  thinking  of  anything  else  but 
love.  It  is  impossible  here  to  feel  any  of  the  tenderness, 
any  of  the  terrors,  associated  with  a  Gothic  cathedral  and 
a  Christian  life  ;  the  churches  are  too  richly  gilded  and  too 
bright,  and  the  arches  and  pillars  are  too  fine.  It  is  im- 
possible to  find  here  that  freshness  of  simple  sensation, 
that  joyousness  and  serenity,  that  smile  of  eternal  youth- 
fiilness  which  radiates  from  an  antique  temple  and  from 
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Greek  life.  Crosses^  images  of  martyrs,  gold  skeletons, 
and  other  similar  objects,  form  too  many  emblems  of 
mystification  and  mystic  renunciation.  It  is,  in  fine, 
an  immense  spectacle  hall,  the  most  magnificent  in  the 
world,  through  which  a  grand  institution  proclaims  its 
power  to  all  eyes.  It  is  not  a  temple  of  a  religion,  but 
the  temple  of  a  cult 

A  Night  Promenade. — The  streets  are  almost  deserted, 
and  the  scene  is  imposing — ^tragic,  like  the  drawings  of 
Piranesi.  Few  lights  are  visible,  only  so  many  as  are 
necessary  to  reveal  grand  forms  and  to  intensify  the  dark- 
ness. All  noxious  odours,  dirt,  and  corruption  have  dis- 
appeared. The  moon  shines  in  a  cloudless  sky,  and  the 
bracing  air,  silence,  and  the  sensation  of  the  unknown, 
excite  and  startle  one. 

How  grand  I  is  the  constantly  recurring  idea.  There 
is  nothing  mean,  commonplace,  or  vapid ;  there  is  no 
street  or  edifice  that  has  not  character,  some  strong  marked 
character.  No  uniform  compressive  law  has  here  inter- 
posed to  level  and  discipline  structures ;  each  has  arisen 
according  to  its  own  fancy  without  concern  for  the  rest, 
and  tilie  confusion  is  admirable,  like  the  studio  of  a  great 
artist 

Antonine's  colmmi  rears  its  shaft  in  the  clear  night  air, 
and  around  it  are  solid  palaces  resting  firmly  on  their 
foundations,  and  without  clumsiness.  That  in  the  back 
ground,  with  its  twenty  illuminated  arcades,  and  its  two 
broad  brilliant  circular  openings,4re8embles  an  arabesque 
of  light,  or  10016  strange  fancy  creation  blazing  in  the 
obscurity. 

The  fountain'  of  the  Piazza  Kavona  flows  magnificently 
in  the  stillness,  its  jetting  waters  sending  forth  myriads 
of  the  moon's  bright  beams.  Under  this  vacillating  light, 
amidst  this  incessant  commotion,  its  colossal  statues  seem 
alive :  their  theatrical  appearance  is  effaced ;  one  sees  only 
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giants  writliing  and  leaping  in  the  midst  of  sparks  and 
glittering  bubbles. 

Window  cornices,  vast  projecting  balconies,  and  the 
sculptured  edges  of  the  roofs  cut  the  walls  with  poweiiul 
shadows.  Doleful  streets,  right  and  left,  open  like  yawn- 
ing caverns ;  here  and  there  rises  a  black  wall  of  some 
apparently  abandoned  convent  or  tall  edifice  surmounted 
by  a  tower,  seeming  to  be  a  remnant  of  the  middle  ages; 
lights  glimmer  feebly  in  the  distance,  and  life  seems  to  be 
swallowed  up  in  the  increasing  obscurity. 

Nothing  is  so  formidable  as  these  enormous  monasteries 
and  huge  square  palaces  in  which  no  light  is  gleaming, 
and  which  rise  up  isolated  in  their  inattackable  massive* 
ness  like  fortresses  in  a  besieged  town.  Flat  roofs,  ter- 
races, pediments,  and  other  rigid  and  complicated  iorms, 
cut  the  clear  sky  with  their  sharp  angles,  whilst  below,  at 
their  feet,  the  indistinct  gates,  posts,  and  buttresses  crouch 
together  in  the  shadows. 

One  advances  and  all  appearances  of  life  vanish.  Ona 
might  imagine  himself  in  a  dead  deserted  city,  the  skele* 
ton  remains  of  a  great  nation  suddenly  annihilated.  You 
pass  under  the  arcades  of  the  Colonna  palace,  along  its 
mute  garden  walls,  and  no  longer  see  or  hear  anything 
human;  only  at  long  intervals,  in  the  depths  of  some 
tortuous  street,  within  the  vague  blackness  of  a  porch 
seeming  to  be  a  subterranean  outlet,  is  a  dying  street* 
lamp  flickering  amidst  a  circle  of  yellow  light.  These 
closed  houses  and  higl^  walls,  extending  their  inhospi- 
table lines  in  the  gloom,  appear  like  ranges  of  reefs  on  the 
sea  coast,  and,  on  emerging  from  their  shadow,  the  broad 
spaces  that  present  themselves,  whitened  with  moonlight, 
seem  like  strands  of  desolate  sand. 

At  length  you  reach  the  basilica  of  Constantino  and  its 
huge  arcades  with  their  head-dress  of  pendent  vines.  The 
eye  follows  their  majestic  sweep,  and  then  suddenly,  be- 
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iween  the  openings  above,  rests  on  the  pale  blue,  the 
peculiar  azure  of  night,  like  a  panel  of  crystal  incrusted 
with  sparks.  Advancing  a  few  steps,  the  divi^ie  cupola 
of  the  sky,  the  serene  transparent  ether  with  its  myriads 
of  flashing  brilliants,  discloses  itself  above  the  lonely 
Forum.  You  pass  by  the  side  of  prostrate  columns,  their 
monstrous  shafts  seemingly  magnified.  Leaning  against 
one  of  these  breast  high,  you  contemplate  the  Colosseum. 
The  side  wall,  iBtill  remaining  entire,  rises  black  and 
colossal  at  a  single  bound ;  it  seems  to  incline  over  and 
about  to  fall.  The  moonlight,  so  bright  on  the  ruined 
portion,  allows  you  to  distinguish  the  reddish  hue  of  the 
Btones.  In  this  limpid  atmosphere  the  roundness  of  the 
amphitheatre  grows  on  you ;  it  forms  a  sort  of  complete 
and  foixnidable  being.  In  this  wonderful  stillness  it 
might  be^id  to  exist  alone,  and  that  man,  and  plants,  and 
all  this  fleeting  world,  is  but  a  seeming  show.  I  have 
often  experienced  the  same  sensation  among  mountains. 
They  also  seem  to  be  the  veritable  inhabitants  of  the 
earth ;  in  their  company  the  human  hive  is  forgotten,  and 
imder  the  sky,  which  is  their  tent,  one  imagines  himself 
listening  to  the  speechless  communion  of  the  old  monsters^ 
the  world's  immutable  possessors  and  eternal  rulers. 

Returning  along  the  base  of  the  Capitol,  the  distant 
Vasilicas  and  triumphal  arches,  and  especially  the  noblo 
and  elegant  columns  of  ruined  temples,  some  solitary  and 
others  collected  in  fraternal  groups,  also  seem  to  be  alive. 
These,  likewise^  are  placid  existences,  and  simple  and 
beautiful  like  the  Greek  iphSbos.  Their  Ionian  heads 
bear  an  ornamental  bandlet^  and  the  moon  sheds  its  rays 
on  their  polished  shafts. 

From  BoME  to  Naples. — A  long  aqueduct  appears  on 
the  right ;  afar  on  the  horizon  is  a  ruin,  and  here  and 
there  isolated  crumbling  arches;  the  illimitable  dingy 
green  plain  extends  on  all  sides,  undulating  with  a  faded 
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carpet  of  dead  vegetation,  washed  by  the  rains,  and  scat- 
tered by  the  winds.  Purplish  grey  clouds  hang  heavily 
overhead,  and  the  locomotive  discharges  its  roUing  waves 
of  steam  to  commingle  with  them.  The  monotonous 
aqueduct  appears  and  disappears  mile  after  mile  like  a 
dyke  of  rocks  in  a  sea  of  moving  grass.  Towards  the 
east  dark  mountains  bristle,  half-covered  with  snow, 
while  towards  the  west  is  a  cultivated  surface  covered 
with  the  small  tops  and  innumerable  delicate  stems  of 
denuded  fruit  trees;  a  yellow  brook  washes  its  way, 
undermining  the  ground  as  it  passes. 

All  this  is  melancholy,  and  still  more  so  the  stations, 
consisting  of  miserable  wooden  cabins  in  which  a  few 
faggots  are  kindled  for  the  comfort  of  th«  passengers. 
Beggai-s  and  little  boys  throng  the  entrances,  imploring 
a  baiocco  a  demi-baiocco,  a  poor  little  dcmi-baiocco  for 
the  love  of  God,  the  Madonna,  and  St  Joseph,  and  all 
other  saints  in  the  calendar,  with  the  persistence  aiid 
shrillness,  the  tender  impatient  whining  which  dogs 
after  a  week  of  starvation  display  on  first  getting 
sight  of  a  bone.  It  is  difficult  to  decide  what  it  is  they 
wear  on  their  feet;  sandals  they  certainly  are  not,  and 
still  less  shoes ;  they  look  like  wrappings  of  cloths  6r  old 
scraps  picked  out  of  the  puddles,  and  which  splash  along 
with  them  in  the  mud*  A  bent,  broad-brimmed,  shape- 
less hat,  and  breeches,  and  cloak  are  indescribable; 
nothing  resembles  these  but  kitchen  towels  and  infected 
rags  piled  up  in  junk-shops  to  make  paper  with. 

I  have  studied  a  good  many  countenances,  and  my 
memory  dwells  on  those  I  have  seen  since  I  came  into 
Italy.  All  these  range  themselves  under  three  or  four 
distinct  types.  First  there  is  the  pretty  and  delicate  cameo 
head,  perfectly  regular  and  spiritueUey  with  a  lively  alert 
air,  betokening  a  capacity  to  comprehend  readily,  and  to 
inspire  love  as  well  as  to  express  it     There  is,  also,  tie 
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square  head,  planted  on  a  solid  tmnk,  with  large  sensual 
lips,  and  an  expression  of  coarse  gaiety,  either  grotesque 
or  satiric.  There  is  the  lean,  dark,  sunburnt  animal, 
whose  face  has  no  longer  any  flesh  on  it,  wholly  con- 
sisting of  strong  features,  of  an  incredible  expression, 
with  flaming  eyes  and  crisp  hair,  similar  to  a  volcano 
about  to  explode.  There  is,  finally,  the  handsome  and 
stout  man,  vigorously  built  and  muscular  without  clum- 
siness, of  a  rich  glowing  complexion,  who  regards  you 
calmly  and  fixedly,  powerful  and  complete,  who  seems 
to  await  action  and  self-expansion,  but  who,  in  waiting, 
is  not  prodigal  of  himself,  and  remains  passive. 

This  road  and  landscape,  all  the  way  to  Naples,  are 
certainly  beautiful,  but  under  a  clear  sky  and  in  sum- 
mer. There  are  many  fine,  varied,  half- wooded  moun- 
tains, not  high,  and  yet  grand ;  sometimes  a  grey  tower 
appears,  covering  a  hilltop,  and  as  round  as  a  bee-hive. 
But  forms  are  all  confused  by  rain  and  fog,  and  winter 
spoils  everything;  there  is  nothing  green;  red  dry 
leaves  hang  to  the  trees  like  old  rags,  and  muddy  tor- 
rents furrow  the  ground.  It  is  a  corpse  instead  of  a 
beautiful,  blooming  gkl. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

CLIKATE  AND  COUNTRY — THE  STREETS  OF  NAPLES — CHURCHES-— 

THE  CONVENT   OF  SAN  KARTINO. 

Naples:  February  20. — Another  climate,  another  sky, 
almost  another  world.  On  approaching  the  bay  this 
morning,  as  the  view  expanded  and  the  horizon  disclosed 
itself,  a  sudden  brightness  and  splendour  was  all  that  was 
visible.  In  the  distance,  under  a  vapoury  veil  over- 
hanging the  sea,  the  mountains  arose  one  above  another, 
and  spread  out  as  luminous  and  as  soft  as  clouds.  The 
sea  advanced  in  white  rolling  billows,  and  the  sun, 
pouring  down  its  flaming  rays,  converted  it  into  a  track- 
way  of  molten  metal. 

I  passed  half  an  hour  in  the  Villa  Reale,  a  promenade 
skirting  the  shore,  planted  with  oaks  and  evergreens.  A 
few  young  trees,  transpierced  with  light,  open  their  tender 
]^ttle  leaves,  and  are  already  blooming  with  yellow  bJos- 
«>ms.  Statues  of  beautiful  nude  youths — Europa  on  the 
Bull— incline  their  white  marble  forms  amidst  the  light 
green  verdure.  Sunshine  and  shadow  vary  the  surface  of 
the  grass,  and  climbing  vines  interlace  themselves  around 
the  columns.  Here  and  there  glows  the  bright  blue  of 
iiresli  flowers,  their  delicate  velvety  cups  trembling  in  the 
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balmy  breeze  that  comes  to  them  through  the  trunks  of 
the  oaks.  Both  sea  and  atmosphere  are  benefioent. 
What  a  contrast,  when  one  recalls  the  ocean  and  its 
coasts,  our  cliffs  of  Gascony  and  Normandy  beaten  by 
winds  and  lashed  by  storms,  with  stunted  trees  sheltering 
themselves  in  the  hollows,  and  bushes  and  the  shorn  grass 
clinging  so  miserably  to  tlie  hillsides  I 

Here  vegetation  is  noarished  by  the  neighbouring 
waves ;  you  feel  the  freshness  and  mildness  of  the  atmo* 
sphere  which  caresses  and  expands  it.  You  forget 
yourself  as  you  listen  to  the  murmur  of  the  whispering 
leaves  and  contemplate  their  moving  shadows  on  the 
sand.  Meanwhile,  a  few  paces  off,  the  sea  sends  forth 
its  deep  roar,  as  its  foaming  crests  break  on  the  beach, 
and  subside  in  snowy  circles.  The  mist  vanishes  before 
the  sun;  through  the  foliage  appears  Vesuvius  and  its 
neighbours,  the  entire  mountain  range  in  clear  relief,  and 
of  a  pale  violet  hue,  which,  as  the  sun  declmes,  becomes 
tenderer  and  tenderer,  until,  finally,  the  lightest  tint  of 
mauve,  or  the  corolla  of  a  flower,  is  less  exquisite.  The 
fiky  is  now  serene,  and  the  calm  sea  becomes  a  sea  of  azure. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  this  scene.  Lord  Byron 
rightly  says  that  the  beauties  of  art  and  nature  are  not  to 
be  placed  on  the  same  level.  A  picture  is  always  less, 
and  a  landscape  always  more,  than  our  imagination  paints 
it.  How  beautiful ! — what  more  can  be  said  ?  How  grand, 
how  lovely !  the  heart  and  the  senses  thrill  with  pleasure : 
nothing  could  be  more  voluptuous,  nothing  nobler.  How 
can  one  toil  and  produce  in  the  presence  of  all  this  beauty  ? 
It  13  of  no  avail  to  possess  fine  residences,  and  to  labo- 
riously fashion  our  vast  machines  called  Constitution  or 
Church,  and  to  seek  pleasure  in  vanity  and  ostentation. 
I#et  us  open  our  eyes  and  live,  for  we  have  the  flower  of 
life  in  a  glance  I 

I  sat  down  on  a  bench.     Evenin^^  was  coming  on,  and 
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in  watching  the  fading  tints  it  seemed  as  if  I  were  in  the 
Elysian  fields  of  the  ancient  poets.  Elegant  forms  of 
trees  defined  themselves  clearly  on  the  transparent  azure. 
Leafless  sycamores  and  naked  oaks  seemed  to  be  smiling^ 
the  exquisite  serenity  of  the  sky,  crossed  with  their  web 
of  light  branches,  apparently  communicating  itself  to 
them.  They  did  not  appear  to  be  dead  or  torpid  as  with 
us,  but  seemed  to  be  dozing,  and,  at  the  touch  of  the  balmy 
breeze,  ready  to  open  their  buds  and  confide  their  blossoms 
to  the  coming  spring.  Here  and  there  shone  a  glimmer- 
ing star,  and  the  moon  began  to  diffuse  its  white  light. 
Statues  still  whiter  seemed  in  this  mysterious  gloom  to  be 
alive ;  groups  of  young  maidens,  in  light  flowing  robes, 
advanced  noiselessly,  like  beautiful  spirits  of  gladness. 
I  seemed  to  be  gazing  on  ancient  Greek  life,  to  compre- 
hend the  delicacy  of  their  sensations,  to  find  a  never- 
ending  study  in  the  harmony  of  these  slender  forms  and 
faded  tints;  colour  and  luminousness  no  longer  seemed 
requisite.  I  was  listening  to  the  verses  of  Aristo- 
phanes, and  beheld  his  youthful  athlete  with  crowned 
brow,  chaste  and  beautiful,  walking  pleasantly  with  a 
sage  companion  of  his  own  years  amongst  poplars  and 
the  flowering  smilax.  Naples  is  a  Ghreek  colony,  and  the 
more  one  sees  the  more  one  recognises  that  the  taste 
and  the  mind  of  a  people  assume  the  characteristics  of 
its  landscape  and  of  its  climate. 

Towards  eight  o'clock  the  breeze  had  died  away.  The 
firmament  seemed  to  be  of  lapis-lazuli ;  the  moon,  like  an 
immaculate  queen  shining  alone  in  the  azure,  shed  her 
silvery  beams  on  the  broad  waters  and  converted  them 
into  a  glittering  milky  way.  No  words  can  express  the 
grace  and  sweetness  of  the  mountains  enveloped  in  their 
last  tint,  the  vague  violet  of  the  nocturnal  robe.  The 
mole  and  a  forest  of  masts  with  their  deep  dark  reflections 
rendered  them  still  more  charming,  while  the  Chiaja  on 
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the  right  gwceping  around  the  gulf,  together  with  its 
rows  of  illuminated  houses,  gave  them  d  garland  of 
flame. 

Lamps  glimmer  on  all  sides.  The  people  are  laughing, 
chatting,  and  eating  in  the  open  air.  The  sky  itself  is  a 
fete. 

Through  the  Streets, — ^What  streets  one  passes  through  1 
Steep,  narrow,  dirty,  and  bordered  at  every  story  with 
overhanging  balconies;  a  mass  of  petty  shops,  open 
stalls,  men  and  women  buying,  selling,  gossiping,  gesticu- 
lating, and  elbowing  each  other;  most  of  them  dwarfed 
and  ugly,  the  women  especially  being  small  and  flat- 
nosed,  their  faces  sallow  and  eyes  brilliant,  and  slovenly 
attired  in  fancy  shawls,  red,  violet,  and  orange  neck  hand* 
kerchiefs— the  most  staring  colours  possible — and  mock 
jewelry.  In  the  vicinity  of  the  Piazza  del  Mercato  winds 
a  labyrinth  of  paved  tortuous  lanes  buried  in  dust  and 
Btrewn  with  orange-peel,  melon-rinds,  fragments  of  vege- 
tables, and  other  nameless  refuse ;  the  crowd  herd  to- 
gether here,  black  and  crawling,  in  the  palpable  shadow, 
beneath  a  strip  of  blue  sky.  All  is  bustling,  eating, 
drinking,  and  bad  odours  ;  it  reminds  one  of  rats  in  a 
rat-trap.  It  is  the  same  bad  air  and  disorder,  and  the 
same  abandonment  that  one  encounters  in  the  bye-streets 
of  London.  Fortunately,  the  climate  is  favourable  to 
pig-styes  and  rags. 

Occasionally  rising  out  of  these  dens  is  the  huge  angle 
or  lofty  gateway  of  some  ancient  edifice,  through  the 
openings  of  which  you  see  wide  staircases  and  balustrades 
ascending  and  intersecting  each  other,  along  with  terraces 
ftnd  colonnades,  exhibiting  the  remains  of  the  grandeur  of 
private  life  under  the  Spanish  dominion.  Here  dwelt  trie 
great  nobles  and  their  gentlemen  retainers,  with  their 
armed  domestics  and  their  carriages,  soliciting  pensions, 
giving  fetes,  and  attending  ceremonies,  they  alone  con- 
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spicuous  and  of  importance ;  whilst  in  the  surrounding 
lanes  the  canaille  of  traders  and  artisans  gazed  on  their 
sumptuous  parade  as  pitiful  and  disdained  as  formerly 
were  the  troops  of  serfs  tolerated  around  the  feudaii 
donjon. 

Crowds  of  monks  trot  about  the  muddy  streets,  in  san- 
dals or  shoes,  and  without  stockings.  Many  of  these  look 
waggish  and  quizzical,  something  of  a  cross  between 
Socrates  and  Punch.  They  have  evidently  sprung  from  the 
populace.  They  flounder  along  in  their  threadbare  garbs 
with  the  jaunty  air  of  a  common  coachman.  One  of  them 
resting  his  elbows  on  a  balcony  to  look  at  us,  is  a  strap* 
ping  cunning  old  fellow,  such  as  Kabelais  paints,  display- 
ing his  flesh  and  importance  somewhat  like  a  curious 
distrustful  hog.  In  better  streets,  again,  you  encounter 
a  better  class  of  ecclesiastics  ;  the  trim  young  abbes  clad 
in  black,  and  as  orderly  as  if  just  out  of  a  bandbox,  and 
with  an  intelligent  and  diplomatic  or  reserved  expres- 
sion. High  and  low,  the  palace  and  the  hovel,  are  both 
supplied  with  them  1 

We  enter  five  or  six  churches  on  our  way.  The 
statues  ot  the  Virgin  here  are  painted  like  barbers' 
models,  besides  being  dressed  in  the  habiliments  of  ladies ; 
one  wears  an  expansive  rose-coloured  frock,  blue  ribbons,  a 
tasteful  coiffure,  and  six  swords  in  her  breast  The  infant 
Jesus  and  the  saints  are  also  attired  in  modem  fashion ; 
some  of  the  latter  wear  actual  cowls,  and  others  ex- 
hibit their  corpse-like  skins  and  bloody  stigmata.  It  is 
impossible  to  appeal  to  the  eye  and  the  senses  more 
grossly.  •    An  old  woman  is  on  her  knees  moaning  before 

*  '  A  friend  describes  a  Madonna  he  saw  in  Sicily:  thej  had  plated  her 
•  breast  with  a  great  cx-voto  of  silver,  representing  the  part  of  the  body  cured 
through  her  intercession.  The  patient  had  had  hemorrhoids.  At  Messina, 
on  the  loth  August,  they  carry  through  the  streets,  in  honour  of  the  Virgin, 
ft  machine  composed  of  revolving  hoops,  in  which  little  children,  figuring  as 
angels,  are  attached,  and  in  which  they  turn  about  during  seven  hours,  tha 
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the  Virgin.  Thus  bedizened  and  bleeding,  the  Madonna 
J6  as  real  to  her  as  any  widowed  princess ;  they  address 
her  with  similar  respect,  and  weep  in  order  to  obtain  her 
sympathy. 

Santa  Maria  della  Pictra^  Santa  .Chiara,  and  San 
Gtnnaro. — The  first  of  these  churches  is  a  brilliant 
bon-bon  box.  You  are  here  shown  a  veiled  statue  of 
Modesty  in  marble ;  but  the  veil  is  so  thin  and  adhesive, 
8o  well  disposed  about  the  neck  and  forms  of  the  body, 
that  she  appears  more  than  naked.  In  the  depths  of  a 
crypt  is  a  dead  Christ  wrapped  in  a  shroud.  The  cus- 
todian produces  a  candle,  and  by  its  dim  light  and  in  this 
cold  damp  atmosphere  your  eyes  and  senses,  the  whole 
nervous  system,  is  as  much  shocked  as  if  brought  in  con- 
tact with  a  corpse.  Such  are  the  sensational  achieve- 
ments of  superstition  and  sculpture;  artistic  vanity  is 
gratified,  they  amuse  the  epicurean,  and  make  the  devout 
shudder.  I  will  not  dwell  on  the  richness  of  the  paint- 
ingSj  on  the  lavish  display  of  ornament,  on  the  pretentious 
decoration,  all  of  which  is  more  conspicuous  in  Santa 
Chiara,  in  the  enormous  silver  vines  that  encumber  the 
altar,  iu  the  numberless  bronze  and  gilded  balustrades 
and  little  golden  balls  and  tufts  and  garlanded  tapers, 
and  overloaded  altars,  similar  to  those  that  little  girls 
arrange  and  deck  for  the  Fete-Dieu.  Numerous  churches 
whose  names  I  have  forgotten  are  all  bedizened  with  this 
finery.  This  pagan  Catholicism  is  offensive  ;  sensuality 
can  always  be  detected  under  the  mantle  of  asceticism. 
Skulls,  hour-glasses,  and  mystic  invocations  present  in- 
congruities alongside  of  gilding,  precious  marbles,  and 
Grecian  capitals.     There  is  no  Christianity  about    it, 

greater  number  being  taken  out  dead  or  dying.  Their  mothers  console 
thrmselves  by  saying  that  the  Virgin  has  takeit  their  little  angel  into 
Paradise.'  ('  Mysteries  of  the  Convents  of  Naples^'  p.  39,  by  Enrichetla 
CaracciolOy  ex-Benedictipe.) 
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except  its  superstition  and  fear.  Here  particularly  is  tux 
absence  of  grandeur  and  a  reign  of  affectation.  A  church 
is  simply  a  magazine  of  pretty  things.  In  striying  to 
ascertain  the  sentiment  of  the  people  for  whom  all  this 
was  built,  I  find-  only  a  desire  to  enjoy  fresh  air  in  a 
jeweller's  shop,  or  at  best  a  notion  that  in  giving  large 
sums  of  money  to  a  saint  he  will  preserve  one  from  fever ; 
it  is  a  casino  for  the  use  of  fancy-fed  brains.  In  respect 
to  its  architects  and  painters  they  were  declaimers,  who, 
through  imitations  to  deceive  the.  eye,  and  vast  arches 
with  curious  span,  aimed  to  reanimate  a  worn-out  atten- 
tion. All  this  indicates  a  degenerate  epoch,  the  ex- 
tinction of  genuine  feeling,  the  turgidity  of  a  toiling, 
exhausted  art,  the  pernicious  effects  of  a  perverted  civili- 
sation and  foreign  dominion.  Still,  amidst  this  decadence, 
there  are  occasional  portions  instinct  with  the  old  vigorous 
genius.  For  example,  at  San  Gennaro  some  powerful 
figures  painted  by  Vasari  over  the  entrances,  and  ceilings 
by  Santa-Pede  and  Forti,  containing  many  proud  and 
spirited  groups  and  figures,  along  with  some  tombs  and 
a  large  nave  with  rows  of  medallions  of  archbishops,  and 
the  lofty  spring  of  which  and  gilded  background  eji 
coquille  display  the  majesty  and  importance  of  genuine 
decoration. 

The  Convent  cf  San  Martina. — To  this  we  ascend  by 
narrow,  dirty,  and  densely-populated  streets.  I  eannot 
accustom  myself  to  these  tattered,  chattering,  gesticula- 
ting characters.  The  women  are  not  handsome ;  on  the 
contrary,  their  complexion  is  sallow,  even  among  the 
young.  Besides  this,  their  flat  noses  spoil  their  faces. 
Altogether  you  have  a  lively  and  occasionally  a  piquant 
countenance,  sufficiently  resembling  the  pleasing  but  ir- 
regular features  of  the  women  of  the  eighteenth  century, 
but  very  far  removed  from  the  beauty  of  the  Greeks 
which  has  been  assigned  to  them. 


SAN  MABTINO.  29 

We  mount  up  higher  and  higher,  always  ascending ; 
one  set  of  steps  after  another,  and  no  end  to  them,  and 
always  the  saine  rags  suspended  on  surrounding  cords ; 
then  narrow  streets  with  loaded  donkeys  feeling  their  way 
along  slippery  declivities,  muddy  streams  trickling  between 
the  stones,  ragged  little  scamps  of  beggars,  and  full  views 
into  interior  household  arrangements.  This  mountain  is 
a  sort  of  elephant  whereon  crawling,  fidgety  human 
insects  have  taken  up  their  abode.  You  pass  a  house 
deprived  of  its  lower  story,  to  wtiich  the  inmates  ascend 
by  a  ladder ;  then  another  with  an  open  door,  through 
which  you  see  a  man  strumming  a  guitar,  surrounded  by 
s  lot  of  women  assorting  vegetables.  Suddenly  you 
emerge  from  this  rag*fair,  these  rat-holes,  this  gipsy  en- 
campment, and  reach  the  magnificent  convent,  with  all  the 
beauties  of  nature  before  you  and  all  its  treasures  of  art 

One  of  its  courts  especially,  an  ample  enclosure  sur- 
rounded by  four  white  marble  porticoes,  and  with  a  vast 
cistern  in  the  centre,  seemed  to  me  admirable.  Shrub- 
bery, high  and  thick,  the  blue  lavender,  overhangs  its 
pavement,  displaying  its  light  and  healthy  verdure; 
while  above  shines  glittering  white  marble,  and  over  this 
the  rich  blue  sky  9  each  of  these  colours  framing  the  other 
and  enhancing  their  respective  value.  How  well  they 
comprehend  architecture  here,  and  especIaUy  the  portico ! 
In  the  north  this  feature  is  an  excrescence,  an  importa- 
tion of  pedantry ;  nobody  knows  what  to  do  with  it,  unao- 
cnatomed  as  people  are  to  evening  promenades  in  the  open 
air,  and  .requiring  no  protection  from  the  sun  nor  open- 
ings to  admit  the  cool  breeze  of  the  sea.  And  especially 
are  they  insensible  to  the  effect  of  simple  lines  and  broad 
contrasts  of  few  and  simple  colours.  One  must  live 
beneath  an  intensely  blue  sky  in  order  to  enjoy  the  polish 
and  whiteness  of  marble.  Art  was  made  for  this  country. 
In  the  happy  frame  of  mind  produced  by  this  luminous 
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sky  and  pure  atmosphere,  one  loves  ornament,  and  is 
content  to  see  coloured  marbles  under  his  feet  forming 
designs,  and  at  the  end  of  a  gallery  some  large  sculptui'ed 
medallion,  and  on  the  summit  of  a  portico  half-nude 
statues  of  beautiful  young  saints  or  some  female  form  of 
the  same  sentiment  in  fine  drapery.  Christianity  thus 
becomes  pleasing  and  picturesque;  the  eye  is  charmed 
and  the  soul  is  moved  with  a  spirit  of  joy  and  noble* 
ness.  At  the  end  of  one  of  the  galleries  are  balconies 
facing  the  sea.  From  these  you  have  a  view  of  Naples 
immensely  extended,  and  stretching  as  far  as  Vesuvius  by 
a  line  of  white  houses ;  and  around  the  gulf  the  bend- 
ing  coast  embracing  the  blue  sea,  and  beyond,  the  golden 
glimmering  surface  sparkling  and  flashing  in  sunlight,  the 
sun  itself  resembling^  a  lamp  suspended  in  the  vast  eon* 
cave  firmament  above. 

Beneath  is  a  long  slope  covered  with  dull  green  olive 
trees,  forming  the  convent  gardens.  Avenues  of  shady 
trellises  run  wherever  the  soil  is  level  enough  to  sustain 
them.  Platforms  with  grand  isolated  trees,  massive 
foundations  burying  themselves  in  the  rocks,  a  colonnade 
in  ruins,  the  broad  bay  beyond,  innumerable  little  sails, 
Monte  San  Angelo,  and  smoking  Vesuvius,  all  contribute 
to  make  of  this  convent  a  world  by  itself,  secluded  but 
complete,  and  so  lull  of  beauty.  One  is  here  transported 
leagues  away  from  our  common-place  bourgeois  life.  Its 
inmates  go  bareheaded  in  brown  and  black  garbs,  and  wear 
coarse  shoes ;  but  beauty  surrounds  them,  and  no  prince's 
palace  I  have  yet  seen  makes  such  a  noble  impression. 
Petty  comforts  are  wanting  here^  but  this  only  renders 
the  rest  more  exalted. 

I  visited  lately  one  of  the  costliest  and  most  elegant  of 
modern  mansions,  situated  like  this,  facing  the  sea.  Its 
proprietor  is  a  man  of  taste,  has  accumulated  millions,  and 
is  prodigal  of  his  wealth.    Everything  is  polished,  but 
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nothing  grand ;  not  a  colonnade  is  to  be  seen,  nor  a  splen- 
did apartment.  Of  what  use  would  they  be  ?  It  is  an 
agreeable  residence^  but  not  a  corner,  outside  or  inside, 
would  a  painter  care  to  copy.  Every  object  by  itself  is  a 
model  of  finish  and  convenience ;  there  are  six  bell-knobs 
by  each  bedside,  the  curtains  are  exquisite,  and  the  easy- 
chairs  could  not  possibly  be  more  comfortable.  You  find, 
as  in  English  houses,  every  sort  of  utensil  for  petty  ne- 
cessities* The  architect  and  the  upholsterer  have  deliber- 
ated over  the  best  means  for  avoiding  heat,  cold,  and  too 
much  light,  and  how  to  wash  and  to  expectorate  with  the 
utmost  facility,  and  that  is  all. .  The  sole  works  of  art 
visible  are  a  few  pictures  by  Watteau  and  Boucher.  And 
these  are  incongruous,  because  they  recall  another  epoch. 
Is  there  anything  of  the  eighteenth  century  still  subsist- 
ing with  us  ?  Do  we  retain  the  antechamber  and  the 
splendid  parade  of  aristocratic  liie  ?  A  crowd  of  lacqueys 
would  annoy  us ;  if  we  maintain  courtiers  it  is  in  our 
bureaus;  what  we  require  in  our  houses  is  easy-chairs, 
choice  eegars,  a  good  dinner,  and  at  most,  on  ceremonial 
occasions,  a  little  extra  display  to  do  ourselves  credit. 
We  no  longer  know  how  to  live  on  a  grand  scale,  to  live 
out  of  ourselves ;  we  canton  ourselves  in  a  small  circle  of 
personal  comfort,  and  interest  ourselves  only  in  ephemeral 
works.  Living  at  that  time  was  reduced  to  simple  wants^ 
and  thus  free,  the  mind  could  contemplate  distant  hori- 
zons and  embrace  all  that  expands  and  endures  beyond 
man's  existence. 

A  sallow-faced  monk  with  brilliant  eyes,  and  a  reserved 
concentrated  expression^  conducted  us  into  the  church. 
Theie  is  not  a  corridor  nor  a  vista  that  does  not  bear  an 
artistic  imprint.  At  the  entrance,  in  a  bare  court,  is  a 
Madonna  by  Bernini,  wriggling  in  her  mincing  drapery, 
and  contemplating  her  infant,  as  pretty  and  delicate  as  a 
boudoir  Cupid ;  but  she  is  a  superb  figure^  nevertheless. 


«2  NAPLES. 

and  testifies  to  her  raoe — the  race  of  noble  forms  created 
by  the  great  masters.  When  this  convent  was  decorated 
in  the  seventeenth  century^  pure  ideas  of  the  beautiful  no 
longer  prevailed^  but  the  beautiful  was  still  an  aspiration. 
The  contrast  is  apparent  on  resorting  to  the  interiors  of 
Windsor^  Buckingham  Palace,  or  the  Tuileries. 

This  church  is  of  extraordinary  richness.  What  is 
here  accumulated  of  precious  marble,  sculpture,  and 
paintings,  is  incredible.  The  balustrades  and  columns 
are  bijous.  A  legion  of  contemporary  sculptors  and 
painters,  Guido,  Lanfranco,  Caravaggio,  the  Chevaliex 
d'Arpino,  Solimene,  Luca  Giordano,  have  all  expended 
upon  it  the  extravagances,  the  graces,  and  the  dainty 
conceptions  of  their  pencils.  The  chapels  alongside  the 
great  nave,  and  the  sacristy,  display  paintings  by  hun- 
dreds. There  is  not  a  corner  of  the  ceiling  that  is  not 
covered  with  fresco.  These  figures  all  rush  backwards 
and  forward?  as  if  they  were  in  the  open  air;  draperies 
are  floating  and  commingling,  and  rosy  flesh  glows  under- 
neath silken  tunicas,  their  fine  limbs  seeming  to  delight  in 
a  display  of  their  forms  and  movements.  Many  of  the 
half-naked  saints  are  charming  youths,  and  an  angel  by 
Luca  Giordano,  attired  in  blue,  with  naked  limbs  and 
shoulders,  resembles  an  amorous  young  girl  The  atti- 
tudes are  all  exaggerated;  it  is  dire  confusion,  but  it 
harmoiuses  with  the  lustre  of  marble,  the  flutter  of 
drapery,  the  sparkle  of  golden  omaments,  and  the  splen- 
dour of  columns  and  capitals.  This  decoration  cannot  be 
exclusively  attributed  to  the  cold  flat  taste  of  the  priests. 
The  breath  of  the  preceding  century  still  animates  it;  we 
have  the  style  of  Euripides  if  we  no  longer  possess  ih»t 
of  Sophocles.  Some  of  the  subjects  are  magnificent, 
and  among  them  a  'Descent  from  the  Cross'  by  Bibenu 
The  sun's  rays  shone  through  the  half-drawn  red  silk 
curtains  upon  the  head  of  Christ;  the  darks  of  the  back* 
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gronnd  seemed  still  more  lugubrious,  contrasted  suddenly 
with  this  bright  light  falling  on  the  luminous  flesh,  while 
the  mournful  Spanish  colouring,  the  powerful,  mysterious 
tones  of  the  impassioned  countenances  in  shadow,  gave 
to  the  scene  the  aspect  of  a  vision,  such  as  once  filled 
the  monastic  chivalric  brain  of  a  Calderon  or  a  Lope  de 
Yega. 


CHAPTER  II. 

POZZCOLI  AND  BAIiE — CASTELLAMARE — SORRENTO — H03ffERIC  LIFE. 

At  the  end  of  the  grotto  of  Pausilippo  the  country 
begins,  a  kind  of  orchard  full  of  high  vines,  each  one 
wedded  to  a  tree.  Underneath  these  shine  the  elegant 
green  lupine  and  a  species  of  the  yellow  crocus.  All 
this  lies  before  you  sleeping  in  the  misty  atmosphere, 
like  jewels  embedded  in  gauze. 

The  road  turns,  and  the  sea  appears,  and  you  follow  it 
as  far  as  Pozzuoli.  The  morning  is  gray,  and  watery 
clouds  float  slowly  above  the  dull  horizon.  The  mist  haa 
not  evaporated ;  now  and  then  it  diminishes  and  lets  a 
pale  ray  of  sunshine  glimmer  through,  like  an  impercepti- 
ble smile.  Meanwhile  the  sea  casts  its  long  white  swell 
on  a  strand  as  tranquil  as  itself,  and  then  recedes  with  a 
low  monotonous  murmur. 

A  uniform  tint  of  pale  blue,  as  if  eflaced,  fills  the 
immense  expanse  of  the  sea  and  the  sky.  Both  sea  and 
sky  seem  to  be  merged  into  each  other;  often  do  tho 
small  black  boats  appear  like  birds  poised  in  the  air.  All 
is  repose  ;  the  ear  scarcely  detects  the  gentle  murmur  of 
the  waves.  The  delicate  hues  of  dripping  slate  in  its 
dewy  crevices  alone  furnish  an  idea  of  their  faded  tint. 
You  repeat  to  yourself  Virgil's  lines ;  you  imagine  those 
silent  regions  into  which  the  Sibyl  descends,  the  realm  of 
floating  shades,  not  cold  and  lugubrious  like  the  Cimmerean 
land  of  Homer,  but  where  existence,  vague  and  vapoury, 
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reposes  until  the  powerful  rays  of  the  sun  concentrate  it, 
and  send  it  forth  to  flow  radiant  in  life's  torrent;  or 
again  on  those  slumbering  strands  where  future  souls^  a 
humming  vapoury  throng,  fly  indistinctly  like  bees 
around  the  calyx  of  a  flower.  Nisida,  Ischia  in  the  dis- 
tance^ and  Cape  Mysena,  bear  no  resemblance  to  visible 
objects,  but  to  noble  phantoms  on  the  point  of  emerging 
into  life.  Farther  on,  the  whole  country,  the  white 
trunks  of  the  sycamores,  the  verdure  softened  by  mist 
and  winter,  the  slender  reeds,  the  passive  surface  of  Lake 
Avemus,  the  faint  mountain  forms — all  this  mute  languid 
landscape  seems  to  be  at  rest,  asleep,  not  subdued 
and  stiffened  by  death,  but  softly  enveloped  in  genial 
monotonous  tranquillity.  Such  is  the  ancient  conception 
of  the  extinction  of  life,  of  the  beyond.  Their  tombs  are 
BOt  mournful ;  the  dead  repose ;  they  do  not  suffer,  and  are 
not  annihilated ;  they  bring  them  meat,  wine,  and  milk  ; 
they  still  exist,  only  they  are  transferred  from  the  light 
of  day  to  the  gloom  of  twilight  Christian  and  Germanic 
ideas,  the  spiritual  voices  of  Pascal  and  Shakspeare,  do 
not  address  us  here. 

I  have  not  much  to  say  of  Baiae.  It  is  a  miserable 
Tillasce  with  a  few  boats  moored  around  an  old  fortress. 
The  rains  have  made  a  cesspool  of  it  Pozzuoli  is  still  worse. 
Here  hogs  covered  with  mire  roam  about  the  streets; 
some  with  a  curb  encompassing  the  belly,  grunt  and  are 
struggling  for  freedom.  Bagged  little  urchins  around  them 
seem  to  be  their  brothers.  A  dozen  or  more  of  semi-beg- 
gars^ a  filthy  parasite  canaille^  huddle  around  the  carriage; 
you  drive  them  off  again  and  again,  but  to  no  purpose  ; 
they  insist  o.n  serving  as  your  guides.  Three  years  ago, 
it  seems,  they  were  much  worse  ;  instead  of  twelve  on  our 
track,  we  would  have  had  fifty.  At  Naples  the  boys 
wandered  through  the  streets  as  they  now  do  here.  The 
people  are  still  quite  savage;  when  they  heard  of  the 
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arrival  of  Victor  Emmanuel  they  were  much  astonished, 
and  supposed  that  Victor  Emmanuel  had  dethroned  Gari- 
baldi. Many  of  them  have  but  one  shoe,  others  trot 
about  in  the  mud  barefooted  and  barelegged.  Their  raga 
cannot  be  described — similar  ones  can  only  be  found  in 
London.  Through  the  open  doon;  you  observe  women 
freeing  their  children  of  vermin,  and  miserable  straw-pal- 
lets with  lolling  Conns  on  them.  On  the  public  thorough- 
fares  at  the  entrance  of  the  town  you  find  clusters  of 
vagabonds,  little  and  big,  awaiting  their  prey,  perchance 
some  foreigner,  on  whom  they  immediately  pounce* 
Three  among  them  showing  themselves  more  eager  than 
the  others,  my  companion  began  to  banter  them.  They 
are  fond  of  humour,  and  reply  to  it  with  a  mixture  of  im- 
pudence "  and  humility.  They  even  retort  upon  each 
other.  One  especially,  pointing  to  his  comrade,  charged 
him  with  having  a  deformed  mistress,  and  described  the 
deformity  with  some  detail.  What  woman  is  so  unfortu- 
nate as  to  possess  such  a  lover  I  I  suppose  her  olfactory 
nerves  are  no  longer  sensitive.  In  the  grotto  of  Pausilippo, 
and  throughout  Naples  in  general,  one  is  always  inclined 
to  stop  his  nose ;  in  summer,  they  say,  it  is  much  worse. 
And  this  is  universal  in  the  south,  at  Avignon,  at  Toulon, 
as  well  as  in  Italy.  It  is  asserted  that  southerly  senses 
are  more  delicate  than  northern ; — ^but  this  is  true  only 
for  the  eye  and  the  ear. 

We  visit  a  temple  of  Serapis.  where  three  fine  columns 
remain  standing ;  in  the  vicinity  are  antique  baths  and 
sulphurous  springs,  the  entire  coast  being  strewed  with 
Roman  remains.  Arcades  of  villas,  underground  ruins, 
and  maritime  substructures,  form  an  almost  continuous 
chain.  Most  of  the  wealthy  citizens  of  Rome  possessed 
country  houses  here ;  but  to-day  I  am  not  in  an  archaeo- 
logical humour. 

I  am  wrong — the  amphitheatre  is  well  worth  the  trouble. 
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The  arches  beneath  it  recently  exhumed  are  as  fresh  as  if 
constructed  yesterday.  An  enormous  subterranean  story 
•erved  as  a  lodging-place  for  gladiators  and  animals.  This 
amphitheatre  would  seat  3O9OOO  spectators.  There  was 
not  an  ancient  Soman  town  from  Antioch  to  Cadiz,  and 
from  Metz  to  Carthage,  that  did  not  possess  one  of  these 
structures.  For  four  hundred  years  what  a  consumption  of 
living  flesh  I  The  more  you  contemplate  the  circus,  the 
more  evident  is  it  that  antique  life  culminated  there.  The 
city  formed  an  association  for  the  hunting  of  man,  and  to 
make  the  most  of  him  ;  it  used  and  then  abused  its  cap- 
lives  and  slaves,  in  times  of  moderation  subsisting  on 
their  labour,  and  in  ages  of  debauchery  obtaining  enter- 
tainment from  their  death  throes. 

In  these  vast  cellars,  in  this  subterranean  city,  columns 
lie  on  the  ground,  prostrated  by  earthquakes,  similar  to 
huge  trunks  of  trees.  Green  foliage  hangs  pendent  along 
the  walls,  the  water  percolating  through  these  like  a 
fountain  which,  drop  by  drop,  falls  from  the  locks  of  a 
naiad. 

A  Promenade  to  CasteUamare  and  Sorrento, — The  sky 
is  almost  clear.  Only  above  Naples  hangs  a  bank  of 
clouds,  and  around  Vesuvius  huge  white  masses  of  smoke, 
moving  and  stationary* 

I  never  yet  saw,  even  in  summer  at  Marseilles,  the 
blue  of  the  sea  so  deep,  bordering  even  on  hardness. 
Above  this  powerful  lustrous  azure,  absorbing  three- 
quarters  of  the  visible  space,  the  white  sky  seems  to  be  a 
firmament  of  crystaL  As  we  recede  we  obtain  a  better 
view  of  the  tmdulating  coast,  embraced  in  one  grand 
mountain  form,  all  its  parts  uniting  like  the  members  of 
one  body.  lachia  and  the  naked  promontories  on  the  ex- 
treme end  repose  in  their  lilac  envelope,  like  a  slumbering 
Pompeian  nymph  under  her  veil.  Veritably,  to  paint 
such  nature  aa  this,  this  violet  continent  extending  around 
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this  broad  luminous  water,  one  must  employ  the  terms  of 
the  ancient  poets,  and  represent  the  great  fertile  goddess 
embraced  and  beset  by  the  eternal  ocean,  and  above  them 
the  serene  effulgence  of  the  dazzling  Jupiter,  Hoe 
sublime  candeiis  quern  omnes  ivvocant  Jovem. 

We  encounter  on  the  road  some  fine  faces  with  long 
elegant  features,  quite  Grecian;  some  intelligent  noble 
looking  girls,  and  here  and  there  hideous  mendicants 
cleaning  their  hairy  breasts.  But  the  race  is  much 
superior  to  that  of  Naples,  where  it  is  deformed  and  dimi- 
nutive, the  young  girls  there  appearing  like  stunted 
pallid  grisettes.  Labourers  are  busy  in  the  field.  By  fre- 
quently seeing  naked  legs  and  feet,  you  get  to  be  interested 
in  forms ;  you  are  pleased  to  see  a  muscle  of  the  calf 
strain  in  pushing  a  cart,  and  swell  and  compass  the  entire 
limb  ;  the  eye  follows  its  curve  up  and  down,  and  you 
admire  the  firm  grasp  of  the  toes  on  the  ground,  the  fit- 
ness and  insertion  of  each  bone,  the  roundness  of  the  large 
toe,  the  aptitude  and  force  and  activity  of  the  limb.  To 
daily  spectacles  of  this  kind  in  former  times  we  are  in- 
debted for  sculpture.  As  soon  as  the  shoe  appeared  it 
could  no  longer  be  said^  as  in  the  time  of  Homer,  ^  the 
fine-heeled  women;*  nowadays  the  foot  has  no  form; 
it  interests  nobody  but  a  shoemaker,  and  no  longer  pro- 
vides models  which,  gradually  correcting  each  other^ 
allow  the  development  of  its  ideal  type.  In  former  times 
the  Roman,  rich  or  poor,  also  the  Greek,  always  exposed 
his  leg,  and  in  the  baths  and  in  the  gymnasia,  his  entire 
body.  The  custom  of  exercising  naked  was  distinctly  a 
Greek  trait ;  in  Herodotus  we  see  how  offensive  it  was  to 
the  Asiatics  and  other  barbarians. 

The  railroad  skirts  the  sea  a  few  paces  off  and  almost 
on  a  level  with  it.  A  harbour  appears  blackened  with 
lines  of  rigging,  and  then  a  mole,  consisting  of  a  small  half- 
ruined  fort,  reflecting  a  clear  sharp  shadow  in  the  lumin« 
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cms  expanse.  Surrounding  this  rise  square  houses,  grey 
as  if  charred,  and  heaped  together  like  tortoises  under 
round  roofs,  serving  them  as  a  sort  of  thick  shell.  This 
is  Torre  del  Greco,  protecting  itself  against  earthquakes 
and  the  showers  of  ashes  launched  forth  by  Vesuvius. 
Beyond  breaks  the  sea,  heaving  and  tossing  like  a  tide- 
way. All  this  is  peculiar  and  charming.  On  this  fertile 
soil,  full  of  cinders,  cultivation  extends  to  the  shore  and 
forms  gardens ;  a  simple  reed  hedge  protects  them  from 
the  sea  and  the  wind ;  the  Indian  fig  with  its  clumsy 
thorny  leaves  clings  to  the  slopes ;  verdure  begins  to 
appear  on  the  branches  of  the  trees,  the  apricots  showing 
their  smiling  pink  blossoms ;  half-naked  men  work  the 
friable  soil  without  apparent  effort ;  a  few  square  gardens 
contain  columns  and  small  statues  of  white  marble. 
Everywhere  you  behold  traces  of  antique  beauty  and 
joyousness.  And  why  wonder  at  this  when  you  feel  that 
you  have  the  divine  vernal  sun  for  a  companion,  and  on 
the  right,  whenever  you  turn  to  the  sea,  i^  flaming 
golden  waves. 

With  what  facility  you  here  forget  all  ugly  objects  I 
I  believe  I  passed  at  Castellamare  some  unsightly  modem 
structures,  a  railroad  station,  hotels,  a  guard-house,  and 
a  number  of  rickety  vehicles  hurrying  along  in  quest  of 
fares.  This  is  all  effaced  from  my  mind;  nothing  re- 
mains but  impressions  of  obscure  porches  with  glimpses 
of  bright  courts  filled  with  glossy  oranges  and  spring 
verdure,  of  esplanades  with  children  playing  on  them 
and  nets  drying,  and  happy  idlers  snuffing  the  breeze  and 
contemplating  the  capricious  heaving  of  the  tossing  sea. 

On  leaving  Castellamare  the  road  forms  a  corniche* 
winding  along  the  bank*    Huge  white  rocks,  split  off  from 

*  This  term  designates  a  road  built  along  the  rocky  shore  of  a  seasidt 
being  a  llgniatiTe  application  of  the  architectural  term  cornice, — Th. 
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the  cliffs  above,  lie  below  in  the  midst  of  the  eternally 
besieging  waves.  On  the  left  the  mountains  lift  their 
shattered  pinnacles,  fretted  walls,  and  projecting  crags,  all 
that  scaffolding  of  indentations  which  strike  you  as  the 
ruins  of  a  line  of  rocked  and  tottering  fortresses.  Each 
projection,  each  mass  throws  its  shadow  on  the  surround- 
ing white  surfaces,  the  entire  range  being  peopled  with 
tints  and  forms. 

Sometimes  the  mountain  is  rent  in  twain,  and  the  sides 
of  the  chasm  are  lined  with  cultivation,  descending  in  suc- 
cessive stages.  Sorrento  is  thus  built  on  three  deep 
ravines.  All  these  hollows  contain  gardens,  crowded  with 
masses  of  trees  overhanging  each  other.  Nut-trees,  already 
lively  with  sap,  project  their  white  branches  like  gnarled 
fingers ;  everything  else  is  green ;  winter  lays  no  hand  on 
this  eternal  spring.  The  thick  lustrous  leaf  of  the  orange* 
tree  rises  from  amidst  the  foHage  of  the  oUve,  and  its 
golden  apples  glisten  in  the  sun  by  thousands,  interspersed 
with  gleanoLS  of  the  pale  lemon ;  often  in  these  shady  lanes 
do  its  glitftering  leaves  flash  out  above  the  crest  of  the 
walls.  This  is  the  land  of  the  orange.  It  grows  even  in 
miserable  court-yards,  alongside  of  dilapidated  steps, 
spreading  its  luxuriant  tops  everywhere  in  the  bright 
sunlight.  The  delicate  aromatic  odour  of  all  these  open- 
ing buds  and  blossoms  is  a  luxury  of  kings,  which  here 
a  beggar  enjoys  for  nothing.  \ 

I  passed  an  hour  in  the  garden  of  the  hotel,  a  terrace 
overlooking  the  sea  about  half-way  up  the  bank.  A 
scene  like  this  fills  the  imagination  with  a  dream  of  per- 
fect bliss.  The  house  stands  in  a  luxurious  garden,  filled 
with  orange  and  lemon-trees,  as  heavily  laden  with  fruit 
as  those  of  a  Normandy  orchard ;  the  ground  at  the  foot 
of  the  trees  is  covered  with  it.  Clusters  of  foliage  and 
shrubbery  of  a  pale  green,  bordering  on  blue,  occupy 
intermediate  spaces.     The  rosy  blossoms  of  the  peachf 
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80  tender  and  delicate,  bloom  on  its  naked  branches.  The 
walks  are  of  bright  blue  porcelain,  and  the  terrace  dis- 
plays its  round  verdant  masses  overhanging  the  sea,  of 
which  the  lovely  azure  fills  all  space. 

I  have  not  yet  spoken  of  my  impressions  after  leaving 
Castellamare.  The  charm  was  only  too  great.  The  pure 
sky,  the  pale  azure  almost  transparent,  the  radiant  blue  sea 
as  chaste  and  tender  as  a  virgin  bride,  this  infinite  expanse 
BO  exquisitely  adorned  as  if  for  a  festival  of  rare  delight, 
is  a  sensation  that  has  no  equal*  Capri  and  Ischia  on  the 
line  of  the  sky  lie  white  in  their  soft  vapoury  tissue,  and 
the  divine  azure  gently  fades  away  surrounded  by  this 
border  of  brightness. 

Where  find  words  to  express  all  this?  The  gulf 
seemed  like  a  marble  vase  purposely  rounded  to  receive 
the  sea.  The  satin  sheen  of  a  fiower,  the  soft  luminous 
petals  of  the  velvet  orris  with  shimmering  sunshine  on 
their  pearly  borders,  such  are  the  images  that  fill  the  mind, 
and  which  accumulate  in  vain  and  are  ever  inadequate. 

The  water  at  the  base  of  these  rocks  is  now  a  trans- 
parent emerald,  reflecting  the  tints  of  topaz  and  amethyst ; 
again  a  liquid  diamond,  changing  its  hue  according  to  the 
shifting  influences  of  rock  and  depth ;  or  again  a  flashing 
diadem,  glittering  with  the  splendour  of  this  divine  efiul* 
gence. 

As  the  snn  declines,  the  blue  towards  the  north  deepens 
in  tone,  and  resembles  the  colour  of  dark  wine;  The 
coast  becomes  black,  rising  in  relief  like  a  barrier  of  jet, 
whilst  the  evening  glow  spreads  and  difiuses  itself  over 
iSie  sea.  As  I  passed  along  the  road  I  thought  of  Ulysses 
and  his  companions ;  of  their  two-sailed  barks,  similar  to 
lliose  here  dancing  on  the  waves  like  sea-gulls ;  on  the 
indented  shores  by  which  they  coasted  ;  on  the  unknown 
creeks  in  which  they  anchored  at  night;  on  the  vague 
astonishment  excited  by  new  forests ;  on  the  repose  qi 
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their  wearied  limbs  on  these  dry  sandy  promontories ;  on 
those  fine  heroic  forms  whose  nudity  graced  these  desert 
capes.  Syrens  with  dishevelled  locks  and  marble  torsos 
might  well  arise  in  these  azure  depths  before  those  polished 
rocks,  and  but  little  effort  of  the  imagination  is  neces- 
sary to  catch  the  song  of  the  enchantress  Circe.  In  this 
climate  she  might  address  Ulysses,  ^  Come,  place  thy  sword 
in  its  sheath,  and  we  two  will  then  betake  ourselves  to  my 
couch,  that  there  united  by  love  we  may  trust  in  one 
another.'  The  words  of  the  old  poet  on  the  purple  sea, 
on  the  ocean  embracing  the  earth,  on  tlie  white-armed 
women,  come  into  the  mind  naturally  as  on  their  native 
soil. 

Indeed,  all  is  beauty,  and  in  this  clement  atmosphere 
a  simple  life  may  revive  as  in  the  time  of  Homer.  All 
that  three  thousand  years  of  civilisation  have  added  to 
our  well-being  seems  useless.  What  does  man  need 
here  ?  A  strip  of  linen  and  apiece  of  cloth  if,  like  Ulysses* 
companions,  his  body  is  healthy  and  he  comes  of  good 
stock ;  once  clothed,  the  rest  is  superfluous,  or  comes  of 
itself.  They  slaughter  a  stag,  roast  his  flesh  on  coals, 
drink  wine  from  skins,  light  fires,  and  repose  at  evening  on 
the  sand.  How  complicated  and  perverted  man  has  becx)me  ! 
How  gladly  one  dwells  on  the  luxurious  life  of  a  goddess  aa 
Homer  imagines  it  1  *  There  was  a  great  cave  in  which 
the  fair-haired  nymph  dwelt.  A  large  fire  was  burning 
on  the  hearth,  and  at  a  distance  the  smell  of  well-cleft 
cedar  and  of  frankincense  that  was  burning  shed  odour 
through  the  island ;  but  she  within  was  singing  with  a 
beautiful  voice,  and  going  over  the  web,  wove  with  a 
golden  shuttle.  But  a  flourishing  wood  sprung  up  around 
her  grot,  alder  and  poplar  and  sweet-smelling  cypress. 
There  also  birds  with  spreading  wings  slept,  owls  and 
hawks,  and  wide-tongued  crows  of  the  ocean,  to  which 
maritime  employment  is  a  care.      Then  a  vine  in  its 
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prune  was  spread  about  the  hollow  grot,  and  it  flourished 
mth  clusters.  But  four  fountains  flowed  in  succession 
with  white  water,  turned  near  one  another,  each  in  diffe- 
rent ways ;  but  around  them  flourished  soft  meadows  of 
violet,  and  of  parsley.  There  indeed  even  an  immortal 
coming  would  admire  it,  when  he  beheld,  and  would  bo 
delighted  in  his  mind.'  * 

She  herself  spreads  the  table,  and  serves  her  guest  like 
Kausicaa ;  if  necessary  she  accompanies  the  servants  to 
wash  his  vestments  in  the  neighbouring  torrent.  Acts 
of  this  kind  were  performed  naturally  like  walking ;  they 
no  more  thought  of  avoiding  one  than  of  avoiding  the 
other.  Thus  was  the  force  and  agility  of  the  limbs 
maintained ;  it  was  an  instinct  and  a  pleasure  to  exercise 
and  employ  them.  Man  is  still  a  noble  animal,  almost 
related  to  the  fine-blooded  horses  that  he  feeds  on  his 
pastures ;  thus  the  use  of  his  arms  and  his  body  is  not 
to  him  servile.  Ulysses,  with  axe  and  auger,  cuts  and 
fashions  the  olive  trunk  that  serves  as  the  framework  of 
his  nnptial  couch ;  the  young  chiefs  that  strive  to  espouse 
his  wife  slaughter  and  dress  the  sheep  and  hogs  they 
consume.  And  sentiments  are  as  natural  as  habits.  Man 
does  not  constrain  himself;  he  is  not  partially  developed 
on  the  side  of  savage  heroism  as  in  Germany,  or  that  of 
morbid  superstition  as  in  India ;  he  is  not  ashamed  of  fear 
lometimes,  of  confessing  it,  and  of  even  being  moved  to 
tears. 

Goddesses  love  heroes,  and  offer  themselves  without 
blushing,  as  a  flower  inclines  to  the  neighbouring  flower 
that  renders  it  fertile.  Desire  seems  as  beautiful  as 
modesty,  vengeance  as  forgiveness.  Man  blooms  out 
fully,  harmoniously,  easily,  like  platanes  and  the  orange 
nourished  by  fresh  sea  breezes  and  the  balmy  atmosphere 

*  The  Odyssey,  translated  by  Buckley. 
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of  ravines,  and  which  spread  their  round  tops  without 
hand  to  prune  them  or  rigour  of  climate  to  repel  the  sap 
from  their  buds  and  blossoms.  Out  of  all  these  narratives, 
out  of  the  forests  and  waters  just  traversed,  vaguely 
emerges  the  figures  of  antique  heroes ;  that  of  Ulysses 
rising  out  of  the  fllood, '  grander  in  form  and  more  broad- 
shouldered  '  than  other  men,  *  his  locks  falling  upon  his 
neck  similar  to  the  flowers  of  the  hyacinth,'  or  alongside 
of  him  the  young  maidens  who  lay  aside  their  garments 
and  play  on  the  river  bank,  and  among  them  Nausicaa, 
^  the  unconquered  maiden,  taller  than  her  companions  by 
more  than  a  head/ 

Even  this  does  not  suffice.  It  seemed  to  me  that  to 
describe  this  sky.  this  intensely  bright  luminous  at- 
mosphere enveloping  and*  animating  all  things,  the  smiling- 
radiant  sea  its  spouse,  this  earth  which  advances  to  meet 
them,  it  would  be  necessary  to  revert  to  the  Vedio 
hjrmns,  and  there,  like  our  first  parents,  find  true  exist- 
ences, simple  loving  universal  beings,  shadowy,  eternal 
dvinities,  now  no  longer  recognised  by  us,  occupied  as 
we  are  with  the  details  of  our  little  life,  but  who,  in  sum, 
subsist  alone,  bearing  us,  protecting  us,  and  living 
together  as  formerly,  unconscious  of  the  imperceptible 
movements  and  ephemeral  toiling  and  scratching  of  our 
civilisation  on  their  bosom. 


CHAPTER  m. 

■EBCULANCUtf   AND  POMPEII — ^THE  CITT  OF  ANTIQUITTy   AMD 

ITS  L1F£. 

Several  days  at  Herculaneum  and  Pompetu — Thousands 
and  thousands  of  objects  pass  before  one's  eyes,  all  of 
which,  on  returning   home,    whirl  through    the  brain. 
How  abstract  from  this  chaos  any  dominant  impression, 
any  connected  view  of  the  whole  ? 

The  first  and  most  enduring  is  the  image  of  the  reddish*^ 
grey  city,  half  ruined  and  deserted,  a  pile  of  stones  on  a 
hill  of  rocks,  with  rows  of  thick  wall,  and  bluish  flagging 
glittering  in  the  dazzling  white  atmosphere ;  and  sur- 
rounding this  the  sea,  the  mountains,  and  an  infinite 
perspective. 

On  the  summit  stand  the  temples,  that  of  Justice,  of 
Venus,  of  Augustus,  of  Mercury,  the  house  of  Eumachia, 
and  other  temples,  still  incomplete,  and,  farther  on,  also  on 
an  elevation,  the  temple  of  Neptune.  They  also  raised  their 
gods  on  high  in  the  pure  atmosphere,  of  itself  a  divinity. 
The  forum  and  the  curia  alongside  afford  a  noble  spot  for 
councils,  and  to  offer  sacrifices.  In  the  distance  you 
discern  the  grand  lines  of  the  vapoury  mountains,  the 
tranquil  tops  of  the  Italian  pine ;  then  to  the  east,  within 
the  blonde  sunlit  haze,  fine  tree-forms  and  diversities  of 
culture.  You  turn,  and  but  little  effort  of  the  imagina- 
tion enables  you  to  reconstruct  these  temples.     These 
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columns,  these  Corinthian  capitals,  this  simple  arrange* 
ment,  those  openings  of  blue  between  those  marble  shafts, 
what  an  impression  such  a  spectacle  contemplated  from 
infancy  left  on  the  mind  1  The  city  in  those  days  was  a 
veritable  patrimony,  and  not,  as  now,  a  government  col- 
lection of  lodging-houses.  Of  what  significance  to  me  are 
the  Rouen  or  Limoges  of  to-day  ?  I  can  lodge  there 
amidst  piles  of  other  lodgings:  life  comes  from  Paris, 
Paris  itsielf,  what  is  it  but  another  heap  of  lodgings, 
the  life  of  which  issues  from  a  bureau  filled  with  clerks 
and  red  tape?  Here,  on  the  contrary,  men  regarded 
their  city  as  jewel  and  casket;  they  bore  with  them 
everywhere  the  image  of  their  acropolis  and  its  bright 
illuminated  temples  ;  the  villages  of  Gaul  and  Germany, 
the  whole  barbaric  north,  seemed  to  them  simply  mire 
and  wilderness.  In  their  eyes,  a  man  who  belonged  to 
no  city  was  not  a  man,  but  a  kind  of  brute,  almost  a 
beast — a  beast  of  prey,  out  of  which  nothing  could  be 
made  but  a  beast  of  burden.  The  city  is  sCh  unique 
institution,  the  fruit  of  a  sovereign  idea  that  for  twelve 
centuries  controlled  all  man's  actions;  it  is  the  great 
invention  by  which  man  first  emerged  from  a  primi- 
tive state  of  savagery.  It  was  both  feudal  castle  and 
church :  how  man  loved  it,  how  devoted  he  was  to  it,  and 
how  absorbed  by  it  no  tongue  can  tell.  To  the  universe 
at  large  he  was  either  a  stranger  or  an  enemy :  he  had  no 
rights  in  it ;  neither  his  body  nor  his  property  were  safe 
in  it;  if  he  found  protection  there  it  was  a  matter  of 
grace ;  he  never  thought  of  it  but  as  a  place  of  danger  or 
of  plunder  :  the  enclosure  of  his  city  was  his  sole  refuge 
and  fortress.  Moreover,  here  dwelt  his  divinities,  his 
Jupiter  and  Juno,  gods  inhabiting  the  city,  attached  to 
the  soil,  and  who,  in  primitive  conceptions,  constituted 
the  soil  itself,  with  all  its  streams,  its  fiiiits  and  the 
firmament  above.     Here  was  his  hearthstone,  his  penates. 
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lu8  iUicestorB,  reposing  in  their  tombs,  incorporated  ifrith 
the  soil  and  gathered  to  it  by  the  earth,  the  great  nurse, 
and  whose  subterranean  manes  in  their  silent  bed  watched 
oyer  him  unceasingly ;  it  was  a  combination  of  all  salutary^ 
sacred,  and  beautiful  things,  and  for  him  to  defend,'  to 
love,  and  to  venerate.  ^  Country  is  more  than  father  or 
mother,'  said  Socrates  to  Crito;  *and.  whatever  violence 
or  whatever  injustice  she  inflicts  upon  us  we  must  sub- 
mit without  striving  to  escape  from  it.'  So  did  Greece 
and  Rome  comprehend  life.  When  their  philosophers, 
Aristotle  or  Plato,  treat  of  the  State,  it  is  as  a  city,  a 
compact  exclusive  city  of  from  five  to  ten  thousand  fami« 
lies,  in  which  marriage,  occupations,  and  the  like,  are  sub- 
ordinated to  the  interests  of  the  public.  If  to  all  these 
peculiarities  we  add  the  accurate  and  picturesque  imagi- 
nation  of  soutliern  races,  their  aptitude  at  representing 
corporeal  forms  and  local  objects,  the  glowing  exterior  and 
bold  relief  of  their  city,  we  comprehend  that  such  a  con- 
ception of  it  produced  in  antique  breasts  a  unique  sensa- 
tion, and  furnished  sources  of  emotion  and  devotion  to 
which  we  are  strangers. 

All  these  streets  are  narrow ;  the  greater  portion  are 
mere  lanes,  over  which  one  strides  with  ease.  Generally 
there  is  room  only  for  a  cart,  and  ruts  are  still  visible : 
from  time  to  time  wide  stones  afford  a  crossing  like  a 
bridge.  These  details  indicate  other  customs  than  our 
own;  there  was  evidently  no  great  traffic  as  in  our 
cities,  nothing  like  our  heavily-loaded  vehicles,  and 
fast-trotting  fanciful  carriages.  Their  carts  transported 
grain,  oil,  and  provisions :  much  of  the  transportation  was 
done  on  the  arm  and  by  slaves :  the  rich  travelled  about 
in  litters.  They  possessed  fewer  and  different  con- 
veniences. One  prominent  trait  of  antique  civilisation  is 
the  absence  of  iTidustrial  pursuits.  All  supplies,  utensils, 
and  tissues,  everything  that  machines  and  free  labour  now 
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produce  in  such  enormous  quantities  for  everybody  and  at 
every  price,  were  wanting  to  them.  It  was  the  slave  who 
turned  the  mill-wheel :  man  devoted  himself  to  the  beauti- 
fiil,  and  not  to  the  useful ;  producing  but  little,  he  could 
consume  but  little.  Life  was  necessarily  simple,  and 
philosophers  and  legislators  were  well  aware  of  this ;  if 
they  enjoined  temperance  it  was  not  through  pedantic 
motives,  but  because  luxury  was  visibly  incompatible  with 
the  social  state  of  things.  A  few  thousands  of  proud, 
brave,  temperate  men,  with  only  half  a  shirt  and  a  mantle 
apiece,  who  delighted  in  the  v'e^^  of  a  hill  with  a  group  of 
beautiful  temples  and  statues  >•*  ho  entertained  themselves 
with  public  business,  and  passed  their  days  in  the  gymna- 
sium, at  the  forUm,  in  the  baths  and  the  theatre,  who 
washed  and  anointed  themselves  with  oil,  and  were  con* 
tent  with  things  as  they  stood ; — such  was  the  city  of 
antiquity.  When  their  necessities  and  refinements  get  to 
be  immoderate,  the  slave  who  only  has  his  arms  no  longer 
suffices.  For  the  establishment  of  vast  complicated 
organisations  like  our  modern  communities,  for  example, 
the  equality  and  security  of  a  limited  monarchy,  in  which 
order  and  the  acquisition  of  wealth  is  the  common  end  of 
all,  there  wai^  no  basis ;  when  Rome  desired  to  create  it' 
the  cities  were  crushed  out,  the  exhausted  slaves  had  di»» 
appeared,  the  spring  to  set  it  in  motion  was  broken^  and 
all  perished. 

This  becomes  clearer  on  entering  the  houses — ^tiiose  of 
Cornelius  Eufus,  Marcus  Lucretius,  the  Casa  Nuova,  and 
the  house  of  Sallust.  They  are  small,  and  the  apart- 
ments are  yet  smaller.  They  are  designed  'expressly  for 
enjoying  cool  air  and  to  sleep  in ;  man  passed  his  days 
elsewhere — ^in  the  forum,  in  the  baths,  and  at  the  theatre. 
Private  life,  so  important  to  us,  was  then  much  curtailed ; 
the  essential  thing  was  public  life.  There  is  no  trace  of 
chimneys^  and  certainly  there  were  but.  few  articles  of 
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furniture.  The  walls  are  painted  in  red  and  black,  a 
contrast  whicli  produces  a  pleasing  effect  in  a  semi- 
obscurity;  arabesques  of  a  charming  airiness  abound  every- 
where— Neptune  and  Apollo  building  the  walls  of  Troy, 
a  Triumph  of  Hercules,  exquisite  little  cnpids,  dancing 
females  apparently  flying  through  the  air,  young  girls 
inclining  against  columns,  and  Ariadne  discovered  by 
Bacchus.  What  vigour,  what  ingenuousness  in  all  these 
youthful  forms  I  Sometimes  the  panel  contains  only  a 
graceful  sinuous  border,  and  in  its  centre  a  grifEn.  The 
subjects  are  merely  indicated^  corresponding  to  our 
painted  wall-papers ;  but  what  a  difference !  Pompeii  is 
an  antique  St.  Germain  or  Fontainebleau,  by  which  one 
easily  sees  the  gulf  separating  the  old  and  the  new 
worlds. 

Almost  everywhere  in  the  centre  of  the  house  is  a 
garden  like  a  large  saloon,  and  in  the  middle  of  this  a 
marble  basin,  a  fountain  flowing  into  it,  and  the  whole  en- 
dosed  within  a  portico  of  columns.  What  could  be  more 
charming,  and  simple,  axid  better  disposed  for  the  warm 
hours  of  the  day  ?  With  green  leaves  visible  between  two 
white  columns,  red  tiles  against  the  blue  of  the  sky,  the 
murmuring  water  sparkling  among  flowers  like  a  jet  of 
liquid  pearls,  and  those  shadows  of  porticoes  intersected  by 
the  powerful  light ;  is  there  a  more  congenial  place  for  the 
body  to  grow  freely,  for  healthy  meditation,  and  to  enjoy, 
without  ostentation  or  affectation,  all  that  is  most  beau- 
tiful in  nature  and  in  life  ?  Some  of  these  fountains  bear 
lions'  heads,  and  sprightly  statuettes  of  children,  with 
lizards,  dogs,-  and  fauns  grouped  around  their  margins. 
In  the  most  capacious  of  all  these  houses,  that  of  Diomed^ 
orange  and  lemon  trees,  similar,  probably,  to  those  ot 
ancient  days,  are  putting  forth  their  fresh  green  buds ;  a 
fishpool  gleams  brightly,  and  a  small  colonnade  encloses 
a  summer  dining-room,  the  whole  embraced  within  the 
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square  of  a  grand  portico.  The  more  ihe  imagination 
dwells  on  the  social  economy  of  antiquity,  the  more  beau- 
tiful it  seems,  and  the  more  conformable  to  the  climate 
and  the  nature  of  man.  The  women  had  their  gyncBceum 
in  the  rear  behind  the  court  and  portico,  a  secluded 
retreat  with  no  external  communication,  and  entirely 
separated  from  public  life.  They  were  not  very  active  in 
their  small  apartments  ;  they  indulged  in  indolent  repose, 
like  Italian  ladies  of  the  present  day,  or  employed  them- 
selves on  woollen  fabrics,  awaiting  a  father's  or  husband's 
return  from  the  business  and  converse  of  men.  Wander- 
ing  eyes  passed  carelessly  over  obscure  walls,  dimly 
discerning,  not  pictures,  as  in  our  day,  plastering  them,  not 
archseological  curiosities,  and  works  of  a  different  art  and 
country ;  but  figures  repeating  and  beautifying  ordinary 
attitudes,  such  as  retiring  to  and  arising  from  bed,  the 
siesta,  and  various  avocations;  goddesses  surrounding 
Paris,  a  Fortune,  slender  and  elegant,  like  the  females  of 
Primaticcio,  or  a  Deidamia  frightened  and  falling  back- 
ward on  a  chair.  Habits,  customs,  occupations,  dress,  and 
monuments,  all  issue  from  one  and  a  unique  source ;  the 
human  plant  grew  but  on  one  stalk,  which  stalk  had 
never  been  grafted.  At  the  present  time  the  civilisation 
of  the  same  land,  here,  at  Naples,  is  full  of  incongruities, 
because  it  is  older,  and  is  made  up  of  the  contributions  of 
diverse  races.  Spanish,  Catholic,  feudal,  and  northern 
traits  generally  commingle  here,  to  confuse  and  deform 
A  primitive,  pagan,  Italian  sketch.  Naturalness,  accord- 
ingly, and  ease  have  vanished ;  all  is  grimace.  Out  of 
all  one  sees  at  Naples,  how  much  of  it  is  really  indigenous? 
A  love  of  comfort,  dress-coats,  lofty  edifices,  and  indus- 
trial craft,  have  all  come  from  the  North.  Were  man 
true  to  his  instincts  he  would  live  here  as  the  ancients  did, 
that  is  to  say,  half-naked  or  clad  in  mantles  of  linen. 
Ancient  civilisation  grew  out  of  the  climate,  and  a  race 
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appropriate  to  the  climate^  and  this  is  why  it  was  harmo* 
nlous  and  beautiful. 

The  theatre  crowns  the  summit  of  a  hill;  its  seats 
are  of  Parian  marble ;  in  front  is  Vesuvius,  and  the  sea 
radiant  with  morning  splendour.  Its  roof  was  an  awnings 
which)  again^  was  sometimes  wanting.  Compare  this 
with  our  nocturnal  edifices,  lighted  by  gas  and  filled 
with  a  mephitic  atmosphere,  where  people  pile  themselves 
up  in  gaudy  boxes  ranged  in  rows  like  suspended  cages ; 
you  then  appreciate  the  difiference  between  a  gymnastic 
natural  life  with  atheletic  forms,  and  our  complicated 
artifiicial  life  with  its  dress-coats.  The  impression  is  the 
same  in  the  majestic  amphitheatre  exposed  to  the  sun^ 
except  that  here  is  the  blot  of  antique  society,  the  Roman 
imprint  of  blood.  The  same  impression  you  find  in  the 
baths  5  the  red  cornice  of  iiie  friffidarium  is  full  of  charm- 
ing airy  little  cupids,  bounding  away  on  horses  or  con- 
ducting chariots.  Nothing  is  more  agreeable  and  better 
understood  than  the  drying-room,  with  its  vault  covered 
with  small  figures  in  relief  in  rich  medallions,  and  a  file  of 
Hercules  ranged  round  the  wall,  their  vigorous  shoulders 
supporting  the  entablature.  All  these  forms  live  and  are 
healthy ;  none  are  exaggerated  or  overloaded.  What  a 
contrast  on  comparing  with  this  our  modem  bathhouse, 
with  its  artificial,  insipid  nudities,  its  sentimental  and 
Tolupiaous  designs.  The  bathhouse  nowadays  is  a  wash- 
room; in  former  times  it  was  a  pleasant  retreat  and  a 
gymnastic  institution.*  Several  hours  of  the  day  were 
devoted  to  it :  the  muscles  got  to  be  supple  and  the  skin 
brilliant ;  man  here  savoured  of  the  voluptuous  animality 
which  permeated  his  alternately  braced  and  mollified 
flesh ;  he  lived  not  only  through  the  head,  as  now,  but 
tlirough  the  body. 

*  'H  Tvfcnurrcinf.    We  hare  no  term  by  which  to  desif/nate  an  ait  cm* 
bracing  all  that  related  to  the  perfection  of  the  naked  ani  fiaL 

1  a 
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We  descend  and  leave  the  city  by  the  Street  of  Tombs. 
These  tombs  are  ahnost  entire;  nothing  can  be  nobler 
than  their  forms^  nothing  more  solemn  without  being 
lugubrious.  Death  was  not  then  surrounded  with  the 
torments  of  ascetic  superstition,  with  ideas  of  hell ;  in  the 
mind  of  the  ancients  it  was  one  of  the  offices  of  man, 
simply  a  termination  of  life,  a  serious  and  not  a  terrible 
thing,  which  one  regarded  calmly  and  not  with  the  shud* 
dering  doubts  of  Hamlet  The  ashes  and  images  of  their 
l^ncestors  were  preserved  in  their  dwellings ;  they  saluted 
them  on  entering^  and  the  living  maintained  intercourse 
with  them  ;  at  the  entrance  of  a  city  tombs  were  ranged 
on  both  sides  of  the  street,  and  seemed  to  be  the  primi- 
tive, the  original  city  of  its  founders.  HIppias,  in  one  of 
Plato's  dialogues,  says  that  ^  that  which  is  most  beau-* 
tiful  for  a  man  is  to  be  rich,  healthy,  and  honoured  by 
Greeks,  to  attain  old  age,  to  pay  funeral  honours  to  his 
parents  when  they  die,  and  himself  to  receive  from  his 
children  a  fitting  and  magnificent  barial.' 

The  truest  history  would  be  that  of  the  five  or  six  ideas 
that  rule  in  the  mind  of  man — how  an  ordinary  man,  two 
thousand  years  ago,  regarded  death,  fame,  well-being, 
country,  love,  and  happiness.  Two  ideas  controlled  an- 
cient civilisation ;  the  first,  that  of  man,  and  the  second^ 
that  of  the  city :  to  fashion  a  fine  animal,  agile,  tem- 
perate, brave,  hardy,  and  complete,  and  this  through 
physical  exercise  and  selection  of  good  stock ;  and  then 
to  construct  a  small  exclusive  community,  containing  in 
its  bosom  all  that  man  loved  and  respected,  a  kind  of 
permanent  camp  with  the  exigences  of  continual  danger; 
— these  were  tlie  two  ideas  timt  gave  birth  to,  all  th^ 
rest 


CHAPTER  IV. 

IBB  HUSBO  BORBONICO — ^TH£  PAINTINQS,  SCULPTURES,  KANNER8,  CVS 
T0M9^  AND  RELIGION  OF  ANTIQUITY — MODERN  PICTURES,  AND  TBI 
SIXTEENTH  CENTURY. 

The  Museo  Borbonico* — Most  of  the  paintings  of  Pom- 
peii and  Herculaneum  have  been  removed  to  the  Museo 
at  Naples.  These  consist  principally  of  mural  decorations, 
and  generally  without  perspective,  there  being  one  or  two 
figures  on  a  dark  background,  with  now  and  then  animals, 
slight  landscape  views,  and  sections  of  architecture.  The 
colouring  is  feeble,  it  being  scarcely  more  than  indicated, 
or  rather  subdued,  effaced,  and  not  by  time  (for  I  have 
seen  quite  fresh  pictures),  but  designedly.  To  attract 
the  eye  was  not  an  aim  in  these  somewhat  sombre  apart- 
ments ;  they  delighted  in  an  attitude  or  form  of  the  body, 
the  mind  being  entertained  with  healthy  and  poetic 
images  of  physical  activity.  I  have  derived  more  pleasure 
from  these  paintings  than  from  the  most  celebrated  of 
the  Kenaissance  epoch.  There  is  more  nature,  more  life 
in  them.  • 

The  subjects  have  no  particular  interest,  consisting 
ordinarily  of  a  male  or  female  figure  nearly  nude,  raising 
an  arm  or  a  leg ;  Mars  and  Venus,  Diana  finding  Endy- 
mion,  Briseis  conducted  by  Agamemnon,  and  the  like, 
dancers,  fauns,  centaurs,  a  warrior  bearing  away  a  female, 
who,  so  carried,  is  so  much  at  her  ease  I  Nothing  more 
n  requisite,  because  you  feel  at  once  their  beauty  and 
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repose.  You  cannot  comprehend,  before  seeing  it,  how 
many  charming  attitudes  a  half-draped  figure,  floating  in 
the  air,  can  present  to  you ;  how  many  ways  a  veil  can 
be  raised,  a  flowing  tunic  arranged,  a  limb  projected,  and  a 
breast  exposed.  The  painters  of  these  pictures  enjoyed  a 
unique  advantage,  one  which  no  others  have  possessed,  even 
those  of  the  Renaissance,  of  living  amidst  congenial  social 
customs,  of  constantly  seeing  figures  naked  and  draped  in 
the  amphitheatre  and  in  the  baths,  and  besides  tliis,  of 
cultivating  the  corporeal  endowments  of  strength  and 
fleetness  of  foot.  They  alluded  to  fine  breasts,  well-set 
necks,  and  muscular  arms  as  we  of  the  present  day  do  to 
expressive  countenances  and  well-cut  pantaloons. 

Two  bronze  statuettes  among  these  paintings  are 
masterpieces.  One,  called  a  Narcissus,  is  a  young  shep- 
herd, nude,  and  bearing  a  goatskin  slung  over  his  shoul- 
der ;  it  might  be  called  an  Alcibiades,  so  ironic  and 
aristocratic  is  the  smile  and  the  turn  of  the  head ;  the 
feet  are  covered  with  the  cnemid,  and  the  fine  chest, 
neither  too  full  nor  too  spare,  falls  to  the  hips  in  a  beauti- 
ful waving  line.  Such  were  Plato's  youths,  educated  in 
the  gymnasium;  such,  Charmides,  a  scion  of  the  best 
families,  whose  footsteps  his  companions  followed  because 
of  his  beauty  and  his  resemblance  to  a  god.  The  other 
is  a  satyr,  also  nude,  and  more  virile,  dancing  with  his 
head  thrown  back,  and  with  an  incomparable  expression 
of  gaiety.  It  may  be  said  that  nobody  by  the  side  of 
tl^ese*  people  ever  so  felt  and  comprehended  the  human 
form.  This  feeling  and  knowledge  were  nourished  by  an 
ensemble  of  surrounding  social  habits  and  ideas.  Special 
conditions  had  to  exist  in  order  to  evolve  an  ideal  of 
humanity  out  of  a  nude  human  being  happy  in  simple 
existence,  and  yet  lacking  none  of  man's  grander  intellec- 
tual characteristics.  For  this  reason  the  centre  of  Greek 
art  is  not  painting,  but  sculpture. 
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There  is  still  another  reason^  which  is  that  a  pose  was 
then  practicable.  To  assume  an  attitude  is,  to-day ,  an 
effort  and  an  act  of  vanity,  but  not  so  formerly.  A 
Greek,  in  his  leisure  moments  leaning  against  a  column 
of  the  palestrum  and  contemplating  youths  exercising,  or 
listening  to  a  philosopher  posed  well  because,  first,  he  had 
acquired  full  mastery  of  every  part  of  his  body,  and  next, 
through  aristocratic  pride.  Imposing  demeanour,  and 
that  grave,  noble  aspect  described  by  philosophers,  belong 
to  a  noble  society  composed  of  men  owning  slaves, 
making  war,  and  discussing  laws ;  there  is  no  need  to 
strive  after  it ;  its  natural  and  permanent  source  is  man^a 
consciousness  of  his  importance,  courage,  independence, 
and  dignity.  Look  at  the  easy  deportment  of  the  young 
intelligent  English  nobles  of  the  present  day,  and  of  the 
well-bred  men  of  the  highest  French  families ;  society, 
however,  now  renders  the  young  Englishman  too  stiff, 
and  the  young  Frenchman  too  careless ;  in  antiquity  it 
rendered  the  youth  calm  and  sedate.  We  form  some 
idea  of  this  easy  bearing  from  Plato,  who  opposes  to  the 
bustle,  the  ruses,  the  shoutings,  the  slave  characteristics 
of  the  man  of  business,  the  natural  repose  of  the  free 
man,  who  confines  himself  to  the  deliberate  discussion 
of  general  quesiions,  who  takes  up  and  drops  a  subject  at 
pleasure,  *  who  knows  how  to  adjust  his  garments  becqm- 
ingly,  and  who,  with  unerring  tact,  following  the  harmony 
of  philosophic  discourse^  celebrates  the  true  life  of  gods 
and  of  immortals.' 

In  promenading  these  silent  halls  alone  for  a  few  hours, 
the  illusion  grows  op  you.  So  many  mementoes  of  tne 
past  render  it,  to  a  certain  extent,  present  and  palpable. 
And  especially  this  as^^mbly  of  white  statues,  which,  in 
this  cold  grey  atmospliere,  like  that  of  a  subterranean 
gallery,  resembles  the  maries  who,  in  mysterious  realms 
under<;round,  maintain  a  sombre  invisible  existence  ;  orj 
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again,  the  inhabitants  of  those  vacant  circles  whom 
Goethe,  the  great  pagan,  places  around  living  and  tangible 
beings.  Here  are  heroes  and  queens,  ^  those  that  have 
acquired  a  name,  or  who  have  aspired  to  some  noble  end,' 
the  elite  of  extinct  generations ;  here  have  they  descended 
with  *  grave  deportment,  taking  their  places  before  the 
throne  of  powers  whom  no  man  has  fathomed.  Even  in 
Hades  they  maintain  a  proud,  dignified  attitude,  ranging 
themselves  alongside  of  their  equals,  the  familiar  asso- 
ciates of  Persephone,*  whilst  the  ignorant  multitude,  the 
souls  of  the  vulgar,  *  assigned  to  the  depths  where  are  the 
£elds  of  Asphodel,  among  tall  poplars,  and  on  sterile 
pasture-ground,  hum  sadly  like  bats  or  spectres,  and  are 
no  longer  men.*  Only  do  ideal  forms  escape  the  engulf- 
ment  of  time,  and  pepetuate  for  us  perfect  works  and 
perfect  thoughts. 

One  forgets  himself  in  the  presence  of  such  noble 
heads,  before  these  stem  Junos,  these  Venuses,  these 
Minervas,  these  broad  breasts  of  heroic  gods,  this  grave 
human  head  of  Jupiter.  One  of  these  heads,  a  Juno,  is 
almost  masculine,  similar  to  that  of  a  proud  contemplative 
young  man.  I  always  returned  to  a  colossal  Flora, 
standing  in  the  middle  of  the  hall,  draped  so  as  to  reveal 
her  forms,  but  of  such  an  austere  dignified  simplicity. 
She  is  a  veritable  goddess ;  and  how  superior  to  the 
Madonnas,  the  skeletons,  and  ascetic  sufferers  like  St. 
Bartholomew  or  St  Jerome  I  A  head  and  an  attitude  of 
this  stamp  are  moraly  but  not  in  a  Christian  sense ;  they 
do  not  inspire  sentiments  of  mystic,  painful  resignation, 
but  a  desire  to  support  life  courageously,  firmly,  and 
calmly,  with  the  proud  consciousness  of  possessing  a 
superior  nature.  I  cannot  enumerate  or  describe  all 
these  heads  ;  what  I  feel  is,  that  of  all  the  arts  sculpture 
is  the  most  Greek,  and  for  this  reason,  that  it  displays  a 
pure  type,  an  abstract  physical  personage,  form  in  itself. 
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as  a  fine  race  and  a  gymnastic  life  have  moulded  it ;  and 
because  it  shows  it  independent  of  a  group^  and  not 
subjected  to  expression  and  moral  disturbances^  with 
nothing  to  divert  attention  from  it^  and  before  the  passions 
have  disfigured  it  or  subordinated  its  activity.  This  is, 
with  the  Greeks,  the  ideal  type  of  man,  such  as  their 
social  and  moral  conceptions  sought  to  develop  him.  His 
nudity  is  not  indecent,  but  with  them  a  distinctive  trait, 
the  prerogative  of  their  race,  the  condition  of  their  culture, 
the  accompaniment  of  their  great  national  and  religious 
ceremonial.  At  the  Olympic  games  the  athletes  wear  no 
clothing;  Sophocles,  fifteen  years  old,  strips  himself  to 
sing  the  pa;on  after  the  victory  of  Salamina.  We  of 
to-day  sculpture  nudities  only  through  pedantry  or 
hypocrisy ;  they  sculptured  them  in  order  to  express  a 
primitive,  honest  conception  of  the  nature  of  man.  This 
glorious  conception  followed  them  even  into  debauchery ; 
the  paintings  in  their  haunts  of  vice,  as  in  the  lupanars 
of  Pompeii,  exhibit  forms  full  and  robust,  without 
voluptuous  insipidity  or  seductive  softness;  with  them 
love  is  not  a  debasement  of  the  senses  or  an  ecstasy  of 
the  soul,  but  a  function.  Between  the  brute  and  the 
god,  which  Christianity  opposes  one  to  the  other,  they 
place  man,  who  reconciles  both.  Hence  their  reason  for 
painting  him,  and  especially  for  carving  his  form  in 
sculpture.  Undoubtedly  they  implored  images,  according 
to  the  superstitious  instincts  of  southern  races,  as  their 
descendants  nowadays  implore  the  saints ;  they  prayed  to 
Diana  and  the  healing  Apollo;  they  burned  incense  before 
them,  and  poured  out  libations,  as  people  now  present 
ex^votos  and  wax  candles  to  the  Madonna  and  St 
Januarius.  They  too  had  their  sacred  statuary  in  the 
recesses  of  their  dwellings  and  in  small  oratorios  specially 
adapted  to  them ;  they  repeated  in  their  statues  conse- 
crated  attitudes  and  attributes,  a  Venus  Anadyomene,  a 
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Bacchus  sleeping,  as  the  paintings  of  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury represent  St.  Catherine  on  her  wheel,  and  St.  Paul 
holding  a  sword,  only  the  effect  was  different  as  the 
spectacle  was  different.  In  the  passing  glance  they 
bestowed  on  these,  instead  of  being  affected  by  a  bony 
figure  or  a  bleeding  heart,  they  were  sensitive  to  a  fine 
round  shoulder,  the  arched  back  of  an  athlete,  and  a 
warrior's  powerful  chest ;  and  on  these  images,  accumular 
ting  from  infancy,  their  mind  dwelt,  forging  for  itself  the 
type  of  man.  All  this  thus  spoke  to  them:  *  Behold 
thyself  as  thou  shouldst  be,  as  thou  shouldst  drape 
thyself!  Strive  to  obtain  flexible  muscles  and  firm  robust 
flesh !  Bathe  thyself,  frequent  the  palestrum^  be  strong 
on  all  occasions  in  behalf  of  thy  city  and  friends!' 
Works  of  art  of  the  present  time  do  not  address  us  in  this 
fashion ;  we  do  not  go  naked,  and  we  are  not  citizens ; 
our  spokesman  is  Faust  and  Werther,  or  rather  some  late 
Parisian  romance  or  the  Songs  of  Heine. 

It  now  remains  for  me  to  cite  a  few  works  without 
which  the  foreffoinff  would  be  somewhat  obscure.  The 
folio  win  or  are  five  or  six  of  the  most  celebrated. 

The  Famesian  Hercules  is  a  vigorous  porter,  having 
just  lifted  a  piece  of  timber,  and  thinking  that  a  glass  of 
wine  would  not  come  amiss.  It  is  much  too  literal  and 
vulgar ;  he  is  not  a  god  but  an  ox-killer. 

The  Farnesian  Bull.  Amphion  and  Zethes,  obeying 
their  mother  Antiope,  bind  Dirce  to  the  horns  of  a  bull. 
This  work  seems  to  belong  to  the  second  or.  third  era  of 
sculpture.  There  are  four  figures  of  life-size,  besides  the 
bull,  some  dogs,  and  a  child.  This  is  a  picture  or  a  drama ; 
the  sculptor  has  sought  to  tell  a  story,  to  excite  pathetic 
interest.  All  the  arts  lower  themselves  in  departing 
from  their  appropriate  sphere. 

There  is  a  superb  head  of  a  horse  in  bronze.  Like  all 
admirable  Greek  horses,  this  one  shows  he  is  not  yet  a 
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▼IcliiQ  to  training;  his  spirit  is  intact;  he  has  the  short 
neck^  intelligent  eye,  and  exuberant  will  of  undisciplined 
horses  still  observable  on  our  landes  or  in  the  north  of 
Scotland.     This  horse  is  a  personage  ;  ours  are  machines. 

The  charming  Naples  Psyche.  This  refined  youthful 
tonK>,  with  its  delicate  distinffue  head,  is  likewi&e  not  of  the 
great  epoch  of  sculpture  ;  and  still  less  the  Venus  Calli- 
pygif ,  apparently  a  boudoir  ornament,  reminding  one  of 
the  pretty  license  of  our  eighteenth  century. 

There  are  innumerable  statues  and  busts  of  actual 
personages  in  marble  and  in  bronze ;  a  seated  Agrippina, 
sad  and  energetic;  nine  statues  of  the  Balba  family;  an 
admirable  standing  orator,  preoccupied  with  the  gravity 
of  what  he  is  about  to  utter,  a  veritable  statesman,  and 
worthy  of  the  antique  tribune ;  Tiberius,  Titus,  Antonine, 
Hadrian,  and  Marcus  Aurelius,  all  emperors  and  consuls, 
with  statesmen's  heads  and  a  business-like  aspect  like  our 
modem  cardinals.  On  approaching  nearer  to  our  own 
times  we  find  art  inclining  to  mere  portraiture ;  object* 
are  not  ennobled  but  imitated ;  the  faces  of  Sextus  Em- 
piricus  and  Seneca  look  excited,  anxious,  and  ugly,  strik- 
ingly real,  like  plaster  casts.  Our  Mus6e  Campana  at 
Paris  shows  that  on  reaching  the  centuries  of  degeneracy 
sculpture  ended  in  the  reproduction  of  morbid  personal 
defects,  such  as  deformities  and  nervous  contortions,  and 
other  insignificant  traits — like  the  bourgeaie  characters  of 
Henri  Monnier  photographed  to  the  life. 

Modern  Pictures. — There  are,  I  believe,  seven  or  eight 
hundred  pictures  in  this  collection.  I,  who  am  not  a 
painter,  can  only  give  the  impressions  of  a  man  to  whom 
painting  affords  much  pleasure,  and  who  sees  in  it,  mor&* 
over,  a  complement  of  history. 

Raphael  has  several  portraits,  that  of  a  cardinal,  one  of 
the  chevalier  Tibaldo,  and  another  of  Leo  X.  The  Leo  X. 
is  a  big  sanctimonious  personage,  tolerably  vulgar^  and  the 


60  NAPLES. 

more  strikingly  bo  contrasted  with  the  acolytes  by  his 
side,  two  crafty  thoughtful  ecclesiastics.  Raphael's  su* 
periority  is  observable  in  his  perfectly  healthy  and  just 
perceptions ;  his  portraits  give  us  the  essence  of  a  man^ 
without  any  affectation* 

Bibera. — A  drunken  Silenus,  with  a  huge  paunch,  the 
chest  of  Vitellius,  and  dark  features  as  low  and  cunning 
in  expression  as  those  of  an  inquisitive  Sancho,  and  frith 
horribly  crooked  legs :  a  strong  light  and  surrounding 
shadows  render  all  this  brighter  and  more  salient,  and  as 
a  trumpet-blast  to  this  brutal  insignificance,  this  savage 
energy,  a  jackass  is  braying  with  all  his  might. 

Guerdno. — His  charming  Magdalen,  nude  to  the 
waist,  is  in  the  most  graceful  attitude,  has  the  most 
beautiful  hair,  the  most  beautiful  breasts,  and  the 
sweetest,  tenderest,  scarcely  perceptible  smile  oif  dreamy 
melancholy ;  she  is  the  gentlest  and  most  captivating 
of  lovers,  and  is  contemplating  a  crown  of  thoms! 
How  remote  from  the  simplicity  and  vigour  of  the  pre- 
ceding age  I  The  reign  of  pastorals,  sigisbes,  and  devout 
sentimentality  has  commenced ;  this  Magdalen  is  related 
to  the  Herminias  and  Sophronias  and  the  gentle  heroines 
of  Tasso,  and,  with  them,  is  born  out  of  the  Jesuitical 
reformation. 

Leonardo  da  Vinci* — A  Virgin  and  Child  of  extraordi- 
nary ^nes^e.  Her  eyes  are  downcast,  and  a  strange  mys- 
terious smile  slightly  draws  the  lip ;  the  face  is  disturbed 
with  the  emotion  of  a  delicate,  sensitive  spirit  of  great 
intellectual  refinement;  behind  the  head  appears  a 
blooming  lily.  This  artist  is  wholly  modem,  infinitely 
in  advance  of  his  age ;  through  him  the  Renaissance  and 
our  own  epoch  touch  without  an  interval.  He  is  already 
a  savant,  an  experimentalist,  an  investigator,  a  sceptic,  to 
which  may  be  added  ihe  possession  of  the  grace  of  a 
woman,  and  the  chagrined  heart  of  a  man  of  genius. 
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Seyeral  works  by  Parmegiano  are  of  rare  distinction, 
among  which  are  some  heads,  long  and  elegant,  and  among 
them  that  of  a  modest  candid  young  girl,  bearing  an 
expression  c^  astonishment.  A  large  portrait  represents 
a  grandee  of  the  day,  evidently  a  man  of  letters,  a  con- 
noisseur and  a  soldier ;  he  wears  a  red  cap,  and  his  cuirass 
lies  in  one  corner ;  his  noble  face  is  delicate  and  dreamy, 
the  hair  and  beard  being  abundant  and  of  remarkable 
beauty ;  a  more  aidstocratic  head  could  not  be  imagined. 
You  observe  in  this  head  the  peculiarly  mild  expression  of 
a  student ;  he  is  a  captain,  a  thinker,  and  a  man  of  the 
-world.   Parmegiano  lived  in  the  first  half  of  the  sixteenth 

O  4 

century,  about  the  commencement  of  the  decline  of  Italy. 
What  genius  and  culture  among  the  men  of  that  day, 
subject  to  the  oppressing  influences  of  degeneracy  I  Read 
the  *  Courtier '  of  Castiglione,  if  you  would  obtain  an  idea 
of  the  polished,  creative  society  imbued  with  philosophy, 
and  liberal  in  spirit,  then  perishing. 

Its  two  destroyers  are  here,  both  painted  by  Titian ; 
Philip  XL,  pale,  stiff,  irresolute,  and  with  blinking  eyes,  a 
formal  pedant  such  as  the  Venetian  despatches  describe 
him ;  and  the  other  Pope  Paul  III.,  with  a  large  white 
beard,  and  the  air  of  a  brooding  wolf.  There  is  another 
pope  by  Sebastian  del  Piombo,  with  handsome  regular 
features,  but  black  like  the  waters  of  a  turbid  stream, 
and  looking  obliquely  out  of  half-closed  eyes.  Various 
pictures  complete  this  train  of  ideas  ;  for  example,  that  by 
Micco  Spadaro,  entitled  *  The  Submission  of  Naples  to 
Don  John  of  Austria.'  War  was  tragic  enough  in  those 
days :  we  know  how  the  Spaniards  treated  their  recon- 
quered cities  in  Flanders.  On  the  market  place  and  all 
along  the  street  dense  masses  of  soldiers  stand  with  pikes 
in  hand,  and  muskets  planted  in  their  rests,  awaiting  the 
word  of  command;  flags  float  from  rank  to  rank;  the 
vanquished  city  is  overwhelmed  by  force  and  terror 
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Humbly  on  their  knees  the  magistrates  present  its 
keys,  and  on  the  pedestal  of  the  statute  of  the  viceroyj 
demolished  by  the  revolutionary  populace,  and  stretched 
along  its  white  base,  are  severed  heads  staining  it  with 
their  dripping  blood ;  high  mournful  houses  behind  it  cast 
lugubrious  shadows,  and  in  the  background  rises  a  great 
barrier  of  mountains.  Eight  years  after  this  the  plague 
comes,  and  50,000  persons  at  Naples  die  of  it ;  the  Car- 
thusian monastery  alone  is  preserved,  through  the  inter- 
cession of  its  founder,  and  a  second  picture  by  the  same 
artist  represents  this  singular  scene.  You  see  in  the  air 
St.  Martin  and  the  Virgin  arresting  the  vengeful  arm  of 
Christ,  whilst  an  angel  standing  on  the  ground  drives  off 
the  pestilence  in  the  shape  of  a  hideous  old  hag.  All 
around  are  kneeling  monks  of  the  order,  a  set  of  vulgar 
heads,  depending  upon  their  patron  who  has  taken  their 
business  in  hand. 

One  day  two  shepherd  boys  were  expressing  their 
wishes.  One  exclaimed,  on  breaking  a  piece  of  dry 
bread,  ^  If  I  was  king,  I  would  eat  nothing  but  fat ; '  the 
other,  who  was  out  of  breath  chasing  hogs,  exclaimed,  *  If 
I  was  king,  I  would  watch  my  beasts  on  horseback.' 
Now,  if  I  were  king,  I  would  transport  all  these  portraits 
and  historical  subjects  to  my  closet,  and  avail  myself  of 
them  in  acquiring  a  knowledge  of  history. 

Painters  of  the  second  and  third  rank  abound  here ; 
namely,  Schidone,  Luca  Giordano,  Preti,  and  Josepin, 
all  of  them  really  great  men.  Any  of  the  charming  \vell- 
developed  vigorous  female  figures  in  the  works  of  Lan- 
franco,  a  pupil  of  Guido,  leases  far  in  the  background  our 
contemporary  art,  so  elaborate,  so  incomplete,  so  largely 
composed  of  abortive  experiments  or  painful  imitation. 
Their  figures  are  instinct  with  life ;  they  have  suitablcj 
well-proportioned  limbs;  there  is  ease,  force,  and  conn 
pleteness  in  the  structure  of  the  body  and  in  its  groupings* 
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Their  heads  are  filled  with  colours  and  forms  which  flow 
ont  naturally  and  copiously,  and  readily  diffuse  them^ 
selves  on  their  canvases.  Luca  Giordano,  so  traduced  and 
so  rapid  in  execution,  is  a  genuine  painter  ;  the  animation 
of  his  figures,  and  his  gracefully  moulded  forms,  with  his 
foreshorten! ngs  and  silk  draperies,  and  the  action  and 
Tivatuty  of  his  style,  all  announce  the  genius  of  his  art, 
that  is  to  say,  his  ability  to  please  the  eye.  He  belongs 
to  a  flifferent  thinking  stratum  from  ours;  he  was  not 
nourished  on  philosophy  and  literature,  and  did  not,  like 
Delacroix,  aspire  to  portray  soul-tragedies,  or,  like  De- 
camps, to  express  the  outward  world  of  nature,  or,  like 
BO  many  others,  to  make  pictures  out  of  archaeology  and 
history. 

The  Danae,  by  Titian.  This  artist,  certainly,  had  no 
(esthetic  system  ;  all  he  cared  for  was  to  paint  a  splendid 
woman,  a  superb  patrician's  mistress.  This  head  is 
quite  vulgar — nothing  beyond  the  voluptuous  ;  It  is  pro^ 
bably  that  of  some  fisherman's  daughter,  willing  to  live 
idly,  feed  well,  and  wear  pearl  necklaces.  But  what  flesh 
tones  relieving  on  that  white  linen,  and  on  that  golden 
hair  in  such  wild  disorder  about  the  throat  1  What  a  per- 
fect hand  projecting  from  that  diamond  bracelet,  and  what 
beautiful  fingers  and  a  yielding  form  1  There  is  another 
on  a  neighbouring  canvas  by  an  unknown  artist  su- 
perior in  character,  with  the  hand  resting  over  the  head, 
a  flowering  plant  by  her  side,  and  in  the  distance  a  land- 
scape of  blue  mountains.  She  is  grave,  and  her  serious 
expression,  like  that  of  animals,  is  slightly  tinged  with 
melancholy.  This  is  what  ennobles  this  style  of  art. 
Voluptuousness  here  is  not  indelicate,  because  it  is 
perfectly  natural;  man  does  not  lower  himself  to  it, 
for  he  is  on  a  level  with  it,  while  the  grandeur  of  the 
scenery,  coupled  with  the  magnificence  of  the  archi- 
tecture and  a  serene  sky,  throw  around  it  the  charms  ot 
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poetry.  Man  thus  completes  himself;  it  is  one  of  the 
five  or  six  great  developments  of  existence.  This  one 
does  not  suffer  by  comparison ;  it  is  as  it  ought  to  be, 
finished,  perfect ;  to  reduce  it,  to  purify  it,  would  be  to 
take  away  its  essential  beauty,  to  injure  a  rare  flower 
the  like  of  which  no  other  civilisation  ever  produced  ;  one 
might  as  well  insist  on  the  tulip  possessing  a  less  ardent 
hue,  or  the  rose  a  less  exquisite  fragrance.  In  front  of 
this,  and  by  an  inferior  hand,  is  a  Venus  and  Adonis,  the 
former  being  fat  and  ruddy,  with  cheeks  and  mouth 
somewhat  overcharged  with  colour,  and  naked,  except  a 
strip  of  thin  drapery,  panting  with  desire  and  incapable  of 
imagining  anything  nobler.  And  why  not  ?  Who  would 
wish  her  otherwise  in  this  warm  shadow,  so  deliciously 
imprisoning  the  amber  tones  of  her  fine  form  trembling 
in  this  warm  light,  palpitating  like  water  in  the  glow  of 
sunset,  resting  on  that  rich  red  mantle  with  that  golden 
overtumed  vase  by  her  side  sending  forth  its  brilliant 
reflections  ?  Every  great  school  of  art  is  an  existence  ill 
its  own  right,  the  same  as  every  natural  group  of  mor* 
tals.    If  systems  suffer  we  do  not. 


CHAPTER  V. 

SOCIAL  STATE — ^POLITICS,   SCIENCE,   AND   RELIOIOW. 

Conversations. — ^In  the  caf^^s^  in  the  railway  carriages,  and 
m  the  drawing-rooms  politics  forms  the  substance  of  all 
discourse.  Minds  seem  to  be  in  a  state  of  ebullition ; 
there  is  apparently  the  same  ardour  and  vivacity,  and  the 
same  convictions  as  with  us  in  1790.  The  newspapers^ 
which  are  very  numerous^  widely  difiused^  and  cheap, 
exhibit  the  same  tone.     For  example : — 

I  passed  my  first  evening  with  a  sculptor  and  a  physician. 
According  to  these  gentlemen,  the  brigands  to  the  south 
(which  prevents  me  from  visiting  Psestum)  are  simply 
brigands.  They  kill,  bum,  and  rob.  Brigandage  is  a 
profession,  and  a  very  good  profession ;  they  even  practise 
it  on  people  of  their  own  party.  If  they  are  denounced, 
they  set  fire  to  the  dwelling  of  the  informer,  and  so  ter- 
rorise over  the  villages.  In  addition  to  this,  it  requires, 
in  such  mountains  and  thickets,  a  hundred  soldiers  to 
catch  one  man.  '  Is  it  not  a  Vendue  ? '  I  ask.  ^  No ;  the 
comparison  is  unworthy.'  *  Nevertheless  the  country  is 
Catholic,  and  the  people  are  imaginative  and  fanatical  ?  * 
*  No :  it  is  nothing  but  a  land  of  brigands.'  Thereupon 
my  friends  become  excited ;  they  see  only  one  idea,  and 
are  inflated,  like  our  early  revolutionists,  by  newspaper 
phrases :  resentment  is  ready,  and  their  hopes  are  infinite. 

According  to  them,  again,  the  existing  evil  comes  from 
France,  which,  in  maintaining  the  Pope  at  Home,  up- 
holds a  hotbed  of  intrigue.     Rome  is  an  abscess  affect- 
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ing  the  entire  body.  For  sixty  years  France  has  mad^i 
immense  progress  in  science  and  in  general  prosperity, 
but  none  in  religion  or  morality;  she  is  as  low  as  she 
ever  was  in  her. subserviency  to  the  clergy.  Here  comes 
in  a  flood  of  eighteenth  century  phrases. 

*  The  struggle  in  Italy,  they  say,  is  between  education 
and  ignorance.  The  intelligent  class  is  wholly  liberal — 
the  middle  class,  be  it  understood.  The  nobles  are  ob- 
stinate :  look  at  the  great  aristocratic  yatc&oury  on  the  road 
to  Herculaneum,  all  the  houses  of  which  are  shut  up. 
The  populace  of  Naples,  to  which  the  Bourbons  granted 
every  license,  are  not  content,  and  if  the  Austrians  should 
return  there  would  be  violence ;  but  the  true  people,  the 
artisans,  the  men  who  at  bottom  are  honest  and  who 
labour,  are  slowly  rallying.  If  there  were  four  of  these  in 
the  retrograde  party  the  day  after  the  Revolution,  there 
are  only  two  to-<day..  Liberty  is  producing  its  effect. 
The  army,  especially,  is  a  school  of  union,  instruction,  and 
honour.  The  soldiers  are  learning  to  read  and  to  write ; 
they  hear  people  talk  about  Garibaldi,  Victor  Emmanuel, 
and  love  of  country.  Families  are  no  longer  made 
fliiserable,  as  formerly,  by  having  their  children  torn  from 
them.  There  are  men  of  every  class  in  the  ranks  ;  sons 
of  peasants  march  side  by  side  with  the  sons  of  lawyers 
and  of  doctors.  Military  substitution  is  difficult :  a  man 
knowing  how  tx>  read,  write,  and  calculate,  must  furnish 
another  knowing  how  to  read,  write,  and  calculate :  the 
son  of  a  certain  noble,  unable  to  find  a  substitute  of  this 
kind,  had  to  go  himself.  A  great  war  like  that  of  1792 
IS  wanted  to  concentrate  all  these  diversities  through  the 
eonfmtemity  of  arms.  Your  nation  is  a  great  one,'  they 
add;  ^you  have  emancipated  yourselves  from  slavery; 
you  do  not  suffer  the  hundred  thousand  infamies  and 
miseries  of  the  Bourbon  regime.  You  can  comprehend 
how  we  also  need  our  Revolution.* 
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Another  conversation  with  a  man  about  thirty  in  a 
railway  carriage,  a  cotton-broker.  He  is  scouring  the 
environs,  and  buying  up  crops  to  resell  to  the  Englisi;., 
the  country  round  Vesuvius  bring  now  planted  with 
eotton. 

According  to  him,  'they  have  in  his  line  for  three 
years  past  made  astonishing  progress.  Under  the  Bour- 
bons it  was  impossible  to  do  anything,  even  to  sell  or  to 
buy.  There  was  no  commerce  whatever;  they  were 
averse  to  contracts  with  strangers,  and  discouraged  the 
entry  and  export  of  merchandise.  Xow  that  we  are  free 
everything  is  different.  The  peasant,  sure  of  earning 
money,  sows  and  works,  even  in  summer.  At  midday  he 
rests,  the  heat  being  terrible ;  but  at  evening  and  in  the 
morning,  during  the  supportable  hours,  he  goes  into  the 
field.  Under  the  Bourbons  people  did  not  and  could  not 
do  but  three  things— drink,  eat,  and  occasionally  amuse 
themselves;  there  was  complete  prohibition  in  every 
other  respect ;  no  study,  no  newspapers,  and  no  discus- 
sion of  religion  or  politics ;  denunciations  were  perpetual, 
and  imprisonments  frightful ;  one  felt  himself  liable  at 
any  moment  to  the  touch  of  the  hand  of  an  inquisitor. 
Let  us  have  twenty  years  to  ourselves,  and  you  will  see 
what  a  change  there  will  be ! ' 

He  had  travelled  in  the  South,  and  stated  that  'the 
brigands  form  a  sort  of  chouannerie,^  but  of  a  low  order. 
The  peasant  is  not  very  hostile  to  them,  because  he  is 
ignorant  and  superstitious.  Besides,  it  is  impossible  to 
penetrate  the  boschi  where  they  conceal  themselves,  and 
Rome  is  constantly  sending  them  recruits.* 

Everywhere  brigands,  nobody  speaks  of  anything  else. 
According  to  the  Liberal  newspapers, '  they  are  fit  only  for 

*  In  the  waSof  La  Vend^'»,  during  the  Revolution  in  France,  the  peasantry 
72O80  sontiinents  wero  in  £ivour  of  the  Bcmrbons  were  called  chouans,  and 
«igiiuii»ed  atlemp'ts  at  insurrection  cJiouanncrics, — Ta. 

V  2 
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the  galleys/  while,  according  to  the  clerical  journals, 
*they  are  insurgent  martyrs.'  Desiring  to  form  an 
opinion  for  myself,  I  read  the  diary  of  General  Borgfis,  a 
Spaniard  and  a  Bourbonite,  who  recently  traversed  the 
kingdom  of  Naples  from  end  to  end,  but  who  was  taken 
and  shot  a  few  leagues  from  the  Koman  frontier.  After 
reading  this  the  following  facts  may  be  depended  on. 
Borg^  was  a  sort  of  Vendean,  and  he  had  with  him  some 
honest  persons,  for  instance,  his  officers.  He  encounters 
a  certain  number  of  Bourbonites,  shepherds,  peasantry, 
and  former  soldiers,  but  a  very  small  number.  The 
bands  supporting  him,  and  holding  the  country  before  his 
landing,  are  composed  of  robbers  and  assassins^  who 
repeatedly,  on  taking  a  town  or  hamlet,  kill,  pillage,  and 
maltreat,  and  cany  on  war  like  savages.  The  national 
guard  and  the  well-to-do  people  are  everywhere  against 
them. 

My  hostess  at  Sorrento  said  to  me,  '  Here  and  in  the 
neighbourhood  you  will  find  three  Piedmontese  for  one 
Bourbonite ;  but  over  there,  to  the  South,  there  are  three 
Bourbonites  for  one  Piedmontese.'  All  this  is  easily 
understood. 

Here  is   another  conversation  at   Castellamare,    this 

time  with  a  retired  subordinate  officer ;  he  is  a  fanatic, 

and  speaks  with  the  air  of  one  trying  to  make  converts. 

He  says  ^  that  priests  are  the  authors  of  all  the  trouble ; 

that  in  France  they  are  pious  and  honest,  but  that  here 

they  are  robbers  and  assassins,  and  that  the  head-quarters 

of  their  conspiracies  is  at  Bome.     He  cites  the  famous 

General  Manh^s  under  Murat,  who,  in  order  to  starve  out 

brigands,  forbade,  under  penalty  of  death,   a  morsel  of 

bread  being  taken  outside  the  towns,  and  on  a  priest 

leaving  to  take  the  host  to  a  dying  man,  had  him  shot^ 

col  saniissimo  nella  mano^    He  showed  me  tifc  way  to  a 

celebrated  chapel,  and,  on  my  entering,  shrugged  his 
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ehoolders  in  a  significant  manner.    Is  it  not  curious, 
after  a  lapse  of  sixty  years,  to  encounter  Jacobins  I 

The  more  I  read  the  newspapers,  the  more  I  talk  with 
people,  the  more  do  I  find  the  resemblance  striking.  We 
also,  at  first,  had  only  a  liberal  middle-class ;  the  national 
property  had  to  be  sold,  and  a  foreign  invasion  take 
place  in  order  to  rally  our  peasanty  to  the  Revolution. 
We  also  battled  with  an  intestine  insurrection,  and 
witnessed  a  civil  war  in  the  most  ignorant  and  most 
religious  section  of  the  country.  We  also  improvised 
schools,  a  national  guard,  an  army,  and  legal  tribunals* 
We  also  beheld  nobles  emigrate  with  the  king,  and,  later, 
seclude  themselves  sullenly  on  their  estates.  Here  it  is 
the  small  edition  of  a  great  work ;  but  the  new  volume  is 
not  yet  stitched— its  sheets  hold  together  badly.  Before 
it  can  acquire  consistency  like  ours  it  must  undergo  a  ten 
years*  grinding  process  under  heavy  burdens,  or,  in  other 
words,  dread  the  interference  of  strangers. 

An  evening  with  Magistrates,  Professarsy  and  Literary 
men. — The  greatest  obstacle  here  in  the  way  of  the 
Grovernment  is  the  large  number  of  privileged  persons 
maintained  under  the  Bourbons,  and  who  are  now  out  of 
place.  For  example,  there  was  a  large  manufactory  of 
iron  fabrics,  which  cost  the  Government  two  millions  a 
year,  and  which  yielded  nothing;  the  workmen  had 
gradually  been  replaced  by  sons  of  officers  or  by  employes 
receiving  five  francs  a  day  as  locksmiths,  overseers,  &c., 
and  who  only  came  at  the  end  of  the  month  to  receive 
their  pay,  a  small  number  making  their  appearance  in  the 
bureaux  between  the  hours  of  eleven  and  three.  The 
Kevolution  occurred,  and  their  wages  were  stopped.  They 
made  a  great  noise,  however,  and  w^re  paid.  The 
manufactory  is  found  to  be  too  costly,  and  it  is  put  up  at 
auction.  Nobody  appears  to  bid.  Finally,  a  bold  specu« 
lator  agrees  to  take  it  for  ten  years,  and  pay  a  rent  of 
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48,000  ducats.  Assembling  the  employes  and  pretended 
workmen,  the  new  master  says  to  them,  *  I  will  pay  you 
as  formerly,  but  on  condition  that  you  do  the  work  of  a 
full  day.'  This  is  greeted  with  shouts  and  reclamations. 
*  Very  well,  then,  work  as  you  please,  and  I  will  pay  you 
by  the  hour.*  This  is  followed  by  a  riot.  The  bersaglieri 
are  welcomed  with  stones,  to  which  they  retort  with 
shot.  Since  that  time  order  is  restored,  and  the 
manufactory  begins  to  operate,  the  famished  sinecurists 
meanwhile  being  furious.  One  of  these  said  to  me,  *  Look 
at  this  miserable  Piedmontese  GoTcmmentl  I  held  a 
position  of  1,200  francs  a  year,  which  left  me  free  the 
whole  day,  so  that  I  could  attend  to  business  in  another 
place  at  a  bankers.  Kow  that  I  am  married  and  have 
two  children,  these  rascals  suppress  it  I '  So  was  it  in 
1791  with  the  household  officers  of  the  king,  queen, 
dauphin,aiid  princes,  the  minim  (foster-brothers),  captains^ 
masters  of  the  hounds,  &c. 

King  Ferdinand,  like  Louis  XY.,  meddled  with  State 
supplies.  His  effective  army  consisted  of  ninety-five 
thousand  men;  a  hundred  thousand  were  put  in  the 
budget,  and  he  appropriated  the  surplus  to  himself. 
Besides  this  he  reserved  for  himself,  his  favourites,  and 
his  secretaries,  the  right  of  making  appointments :  there 
were  consequently  two  sorts  of  ofiice-holders,  the  fat  one, 
who  came  monthly  to  the  bureau  to  get  his  pay,  and  the 
lean  one,  who  performed  the  service,  and  got  a  quarter  of 
the  remuneration. 

These  people  are  all  greatly  irritated,  which  is  not 
strange.  The  priests  likewise  are  in  no  better  humour,  and 
they  have  no  reason  to  be.  They  have  lost  credit,  and 
no  longer  take  the  wall.  Three  years  ago  there  were  so 
many  nionks  and  ecclesiastics  at  Naples,  that  a  lady  in 
the  house  in  which  I  lodged,  in  a  frequented  street,  stood 
at  a  window  and  counted  a  hundred  per  hour  passing  itt 
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Almost  every  family  numbered  one  son  an  ecclesiastic. 
To-day  they  are  not  so  numerous.  After  the  Revolution 
tliey  concealed  themselves ;  but  now  they  are  again  ap 
pearing,  in  companies  of  two  or  three,  g^i^g  out  and 
taking  their  usual  prcHnenades.  They  think  that  the 
Government  wants  to  starve  them,  and  that  in  seques- 
trating convent  property  it  declared  itself  their  enemy; 
and  they  consequently  are  working  against  it,  especially 
through  the  women. 

There  are  fourteen  thousand  men  in  the  national  guard 
of  Naples,  which  for  a  city  numbering  five  hundred 
thousand  inhabitants,  is  not  a  great  number.  They  pre- 
tend that  they  might  have  double  this  number,  which  again 
is  not  a  great  deal.  They  state  that  the  lower  class  is 
enormously  large,  and  liiat  it  cannot  yet  be  trusted  with 
arms ;  it  counts  for  nothing,  and  has  yet  to  be  instructed ; 
besides,  there  is  nothing  to  fear  from  it,  as  it  is  not  capable 
of  erecting  barricades ;  three  years  ago,  in  the  absence  of 
all  other  authority,  the  national  guard  was  amply  sufficient 
to  maintain  order.  The  same  state  of  things  exists  in  the 
munieipalities ;  the  captains  prefer  to  enrol  only  a  few 
men ;  they  do  not  accept  half-way  vagabonds,  or  those 
compromised  with  the  former  Government.  Besides,  the 
peasants  are  all  armed,  and  walk  about  with  guns  on  their 
shoulders — an  old  custom,  the  effect  of  the  vendetta  and 
rf  inveterate  habits  of  brigandage.  When  Victor  Em- 
manuel came  they  all  crowded  around  him  thus  accoutred, 
which  affords  substantial  proof  of  their  not  feeling  them* 
selves  conquered  or  oppressed.  A  foreign  ambassador 
present  on  that  occasion  remarked, '  Italy  is  made.' 

I  have  to  return  to  the  national  guard  of  fourteen 
thousand  men.  These  figures  simply  indicate  a  govern- 
ing bovrgeaisie,  and  justify,  up  to  a  certain  point,  the 
declaration  of  it«  adversaries ;  such,  for  instance,  as  that  of 
m  fanatical,  provincial  Neapolitan  marquis  at  Paris  who, 
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in  my  presence^  fifteen  days  ago,  cliarged  the  national 
guard  with  being  a  coterie,  calling  them  traitors  and  in- 
struments of  the  Piedmontese,  and  declaring  that  both  the 
nobles  and  the  people,  save  a  few  deserters,  were  now 
bending  beneath  a  yoke  and  indignantly  murmuring. 
The  reply  to  this  is  to  make  me  read  the  clerical  gazettes 
sold  at  Naples  and  in  the  streets,  which  repeat  the  same 
charges,  only  in  stronger  terms,  thereby  proving  that 
nobody  is  gagged.  Again,  the  garrison  of  Naples  is  six 
thousand  men.  Is  this  sufficient  to  keep  down  a  city  of 
five  hundred  thousand  disposed  to  rebel?  As  to  the 
means  of  gaining  over  the  peasantry,  they  state  that '  the 
Government  does  not  possess,  a^  the  Convention  did,  an 
enormous  amount  of  national  property  to  sell  to  them; 
that,  since  the  first  Napoleon,  the  feudal  regijne  has  been 
abolished  throughout  the  kingdom,  and  that  already  a 
great  number  of  peasants  have  become  proprietors. 
Meanwhile  the  confiscated  property  of  the  convents  is  to 
be  disposed  of,  and  the  sale  of  this  will  rally  to  the  sup* 
port  of  the  Revolution  numerous  purchasers ;  besides 
which,  they  can  depend  on  new  clearings  and  productions, 
and  on  the  general  increase  of  public  wealth.  The  country 
is  of  marvellous  fertility :  the  soil  sometimes  yields  seven 
crops  in  a  season,  grapes,  grains,  vegetables,  oranges,  nuts, 
&c.  For  two  years  past  the  cultivation  of  cotton  has  in- 
creased on  all  sides,  and  the  profits  have  been  enormous ; 
instead  of  eight  or  ten  ducats  the  quintal,  it  has  amounted 
to  thirty-two  and  forty.  Peasants  now  at  the  cafds  pull 
dollars  out  of  their  pockets;  they  pay  borrowed  sums 
and  mortgages ;  they  begin  to  purchase  land,  which  is  a 
passion  with  them,  and  in  some  places  one  crop  has 
proved  sufficient  to  pay  for  the  soil  acquired.  It  has  been 
remarked  that  for  a  long  time  brigandage  is  less  frequent, 
and  that  there  is  more  of  labour  in  districts  where  small 
farms  abound ;  and  in  this  view  of  things  Murat  legia* 
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lated.  Accordingly  they  are  now  beginning  in  various 
places  to  alienate  and  partition  land.  Add  to  this  the 
mortmain  tenures  before  mentioned,  the  influx  of  foreign 
capital,  and  that  manufactures  are  being  established,  and 
newspapers  diffused;  also,  as  experience  dhows,  that  a 
Neapolitan  learns  to  read  and  write  in  three  months,  no 
race  being  more  subtle,  more  prompt  in  seizing  on 
and  comprehending  ideas  of  all  kinds.  The  peasant 
enriched  and  enlightened  will  become  a  LiberaL 

One  of  the  company  present  gives  a  recent  conyersa- 
tion  with  a  soldier.  This  man  had  served  under  the 
Bourbons.  When  Garibaldi  landed  with  his  little  band^ 
a  report  spread  that  he  was  accompanined  with  sixty 
thousand  men,  whereupon,,  with  the  consent  of  their 
captain,  each  member  of  the  company  laid  down  his  arms 
and  accoutrements  and  proceeded  tranquilly  homewards* 
On  Victor  Emmanuel  being  proclaimed,  our  friend  en« 
countered  this  man,  and  made  him  ashamed  of  himself,  and» 
indicating  him  as  a  suitable  recruit,  had  him  re-enlisted« 
A  year  expired,  and  he  met  him  again.  This  time  the 
man  is  overjoyed  and  full  of  gratitude ;  he  has  a  martial 
air,  and  he  exclaims,  '  Ah,  your  Excellence,  how  happy 
I  am  I  I  have  been  to  Milan,  Turin,  and  a  good  many 
other  cities  I  And  I  know  how  to  read  1  * 
'  And  to  write  ? '  responds  our  friend« 
'  Not  very  well  yet ;  but  I  can  write  my  name.' 
*  Here,'  says  the  gentleman^  '  is  a  piastre ;  and  when 
you  shall  have  learned  to  write  you  shall  have  another.' 

This  man  was  transformed  by  military  service;  it 
disciplines  a  man,  and  creates  habits  of  cleanliness,  and 
instils  into  him  sentiments  of  honour  and  love  of  country. 
Our  friend,  addressing  another,  remarked,  '  You  are 
going  now  to  fight  for  the  king.'  *  No,'  he  replied,  not 
for  king,  but  for  country:  there  is  a  parliament  now.' 
They  read  newspapers,  costing  them  a  cent.,  and  employ 
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the  high-sounding  terms  \vhich  are  often  so  ^apid  and  so 
abused,  but  at  this  moment  so  true  and  noble  and  of  such 
powerful  effect.  Two  Italians  in  a  railroad  carriage  with 
me,  on  coming  in  dght  of  Naples  after  five  years'  absence, 
remarked  one  to  the  other,  *  They  are  improving ;  they 
are  almost  a  moral  people.' 

They  require  time;  time  will  consolidate  all  things, 
even  the  finances :  at  present  these  are  the  great  sore. 
Last  year  the  deficit  was  a  million  a  day.  They  will 
improve  gradually  as  the  nation  produces  and  consumes 
more.  During  the  year  just  closed  Naples  disposed  of  cot- 
ton amounting  to  a  hundred  millions,  and  this  year  the  crop 
will  be  still  more  valuable.  Custom  duties  in  the  south 
used  to  produce  very  little,  as  smugglers  had  their  own 
way ;  but  now  other  officers  have  been  installed,  and  an 
inspector,  a  brother  of  one  of  our  friends,  states  that  the 
increase  this  year  will  amount  to  seven  hundred  thousand 
ducats. 

There  is  another  sign  of  pacification.  The  Government 
has  removed  the  Madonna  boxes  from  the  comers  of  the 
streets ;  these  were  often  found  in  the  morning  marked 
with  dagger^blows,  given  either  by  the  lilazzinians  or  the 
Bourbonites,  and  they  have  accordingly  been  deposited  in 
neighbouring  churches.  In  certain  quarters  the  women 
assemble  and  wring  their  hands,  and  indulge  in  lamenta- 
tions, but  in  others  this  step  is  regarded  favourably,  for 
they  were  often  desecrated  by  profanities  and  poUutionfl 
against  the  wall  beneath  them. 

An  interesting  experiment  is  being  tried  here,  and  one 
worthy  of  close  attention,  that  of  a  revolution  less  violent 
than  our  own,  and  less  affected  by  foreign  intervention ; 
the  same  at  bottom,  since  it  involves  the  transformation 
of  a  feudal  into  a  modem  community,  but  differing  in 
this  respect,  that  the  transformation  goes  on  in  a  closed 
retort    and  without    explosion;    it    is    true,  howeverj 
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that  an  Austrian  bayonet  would  shatter  the  retort  in 
pieces. 

The  same  activity  and  exuberance  is  apparent  in  science 
and  religion  as  in  politics.  The  university  contains  ten 
thousand  students  and  sixty  professors.  A  student's 
lodging  costs  sixty  francs  per  months  and  he  lives  on 
macaroni,  fruits,  and  vegetables ;  people  in  the  country 
eat  but  little,  and  necessaries  are  consequently  cheap. 
German  erudition  and  methods  prevail.  Hegel  is  read 
with  facility.  M.  V^ra,  his  most  zealous  and  best  accre- 
dited interpreter,  has  a  chair  here.  M.  Spaventa  is  trying 
to  discover  an  Italian  philosophy,  and  shows  Gioberti  to 
be  a  sort  of  Italian  Hegel.  You  thus  see  amour-propre 
and  national  prepossessions  penetrating  even  into  the 
realm  of  pure  reason.  Yesterday  a  newspaper  warmly 
commended  a  modem  Italian  picture  exhibited  in  the 
Mus4ey  and  complained  of  the  Italians  for  not  sufficiently 
admiring  their  own  artists,  and  of  committing  the  weakness 
of  too  greatly  admiring  foreign  art.  All  this  is  naive,  but 
sincere. 

Young  people  and  the  public  generally  take  great 
interest  in  these  researches.  Naples  is  the  land  of  Vico, 
and  has  always  possessed  philosophical  aptitude.  Lately 
a  great  crowd  thronged  to  an  exposition  of  the  *  Pheno- 
menology* of  Hegel :  they  translate  his  technical  terms 
and  abstractions  without  any  difficulty — and  such  ab- 
stractions! The  system  spreads  from  the  centre  to 
all  its  diverse  branches.  The  law  course  is  especially 
strong,  and  arranged  wholly  according  to  the  German 
manner.  The  students  are  as  yet  confined  to  the  formulas 
and  classifications  of  Hegel,  but  the  professors  are  begin- 
ing  to  overstep  these  limits,  and  to  pursue  their  own 
methods,  each  in  his  own  fashion  and  according  to  his  intel- 
lectual capacity.  Ideas  are  still  vague  and  floating, 
everything  being  in  a  state  of  formation. 
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Meanwhile  one  may  question  whether  their  food  is  well 
selected,  and  if  fresh  minds  can  assimilate  such  aliment;  it 
is  tough,  ill-cooked  meat :  they  feast  on  it  with  youthful 
appetites  as  the  scholastics  of  the  twelfth  century 
devoured  Aristotle,  in  spite  of  the  disproportion  and  the 
danger  of  indigestion  and  even  of  strangling.  A  culti- 
vated foreigner  who  has  resided  here  for  the  past  ten 
years  replies  to  me  that  the  most  difficult  reasoning  and 
all  German  dissertations  are  comprehended  naturally,  but 
that  French  books  are  much  less  so.  If  they  read  Vol- 
taire's romances,  they  find  but  little  amusement  in  them; 
they  do  not  feel  his  grace,  and  regard  his  irony  simply  as 
a  means  of  evading  censure.  M.  Kenan,  whom  they 
admire  infinitely,  seems  to  them  timid :  *  Why,'  they  ask, 
*  does  he  take  so  many  precautions  ?  he  is  a  delicate  restorer 
of  Christianity.'  His  finished  art,  his  tact,  his  sentiment, 
so  poetic  and  comprehensive,  escapes  them  entirely ;  they 
have  translated  his  book,  and  ten  thousand  copies  have 
been  sold  at  Naples  ;  they  would  consider  it  a  privilege 
to  see  and  to  handle  his  autograph ;  but  their  admira- 
tion is  for  the  combatant  and  not  the  critic  Hence  the 
success  of  *  Le  Maudit',*  which  title  figures  in  the  win- 
dows of  every  bookstore  in  Naples.  They  are  delighted 
with  heavy  artillery  of  this  description.  They  demand 
a  vigorous  attack,  a  bold  exhibition  of  facts :  they  are 
avenging  themselves  of  their  former  slavery. 

There  are  no  good  periodicals :  the  fashion  of  penny 
papers  prevails,  and  the  editorial  standard  is  in  keeping. 
The  telegraphic  news  of  the  morning  is  the  first  thing,  and 
if  enforced  with  a  gross  tirade  all  the  better.  They  sub- 
ject our  French  journals  to  this  standard  of  criticism; 
they  do  not  appreciate  the  quiet  eloquence,  concise  style, 
and  delicate  irony  of  Prevost-Paradol,  much  preferring 

*  A  well-known  romance,  purporting  to  narrate  the  experience  of  a  JeBtiit 
priest,  and  in  which  the  practices  o{  the  Bomish  Church  are  exposed. — Tmu 
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the  premiers  Paris  of  tlie  democratic  organs.  Let  ns  bear 
in  mind  our  own  journals  of  1789 — ^their  declamation, 
high-sounding  terms^  and  empty  rhetoric. 

Whilst  breakfasting  yesterday  at  a  cafe  I  observed  in  one 
of  the  penny  papers  a  qvltiomb  feuilleton^  consisting  of  the 
fourth  lecture  of  Professor  Ferrari  on  the  *  Philosophy  of 
History,'  in  which  ideas  derived  from  the  early  investi-* 
gations  of  Oiannone  in  relation  to  religious  history  are 
expounded.  According  to  Oiannone,  the  early  Christians 
were  not  believers  in  paradise ;  their  fundamental  dogma 
was  the  resurrection  of  the  body :  up  to  the  resurrection 
the  dead  remained  in  a  sort  of  state  of  passivity  and  ex- 
pectancy. Theology,  gradually  developing,  placed  dead 
believers  apart;  soon  St.  Augustine  awards  them  a  pre- 
liminary semi-beatitude,  and  under  Pope  St.  Gregory  they 
ascend  at  once  into  heaven.  Ideas  like  these,  so  freely 
explored  and  so  widely  popularised,  must  evidently  pro- 
duce a  great  effect. 

The  Jesuit  College  is  now  under  the  ban  of  Victor 
Emmanuel.  In  the  street  you  see  scholars  belonging  to 
various  establishments,  no  longer  led  by  a  priest  but  by  a 
sergeant.  On  this  transformation,  and  on  the  increase 
of  sources  of  public  education,  their  strongest  hopes 
are  built.  Fifty-«ight  public  district-schools  have  been 
established  in  Naples,  and  one  in  each  principal  town. 
There  are  a  great  many  readers  amongst  the  middle  class. 
All  the  interesting  and  learned  productions  of  Germany^ 
England,  and  France  may  be  found  at  Detken  s  book- 
store; all  the  best  worhs  on  physiology,  law,  language,  and 
especially  philosophy,  find  purchasers :  his  store  is  a  sort 
of  literary  and  scientific  chib-room.  To  converse  freely 
and  on  all-important  subjects  is  for  them  the  highest 
gratification.  *  Three  years  ago,'  they  say,  *  even  with 
closed  doors  we  dared  not  speak.  Had  we  been  seen 
eoUected  together,  a  spy  would  have  tracked  us  at  once.' 
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They  are  now  in  all  the  ardour  of  production  and  of 
naissance.  A  strong  force  is  excavating  Pompeii,  and  the 
new  discoveries  are  published  in  magnificent  form,  iUus^ 
trated  with  polychromatic  drawings.  It  is  a  pleasure  to 
look  at  their  fine  Italian  heads  and  expressive  eyes,  and 
underneath  a  certain  circumspect  air,  to  detect  the  ardent 
glow  within;  they  openly  or  tacitly  express  a  pro- 
found joy,  like  that  of  a  man  on  first  moving  his  limbs 
after  having  been  a  long  time  confined  in  prison.  In 
respect  to  ideas  they  do  not  lack  suitable  preparation; 
already  under  the  Bourbons  two  or  three  booksellers  made 
fortunes  by  smuggling  and  paying  custom-house  officials 
and  inspectors,  concealing  their  books  under  their  beds, 
and  disposing  of  them  at  quintuple  rates.  In  this  way 
excellent  libraries  were  formed  even  in  the  provinces,  for 
instance,  that  of  the  father  of  the  poet  Leopard.  This 
or  that  retired  bourgeois  or  petty  noble  studied,  not 
assuredly  for  fame  or  profit  (because  it  was  dangerous  to 
be  a  8avant)y  but  to  learn.  They  acquired  accordingly 
much  and  quickly.  I  saw  a  young  man  twenty-one  years 
<^d  thus  labouring  by  himself  and  for  himself,  who  knew 
Sanscrit,  Persian,  and  a  dozen  other  tongues ;  who  was 
conversant  with  Hegel,  Spencer,  Schopenhauer,  Mill,  and 
Carlyle,  and  with  current  French  and  Grennan  produc- 
tions relating  to  law,  philosophy,  linguistic  study,  and 
exegesis.  His  erudition  and  comprehension  are  those  of 
a  man  of  forty.  He  is  now  going  to  complete  his  education 
by  passing  a  year  each  at  Paris  and  Berlin.  These  are 
noble  germs ;  I  trust  there  are  many  of  them,  and  that  they 
are  increasing.  But  such  achievements,  and  a  delight  in 
the  conflict  of  ideas,  are  not  all ;  it  is  necessary  to  produce, 
to  carve  out  one's  own  way  ;  for  without  invention  there  is 
no  true  culture.  Several  of  my  friends  are  somewhat 
concerned  on  this  point;  they  regard  this  ebullition  a& 
superficial,  viewing  tliis   new  outburst  of   intellectual 
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activity  as  a  kind  of  operatic  display,  a  brilliant  fairy 
spectacle  to  which  speculative  brains  are  abandoning 
themselves.  *  A  few  erudites,'  they  say,  *  import  and 
accumulate  mountains  of  foreign  material:  a  curious 
crowd  gathers  around  their  plans,  studying  fac-similca 
aod  imitations  of  foreign  models  ?  Who  is  to  conceive 
and  ezecuto  the  national  monument  t ' 
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Streets^  Promenades^  and  Theatres. — Most  of  the  women 
are  ordinary,  but  there  are  a  large  number  of  handsome, 
genteel,  well-dressed  young  men.  A  friend  who  has 
travelled  over  Italy  states  that  one  encounters  people  in 
quite  small  towns  who  have  dined  on  a  bit  of  bread  and 
cheese,  but  who  wear  new  gloves,  and  seem  apparently  to 
have  just  left  Dusautoy's  establishment  It  is  a  universal 
rule  that  the  more  a  man  thinks  of  \h6  women  the  better 
he  dresses. 

Many  among  them  have  heads  like  those  of  Correggio, 
with  a  tranquilly  voluptuous  air,  and  a  smile  constantly 
blissful  and  serene.  It  is  very  pleasing,  and  it  enables 
you  to  comprehend  their  amatory  characteristics.  Wheu 
they  address  a  woman  this  smile  becomes  more  cap- 
tivating and  tenderer ;  there  is  no  French  piquancy  or 
petulance  in  it;  they  seem  to  be  enraptured,  to  relish 
with  the  keenest'  zest  every  word  that  drops  from  her 
mouth,  one  by  one,  like  so  many  drops  of  honey.  The 
light  popular  songs,  the  national  music,  and  the  operas  of 
Cimerosa  express  the  same  sentiment. 

Amongst  the  lower  classes  every  young  girl  of  fifteen 
has  a  lover ;  every  young  man  of  seventeen  has  one  like- 
wise, the  passion  with  both  being  strong  and  enduring. 
Both  intend  marriage,  and  wait  as  long  as  is  requisite^ 
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which  is  until  the  young  swain  can  purchase  the  principal 
article  of  furniture^  an  immense  square  bed. 

Observe  this,  however,  that  he  does  not  in  the  interval 
lead  the  life  of  a  Trappist,  No  people  are  more  given  to 
pleasure,  none  are  more  precocious ;  at  thirteen  years  of 
age  a  child  is  a  man. 

A  young  girl  stands  at  her  window,  while  a  young  man 
passes  and  repasses,  and  stands  in  the  porte-cochere ,  both 
making  signs  to  each  other.  In  the  street  I  live  in  is  a 
certain  window,  half  open ;  the  lover  in  a  vehicle  ascends 
and  descends  the  street  thirty  or  forty  times  every  after- 
noon, and  then  goes  oiF4x)  promenade  on  the  Villa  Reale, 
You  may  ask  a  young  girl  without  impropriety  if  she  has 
a  lover.  *  Certainly  I  have,  otherwise  I  should  be  very 
ugly  or  very  disagreeable.'  *But  do  you  love  himP* 
*  Yes :  do  you  suppose  I  am  heartless  ? ' 

Yesterday  I  witnessed  an  exact  representation  of  these 
characteristics  in  the  popular  little  theatre  of  San  Carlino. 
The  two  female  lovers  were  genuine  Neapolitan  grisettes, 
one  piquant,  and  the  other  grassotta ;  both  being  vulgar, 
tempting,  and  extremely  voluble  and  deafening  in  in- 
sults when  their  tongues  were  loosened.     Love,  amidst 
these  popular  weaknesses,  flourishes  like  a  rose  rooted 
in  cracked  and  broken  pottery.     A  sweeter  smile  than 
that  of  Annarella  when  she  finally  accepts  Andrea  could 
not  be  imagined.     Her  beautiful  teeth,  her  parted  lips, 
her  large  eyes  beaming  with   tender  compliance  and 
expanding  with  felicity,  her  entire  being  overflows  with 
delight.     There  is  no  Jinesse  or  prudery  as  in  France — 
nothing  lackadaisical.     He  kisses  her  hand,  yet  he  is  a 
man  of  the  people,  almost  of  the  lower  claims ;  but  he  has 
loved  her  for  three  years.     Another  pretty  action  follows, 
both  tender  and  familiar :  he  places  her  hand  on  his  head 
to  take  from  it  a  lock  of  his  hair. 

It  is  impossible  for  these  people  to  think  of  anything 
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else :  love  is  the  dominant  idea ;  it  is  inspired  both  b]r 
the  climate  and  the  landscape.  This  is  easily  understood 
and,  better  still,  felt  as  soon  as  one  has  passed  an  hour  on 
the  sea.  From  the  bark,  on  the  way  to  Pausilippo, 
yillas  and  palaces  are  visible,  extending  down  into  the 
glowing  waves ;  some  have  foundations  under  which  the 
waters  flow.  Terraced  gardens  descend  to  the  brink 
filled  with  the  olive,  the  orange,  the  Indian  fig,  and  fes- 
toons of  clinging  vines  that  conceal  the  nudity  of  the 
rocks.  On  the  heights  appear  the  round  tops  of  the 
Italian  pine,  relieving  black  against  the  bright  clear  sky. 
Naples  recedes,  and  as  it  becomes  more  remote  seems  to  be 
a  vast  white  hive.  Vesuvius  expands  and  disj^ays  its 
amplitude.  Blue  covers  all ;  the  sea,  the  sky,  and  the 
earth  are  simply  azure ;  and  the  delicate  gradations  of  its 
tints  only  render  this  concert  of  colour  the  more  delect- 
able. The  mountains  res^nble  in  hne  the  throat  of  a 
turtle-dove,  the  sea  is  of  the  colour  of  a  silken  robe,  and 
the  firmament  a  pale  velvety  texture  sparkling  with 
luminousness.  Alone,  afar  off,  a  group  of  white  sails 
appears  like  a  bevy  of  sea-gulls.  A  light  breeze  kisses 
the  cheeks,  and  the  bark  dances.  You  banish  thought ; 
you  are  only  sensible  of  the  balmy  caressing  atmosphere, 
and  of  the  gentle  swelling  of  the  waves. 

These  amours  are  not  always  of  a  placid  type.  Day 
before  yesteixlay  I  saw  a  girl  descend  from  a  vehicle  with 
three  large  gashes  on  her  cheeks,  bestowed  upon  her  by 
her  lover,  in  order  to  prevent  her  from  pleasing  a  rivaL 
It  often  happens  that  a  girl  thus  scarred  espouses  the 
offender  and  exonerates  him.  before  the  magistratie. 
'  It's  my  fault ;  he  was  jealous ;  I  provoked  him.'  It 
seems  as  if  their  nerves  were  stimulated  by  the  irregulari- 
ties of  the  climate,  and  that  they  improvise  blows  as 
well  as  other  matters.     There  are  a  good  many  unpreme* 
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flitated  murders  of  this  class :  the  punishment  is  twenty 
years  in  prison. 

In  all  things  with  these  people  the  first  impression  is 
too  violent;  scarcely  is  the  trigger  touched  when  the 
explosion  takes  place;  the  effect  is  terrible^  but  more 
frequently  grotesque.  Hawkers  with  their  merchandise 
resemble  lunatics.  This  morning,  during  my  breakfast^ 
a  Tender  of  knickknacks  expended  more  breath  and  ges- 
ture in  half  an  hour  than  any  two  comic  actors  in  two  or 
three  months.  He  shoved  his  brioa-brac  into  the  hands 
of  the  crowd,  blew  shell  trumpets,  balanced  toy  watches 
in  his  hands  to  test  their  weight,  and  pretended  to  listen  to 
their  seeming  tick-tick,  assuming  a  lachrymose  whining 
tone  of  voice  in  order  to  get  an  extra  grano ;  he  put  on 
airs  of  admiration  before  dolls;  all  of  which  puffing  and 
blowing  I  am  satisfied  was  as  much  a  pleasure  to  him  as 
of  any  advantage  to  his  traffic ;  it  is  one  of  the  ways  for 
discharging  surplus  steam*  Two  cabmen  get  into  a 
quarrel  and  seem  ready  to  burst;  a  minute  after,  and  all 
is  forgotten.  The  love  of  tinselry  proceeds  from  the 
same  source.  Mules  are  decked  with  tufts  of  colour, 
vehicles  with  complicated  brass  ornaments,  and  hearses 
with  borders  of  gilt ;  women  cannot  dispense  with  gold 
chains,  and  poor  girls  place  over  their  rags  plaid  shawls 
and  scarlet  handkerchiefs  figured  with  fiowers.  The 
imagination  thus  sparkles  and  explodes  without. 

Accordingly  things  are  quickly  and  easily  done,  and 
without  idmidity  or  awkwardness.  My  Castellamare 
coachman  was  an  orator ;  the  only  difficulty  I  had  was 
to  make  him  keep  quiet.  An  ordinary  woman  converses 
with  you,  gives  you  advice,  and  corrects  your  pronuncia- 
tion ;  she  feeb  herself  on  familiar  terms  with  you,  and 
not  at  all  inferior.  Sometimes  demonstrations  of  respect 
are  made,  but  they  are  on  the  surface ;  such  a  thing  is 

incompatible  with  siXch  a  character.     Man  is  too  much  at 
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his  ease^  too  acliye,  to  feel  embarrassed  or  constrained 
before  anybody  or  anything. 

The  people  have  many  good  qualities.  Two  strangers 
residing  here^  one  of  whom  is  the  superintendent  of  a 
factory,  praises  them  after  having  employed  them  for  ten 
years.  They  are  passionately  fond  of  their  children.  On 
the  father's  return  from  fishing,  the  mother  brings  them 
to  him,  and  he  lifts  them  in  his  arms,  kisses  and  caresses 
them,  and  makes  all  sorts  of  faces  at  them.  They  love 
all  children,  and  not  merely  their  own  offspring;  they 
are  affected  by  their  beauty  and  innocence  and  pretty 
ways ;  it  is  poetry,  and  they  feel  it.     When  Monsieur 

B is  absent,  the  workmen  of   the    establishment 

caress  and  sympathise  mth  his  children,  and  sometimes 
with  tears  in  their  eyes. 

Most  households  have  a  troop  of  children  in  them,  as 
many  as  six  or  eight,  and  even  a  dozen.  They  do  not 
avoid  having  children ;  on  the  contrary  they  are  glad  to 
have  them :  those  who  die  young  become  cherubs  in  parar- 
dise.  As  for  the  others,  their  parents  rely  wholly  on  an 
animal  guarantee.  A  donkey-driver  of  SaJerno  possessing 
twelve,  and  for  whom  some  one  expressed  sympathy, 
replied,  *  I  trust  I  shall  have  lour  more.'  An  orange 
costs  a  centime,  a  shirt  is  a  dress,  and  three-fourths  of  the 
year  one  can  sleep  in  the  open  air.  They  marry  quite 
young.  A  man  at  twenty,  even  in  the  bourgeois  class, 
takes  a  wife.  There  are  a  great  many  love-iiiarriages : 
girls  without  a  penny  find  hirsbands.  People  of  social 
position  marry  work-girls:  an  Italian  grisette  finds  no 
difficulty  in  appearing  as  a  lady. 

The  lower  classes  are  very  temperate ;  a  little  bread 
and  an  onion  suffices  for  their  dinner.  A  certain  old 
labourer  who  had  made  a  gentleman  of  his  son  lives  on 
a  grano  of  bread  per  diem  (four  centimes).  They  work 
all  day,  sometimes  until  midnight,  excepting  the  fiesta 
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between  noon  and  three  o'clock*  Shoemakers  are  seen 
plying  their  awls  from  morning  to  night  in  the  open  air. 
The  tinsmiths^  who  occupy  entire  streets  back  of  the  port^ 

never  stop  their  hammering.      Mr.  B required  fifty 

women  to  clean  cotton ;  two  hundred  and  fifty  rushed  in 
over  the  porter's  body  at  the  door*  They  do  less  work, 
however,  than  French  workmen  or  northern  Italians,  an 
overseer  being  necessary  to  keep  them  at  it. 

These  people  are  brilliant,  capricious,  enthusiastic,  un-^ 
bcdanced,  natural.  Under  ordinary  conditions  they  are 
amiable  and  even  gentle ;  but  when  in  peril  or  aroused  in 
times  of  revolution  and  fanatical  excitement,  they  go  to 
the  extreme  of  folly  and  frenzy. 

San  Carlo,  II  Trovatore. — There  are  six  rows  of  boxes 
in  this  theatre ;  the  house  is  magnificent ;  the  light  is  not 
strong,  not  dazzling.  The  science  of  humouring  the  eye, 
and  indeed  all  the  senses,  is  well  understood  here ;  they 
do  not  heap  the  audience  together  as  at  the  ^  Grand 
Opera,'  or  at  the  ^  Italiens '  in  Paris.  Its  corridors  are 
wide,  and  a  vacant  space  extends  around  the  parterre, 
allowing  one  to  circulate  about  freely;  the  seats  are 
elevated  several  feet  so  as  to  permit  the  passage  of  a 
turrent  of  fresh  air.    In  other  respects  the  house  is  like. 

provincial  theatre,  old-fashioned,  and  only  tolerably 
clean ;  there  is  no  display  of  dress,  although  Titiens  is  the 
prima^onna,  and  the  prices  are  doubled.  The  scenery, 
except  one  scene,  is  contemptible ;  the  ballet  scenes  are 
ridiculous ;  hell,  for  instance,  with  its  y eUow  rocks,  appears 
as  if  it  were  furnished  with  the  Utrech1>-velvet  stock  of  an 
hotel  gamu  The  tenor  is  a  spasmodic  buffoon,  a  sort  of 
ugly  Famese  Hercules,  wearing  one  of  those  old  chin- 
clasping  casques  which  is  only  met  with  amongst  classic 
Tubbislu  The  basso  and  *  Acuzena'  are  of  equal  meiit.  The 
costomes  are  antiquated;  they  regard  the  middle  ages  as  we 
T^purded  them  under  the  empire — look  at  the  troubadours 
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on  tlie  clocks  in  our-  provincial  inns.  Titiens  alone  is 
becomingly  dressed.  All  sang  false^  and  the  attitude  of 
the  audience  was  amusing;  the  slightest  dubious  note 
called  forth  a  torrent  of  whistles,  cat-calls,  and  cock-crow- 
ing, and  a  moment  after,  if  the  rest  of  the  air  proved  satis- 
factory, there  followed  the  most  deafening  applause.  Some 
of  the  men  in  the  parquette  hummed  the  airs  aloud,  and 
even  the  orchestra  score,  and  very  accurately.  The 
people  outside  the  door  could  also  do  this.  The  female 
wandering  minstrels  of  the  street  have  shrill  voices,  but 
they  sing  true.  The  Neapolitans  are  genuine  musicians 
comprehending  all  the  shades,  successes,  and  faults  of 
music,  as  we  in  Paris  comprehend  the  subUeties  of  wit 
and  humour. 

The  principal  danseuse  is  ^  Signora '  Legrain,  a  French 
lady ;  while  the  ballet  is  much  worse  than  in  Paris,  consist- 
ing  of  the  same  contortions,  the  same  agility,  and  the  same 
spider-like  capering.  All  that  sustains  the  ballet  with 
us  is  here  wanting,  there  being  neither  taste,  elegance, 
nor  freshness ;  we,  at  least,  have  scenery  equal  to  pictures, 
costumes  that  delight  a  poetic  eye,  and  armour  that 
would  fix  the  attention  of  an  antiquary.  Certainly,  our 
centralisation,  which  is  so  detrimental  to  us,  provides  us 
with  all  superior  things  like  opera,  literature,  conversation, 
and  the  cuisine. 

San  Carlino. — This  evening  the  *  Menechmes '  is  pep- 
formed,  arranged  a  la  Napolitaine,  French  pieces,  trans* 
lated,  abound  throughout  Italy,  but  in  this  case  the 
reproduction  is  pure  invention ;  its  characters,  manners, 
dialogue,  and  language  are  peculiar  to  Naples,  and  are  of 
a  popular  order. 

This  theatre  is  emphatically  so ;  it  is  a  sort,  of  cave 
packed  with  grisettes,  mechanics,  and  shopkeepers  in 
old  velvet  vests  and  caps ;  the  heat  is  intense,  the  odour 
intolerable,  and  the  fleas  are  constantly  crawling  upon 


8AK  CABLO  AKD  SAN  CARLINO.  87 

one's  legs.  But  the  actors  play  well ;  they  are  easy^  and 
show  great  familiarity  with  the  boards^  which  is  not  sur- 
prising, considering  that  the  same  piece  is  played  twice  a 
day,  once  in  the  morning,  and  again  in  the  evening. 

Some  of  the  scenes  are  admirably  given,  for  instance, 
that  of  a  lover  discarded  by  his  mistress:  here  is  no 
display  o{  amour-propre^  but  a  genuine,  despairing  outburst 
of  mingled  indignation  and  passionate  entreaty.  A 
Frenchman  In  a  similar  position  would  show  pique. 
Almost  all  are  admirable  mimics,  especially  the  innkeeper 
and  his  wife.  Their  features  play  incessantly;  twenty 
expressions  go  and  come  in  a  minute,  and  eacli  so  true 
and  complete,  that,  with  a  little  plaster,  you  might  take 
a  model  of  it. 

lis  wit  is  gross — decidedly  Kabelaisian.  A  father 
states  that  his  wife  has  brought  him  twins :  '  Very  good 
news,'  replied  Polichinelle ;  *  your  neighbour's  sow  has  just 
littered  seven.'  Drollery  and  fantastic  passages  abound 
in  this  comedy ;  others  that  I  have  read  remind  one  of 
the  imaginative  extravagance  of  the  grand  buffooneries  of 
Aristophanes.  Polichinelle  is  a  scamp — a  flatterer,  a 
gourmand,  lachrymose,  vicious,  and  witty ;  he  is  a  droll 
fellow,  not  bad  at  heart,  but  living  on  his  neighbours,  and 
amusing  himself  in  turning  his  talents  to  good  account. 
A  philosophic  moralist  I  met  here  states  that  this  character 
is  a  typical  portrait  of  the  Neapolitan  such  as  the  Bour- 
bons made  him ;  he  is  a  spoiled  Greek,*  singularly  in- 
telligent, adroit,  and  malicious,  but  always  on  the  side  of 
evil,  demoralised  by  a  government  that  robbed  him,  by 
judges  that  allowed  parties  to  suborn  witnesses,  by  open 
corruption  in  high  places,  and  by  the  conviction,  constantly 
enforced,  that  honesty  is  not  the  best  policy,  but,  on  the 
contrary,  is  prejudicial.     If  the  people  now  become  honest 

*  GrsDculus. 
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it  will  be  through  interest  rather  than  through  a  quick- 
ened  conscience.  That  which  still  masters  them  is 
obsequiousness,  suppleness,  the  art  of  avoiding  and 
diverting  obstacles,  an  aversion  to  the  use  of  force,  a 
talent  for  talking  and  jesting,  and  a  disposition  to  be 
parasite,  pander,  and  servant.  By  the  side  of  these,  as 
formerly  with  the  Greeks,  the  Italians  of  the  North  are 
blockheads.  When  the  Piedmontese  arrived  and  sought 
to  regulate  administrative  matters,  they  were  very  eager 
and  smiling,  and  duped  them  without  difficulty.  Again^ 
like  the  Greeks,  they  show  remarkable  aptitude  for 
philosophy,  which  is  apparent  even  in  the  common  schools 
among  the  young  peasants.  In  short,  like  the  Greeks, 
they  divine  everything,  and  instruct  themselves  without 
masters.  My  guide  at  Pompeii  acquired  English  and 
French  in  two  years  without  assistance  from  anyone, 
through  conversations  with  travellers,  asking  and  writing 
down  in  an  old  grey  paper  copy-book  the  words  he  was 
not  familiar  with.  ^  I  tell  you  our  weak  points,'  added 
my  moralising  friend,  *  but  the  foundation  is  good«  There 
is  a  rich  intelligence — only  a  little  too  rich;  with  us  the 
intellect  overtops  all  other  traits.  In  order  to  develop 
them  tell  me  which  government  is  best,  that  of  a  despot 
which'  imprisons  the  wise,  or  that  of  a  bourgeoisie  which 
founds  schools  ?' 


CHAPTER  VIL 

CAPDA — LAUDSCAPE — ^ItOMTB  CA^HIO. 

I 

From  l^AFisEQ  to  San  Germano  :  March  2,  1864. — 
As  far  as  Capua  the  country  is  a  garden.  Green  crops 
as  fresh  as  in  May  cover  the  plain.  Every  fifteen  feet  a 
branchless  elm  sustains  a  tortuous  vine^  the  lateral  shoots 
of  which  extend  to  another  trunk,  and  convert  the  field 
into  one  vast  arbour.  Above  this  brown  trellis  of  vines 
and  the  whitened  branches  of  the  elms^  rise  Italian  pines 
with  their  dark  spreading  cupolas,  as  if  of  a  foreign  and 
superior  race. 

The  Voltumo  is  an  ordinary  yellowish  stream,  and 
Capua  a  less  than  ordinary  city.  But  how  luxuriant  the 
country  around  I  Vegetation  rises  to  a  man's  height,  and 
the  atmosphere  is  so  mild  that  we  can  leave  the  windows  of 
the  carriage  continually  open.  You  think  of  the  ancient 
Samnites  on  seeing  the  rugged  range  of  mountains  rising 
behind  the  city.  What  could  prevent  the  wolves  of 
these  gorges  and  heights  from  seizing  their  prey  on 
the  plain  ?  Such  a  city  was  a  quarry  to  them.  You 
recall  the  passage  of  Livy  describing  that  striking  scene 
of  southern  earnestness  and  emphasis  when  the  deputies, 
prostrate  suppliants  in  the  vestibule  of  the  curia,  with 
tears  in  their  eyes,  delivered  over  to  the  Romans  their 
persons  and  property,  *  the  city  of  Capua,  the  inhabitants 
of  the  Campagna,  their  fields,  the  temples  of  their  godsj 
and  all  things  human  and  divine/    What  zeal  for  the 
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State,  what  political  solicitude  on  the  part  of  the  humblest 
artisan^  what  an  inevitable  confusion  of  public  and  private 
interests,  when  from  the  city  walls  they  beheld  maraud- 
ing bands  of  shepherds  approach  similar  to  our  modem 
brigands,  and  when  all  assembled  weekly  in  the  great 
temple  to  deliberate  on  the  best  means  of  avoiding  pillage, 
murder,  and  slavery !  Never  can  we  comprehend  the 
passion  of  the  ancient  for  his  city  I 

These  mountains  are  almost  bare ;  they  are  rugged  and 
strewn  with  rocks,  seeming  to  be  the  ruins  of  a  con- 
vulsion, as  if  their  sides  and  summits  had  been  shattered 
by  an  earthquake,  and  their  riven  masses  scattered 
around  in  fragments.  Precipitous  peaks  rise  into  the 
air  like  knife-blades.  'ihere  are  no  trees,  only  a  few 
tenacious  cowering  bushes,  and  some  mosses,  and  fre- 
quently nothing.  One  mountain  spreads  out  its  ragged 
triangle  like  a  mass  of  scoria ;  others  rise  up  seemingly 
rent  asunder  in  a  furious  conflagi*ation,  erect,  like  mum- 
mies of  ashes  surrounded  by  their  wan  companions.  The 
highest  on  the  horizon  are  capped  with  snow.  Fronj 
these  issued  the  Samnites,  the  adventurers  of  the  ver 
sacrum^  wearing  goat-skins  and  cords  twisted  about  their 
feet,  their  beards  untrimmed,  and  with  fixed  black  eyes, 
like  the  herdsmen  now  in  sight.  A  residence  in  California 
or  New  Zealand  is  necessary,  if  one  would  appreciate  at 
the  present  day  the  picture  of  an  antique  city. 

The  sky  is  as  fine  as  in  June,  equally  as  warm  and 
glowing.  The  mountains  on  either  side  are  of  a  simple 
grave  blue,*  extending  one  behind  the  other  like  the  steps 
of  an  amphitheatre  purposely  arranged  to  please  the  eye, 
A  delicate  haze,  a  glowing  transparent  veil  envelopes 
their  grand  forms,  and  above  them  floats  story  uiK)n 
story  of  snowy  clouds. 

During  the  night  it  rained  violently,  and  labourers  of 
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every  description  are  now  engaged  mending  the  roada 
washed  by  the  torrents.  For  the  first  time  I  meet  with 
some  really  beautiful  women.  They  are  quite  raggedy 
and  you  would  not  touch  them  even  with  gloves  on^  but  a 
few  paces  off  they  resemble  statues.  Being  compelled  to 
carry  water,  mortar,  and  other  burdens  on  their  heads,  they 
display  the  erect  attitude  and  dignified  bearing  of  cane- 
phorae.  A  piece  of  thick  white  linen  covers  the  head, 
which,  falling  on  the  sides,  protects  it  from  the  sun's  rays. 
On  this  white  ground  the  warm  complexion  and  the 
bkck  eyes  produce  an  admirable  effect.  Several  possess 
regular  features ;  one,  slightly  pale,  has  a  face  as  elegant 
as  one  of  Da  Vinci's.  The  chemise  folds  carelessly  about 
her  neck  above  the  corsets  and  seems  expressly  arranged 
to  be  painted,  while  the  skirt  falls  in  natural  folds,  because 
the  figure  stands  upright. 

As  evening  approaches,  the  mountains  to  the  eastward 
became  more  beautiful.  They  are  not  too  near  nor  too 
grand,  not  overwhelming  like  the  Pyrenees,  or  melan- 
choly like  the  Cevennes.  Between  them  extends  a  broad 
lertile  Campagna;  they  are  wholly  decorative,  and  serve  as 
a  middle  distance  to  the  picture.  They  are  equally  per- 
fect in  nobleness  and  in  simplicity.  Tints  of  violet,  blue, 
and  pianve  insensibly  steal  over  them.  Several  have  the 
api)earance  of  wktered-silk  robes  with  their  broken  folds ; 
their  steep  crags  and  naked  promontories  at  this  distance 
are  only  lustrous  plaits.  Towns  and  villages  on  the 
lieights  form  spots  of  white,  and  the  azure  of  the  sky  is  so 
pure  and  powerful,  and  yet  so  soft,  that  I  do  not  remember 
to  have  seen  a  more  beautiful  colour. 

Monte  Casino. — I  am  acquainted  with  one  of  the  supe- 
riors of  Monte  Casino,  and  I  stopped  there  on  passing. 
You  arc  familiar  with  the  name  of  the  principal  and  most 
ancient  of  the  Benedictine  Abbeys.  It  belongs  to  the 
lixtli  century,  and  is  erected  on  the  site  of  a  temple  of 
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Apollo;  earthquakes  have  repeatedly  destroyed  it,  the 
edifice  now  standing  being  of  the  seventeenth  century. 
From  this  centre  monastic  life  spread  over  barbarous 
Europe  in  the  darkest  period  of  the  middle  ages.  What- 
ever remained  of  ancient  civilisation  reposed  thus  in  re- 
mote comers^  within  a  monastic  shell,  like  the  chrysalis 
in  its  covering.  Here  monks  copied  manuscripts  to  the 
droning  hum  of  litanies,  while  northern  savages  traversed 
the  valleys,  gazing  on  the  rocky  summits  and  stony  walls 
protecting  the  last  of  these  asylums.  They  forced  its 
gates  many  times,  but  later,  when  converted,  their  heads 
bowed  in  superstitious  terror  before  its  venerated  relics. 
A  king  whose  history  is  painted  on  one  of  the  walls,  abdi<> 
cated  his  crown  here  in  order  to  assume  the  garb  of  a 
monk. 

The  ascent  to  the  convent  begins  at  St.  Germano. 
This  is  a  miserable  little  town,  situated  on  a  mountain-side^ 
its  steep  flinty  streets  being  filled  with  ragged  children 
and  stray  hogs.  The  house-doors  stand  open:  a  dark 
porch  sharply  intersects  the  crude  white  wall,  while  the 
furniture  and  household  implements  within,  dimly  discer* 
nible  though  the  teeming  shadows,  flicker  with  passing 
reflections.  On  the  right,  on  the  top  of  a  singular  mass  ot 
blackened  stones,  the  dislocated  mountain  bears  the  rcm-» 
nant  of  a  feudal  castle.  On  the  left,  a  zigzag  road  winds 
for  an  hour  and  a  half  up  to  the  summit.  Bushes  of 
mastio  and  tufts  of  grass  glimmer  in  the  crevices  of  the 
rocks,  and  lizards  dart  about  amongst  the  stones  at  every 
step.  Higher  up  appear  oaks,  box,  broom,  and  eupkor* 
bia,  whatever  of  winter  vegetation  that  is  able  to  subsist 
amoDgst  crumbling  crags  and  on  stony  sterile  breasts. 

Looking  off  into  space  you  see  an  army  ot  mountains^ 
nothing  but  mountains,  the  sole  inhabitants,  and  range 
after  range  absorbing  the  entire  landscape.  One  of  them, 
with  its  jagged  brow  jutting  forth  like  a  promontory,  seems 
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to  be  a  ^gantic  saurian  stretching  his  long  skeleton  before 
the  entrance  of  a  valley.  Such  a  spectacle  leaves  St. 
Peter's^  the  Colosseum^  and  all  other  human  monuments 
far  in  the  background.  Each  has  its  own  physiognomy^ 
like  an  animated  countenance^  but  indescribable^  because 
no  Uving  form  corresponds  to  a  mineral  form ;  each  has 
its  own  colour,  one  being  grey  and  calcined,  like  a 
cathedral  devastated  by  fire,  another  brown,  and  fur- 
rowed with  the  white  lines  of  torrents,  the  more  distant 
of  a  serene  blue,  and  the  most  remote  merged  into  glow- 
ing luminous  atmosphere  and  magnificently  varied  with 
shadows  and  masses  of  cloud.  Diverse  as  they  are, 
whether  bold  or  retiring,  majestic  or  mournful,  they  are 
ennobled  by  the  soft  luminous  atmosphere  and  by  the 
grand  celestial  canopy  overhead,  of  which  their  vastness 
renders  them  worthy.  No  caryatides  are  equal  to  these 
colossi. 

On  the  summit,  on  an  esplanade,  stands  the  great  square 
convent  with  its  stories  of  terraces  and  rocky  gardens 
surrounded  by  bald  peaks,  constituting  a  choir  of  which 
it  forms  the  centre.  At  the  end  of  a  long  ascending  porch 
you  perceive  a  court  enclosed  within  rows  of  columns. 
From  this  court  broad  steps  lead  to  a  still  higher  court, 
also  iumished  with  its  porticoes ;  here,  displayed  upon  the 
walls,  is  a  silent  assembly  of  statues  of  abbds,  princes, 
and  benefactors.  The  church  rises  in  the  background. 
From  its  portal  the  eye  ranges  over  columns  and  arches 
flkarply  defined  on  the  clear  azure,  and  beyond,  in  the 
luminous  coruscations  of  sunset,  over  the  ample  architect 
ture  of  the  mountains.  Stone  and  sky  is  all — it  almost 
prompts  one  to  turn  monk. 

My  apartment  is  situated  at  the  end  of  one  of  those 
enormous  corridors  in  which  you  so  easily  get  lost.  Its 
two  windows  open  each  on  a  distinct  mountain  horizon. 
It  is  almost  without  furniture :  in  the  middle  of  the  floor 
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stands  a  brasero  witli  coals  smouldering  beneath  white 
ashes,  and  serving  as  a  fireplace.  On  the  wall  hang 
several  engravings  of  the  works  of  Luca  Signorelli,  repre- 
senting superb  naked  figures  posed  like  wrestlers,  in  the 
style  of  Michael  Angelo.  An  adjoining  chamber  contains 
a  number  of  black  old  pictures,  suspended  on  the  colon- 
nade, of  which  Tobit  and  the  Angel  forms  the  subject. 
The  most  insignificant  object  here  bears  the  stamp  of 
former  graadeur. 

Koman  savants  often  resort  here  to  pass  three  or  four 
months  in  the  heat  of  summer,  and  to  work  comfortably  in  a 
silent  and  temperate  atmosphere.  The  library  contains 
forty  thousand  volumes,  and  a  quantity  of  diplomas.  Its 
hospitality  is  complete;  there  is  no  charity-box — you 
can  scarcely  give  anything  to  a  servant  The  order  has 
preserved  ancient  traditions,  its  love  of  knowledge,  and 
its  liberal  spirit.  The  monks  are  not  confined  to  their 
cloisters  and  divorced  trom  all  society,  but  are  at  liberty 
to  leave  them  and  travel.  One  of  them.  Father  Tosti,  is 
a  historian,  a  thinker,  a  considerate  reformer,  but  imbued 
with  the  modern  spirit,  and  persuaded  that  henceforth  the 
Church  must  be  conciliated  with  science.  They  study  and 
teach  as  formerly.  Out  of  i  three  hundred  occupants  of 
thfi  monastery  twenty  are  monks,  and  about  one  hundred 
and  fifty  are  pupils,  all  pursuing  their  studies,  from  the 
rudiments  up  to  theology.  In  the  evening  we  could  hear 
beneath  us  in  a  ravine  filled  with  broom  and  lentisk,  the 
children  of  the  seminary  shouting  and  running  about,  their 
black  robes  and  broad-brimmed  hats  being  now  and  then 
visible  amidst  the  green  of  the  trees. 

We  dined  by  ourselves  in  the  immense  refectory,  lighted 
by  a  brass  lamp  without  a  glass,  similar  to  those  found  at 
Pompeii.  Its  feeble  taper  cast  flickering  gleams  on  the 
pavement  and  on  the  great  stone  vault  above,  the  refleo* 
tions  being  drowned  in  the  vague  overwhelming  obscuritj^ 
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An  enormoiia  fresco  on  the  right;  the  '  Multiplication  of 
the  Lfoaves  and  Fishes/  by  Bassan^  an  entire  surface  of 
the  wall  covered  with  crowds  of  figures,  hovered  there  like 
an  apparition  of  phantoms  of  old ;  and  when  the  servant 
entered  with  our  meal,  his  black  solitary  form  advancing 
in  the  yellow  penumbra^  seemed  likewise  to  be  a  phan- 
tom. 

The  morning  light  entering  through  my  curtainless 
window  awoke  me.  I  doubt  if  many  sights  in  the  world 
equal  in  beauty  that  of  such  an  hour  in  such  a  place. 
The  first  impression  is  one  of  astonishment  at  finding  the 
mountains  of  the  previous  evening  still  in  the  same  posi- 
tion. They  appear  more  sombre  than  they  did  yesterday; 
the  sun  has  not  yet  touched  their  tops  and  they  remain  cold 
and  ^ave;  but  in  the  grand  arena  below,  expanding  from 
the  base  of  the  convent,  and  in  the  neighbouring  valleys, 
myriads  of  clouds  ascend  and  tranquilly  diffuse  themselves, 
many  as  white  as  swans,  and  others  transparent  and 
melting,  some  clinging  to  the  rocks  like  gauze,  and  others 
suspended  and  floating  like  mist  above  a  wateroourse. 
Hie  sun  rises,  and  his  oblique  rays  suddenly  people  these 
depths.  Illuminated  clouds  form  groups  of  aerial  spirits, 
delicate,  and  of  exquisite  grace,  the  most  remote  glowing 
and  diaphanous  like  a  bridal  veil:  all  this  dazzling  bright- 
ness, these  moving  splendours,  forming  an  angelic  choir 
within  the  dark  walls  of  the  amphitheatres :  the  plain  haa 
disappeared,  and  only  mountains  and  clouds  are  perceptible 
— sombre,  motionless,  venerable  monsters,  with  young 
lithe  vapoury  gods  flying  and  capriciously  mingling  to- 
gether and  appropriating  to  themselves  alone  the  sun's 
caresses. 

The  church  is  of  the  seventeenth  century,  and  is  painted 
by  Luca  Giordano  and  the  Chevalier  d' Arpino.  Like  the 
Chartreuse  of  Naples,  it  is  lined  with  precious  stones  and 
mosaics;  the  pavement  seems  to  be  a  rich  carpet,  and 
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the  walls  fine  paper-hangings.  The  ancient  gravity  and 
energy  of  the  Benaissance  had  disappeared,  the  sentiment 
of  the  court  and  the  salon  akeady  began  to  prevail.  The 
architecture  is  thus  the  work  of  a  sensual  paganism, 
showing  the  dilettanteism  of  the  decorator ;  all  the  re- 
sources of  ^xty  such  as  cupolas,  arcades,  spiral,  corinthian^ 
and  other  columns,  carved  figures,  gildings,  &c.,  are  here 
accumulated.  The  stalls  of  the  choir  are  laboured  to  an 
extraordinary  degree,  being  covered  with  diminutive 
figures  and  foliage.  Paintings  adorn  the  cupola  ceiling, 
extend  through  the  nave,  overflow  into  the  chapel,  take 
possession  of  every  comer,  and  display  themselves  in  enor- 
mous compositions  over  the  portal  and  arches.  Colour  is  as 
flattering  to  the  eye  as  a  ball-dress.  A  charming  *  Truth,' 
by  Luca  Giordano,  has  scarcely  any  drapery  but  her  blonde 
hair,  and  another  figure,  ^  Benevolence,'  is,  they  say,  a 
portrait  of  his  wife.  The  other  Virtues,  so  graceful,  are 
the  gay  amorous  ladies  of  an  age  buried  in  ignorance  and 
resigned  to  despotism,  one  no  longer  concerned  with  aught 
but  sonnets  and  gallantry.  The  painter  rumples  and 
tosses  about  his  silks  and  stufis,  hangs  pearls  in  dainty 
ears,  puts  glittering  gold  necklaces  on  fresh  satiny 
shoulders,  and  so  pursues  the  brilliant  and  agreeable  that 
his  fresco  at  the  entrance,  ^  The  Consecration  of  the 
Church,'  resembles  a  sumptuous  and  tumultuous  scene  at 
the  opera. 

The  altar,  supported  by  two  gigantic  cherubs,  is  said  to 
be  by  Michael  Angelo.  A  massive  gold  crucifix  is  by 
Cellini.  The  organ  has  the  most  complicated  and  most 
brilliant  of  registers ;  two  of  the  monks  are  Germans,  and 
they  are  studying  in  the  archives  the  buried  treasures  of 
ancient  music.  You  have  everything  here,  not  only  the 
arts  and  the  sciences,  but  the  grand  spectacles  of  nature. 
This  is  what  the  old  feudal  and  religious  society  provided 
for  its  pensive,  solitary  spirits ;  for  minds  which,  repelled 
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by  the  bitterness  of  life,  reverted  to  speculation  and  self- 
culture.  The  race  still  subsists ;  only  they  no  longer 
possess  an  asylum ;  they  live  in  Paris  and  in  Berlin  in 
garrets.  I  know  of  many  that  are  dead,  of  others  saddened 
and  chilled ;  others,  again,  worn  out  and  disgusted.    Will 

science  oyer  do  for  its  f&ithful  servants  what  religion 
has  done  for  hers?  Will  there  ever  be  a  laic  Monte 
Casino? 


BOOK  III. 

ROME. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  GENERAL  ASPECT  OF  ROME — MASS  AT  THE  SISTINE  CHAPEL 

THE   STREETS   OF   ROME. 

Rome:  March  10, — You  ask  me  if  one  can  amuse  him* 
self  in  Rome.  Amuse,  as  a  French  term^  has  meaning 
only  at  Paris.  Here,  if  you  are  not  of  the  country,  you 
must  study — there  is  no  other  resource.  I  pass  three  or 
four  hours  a  day  before  pictures  and  statues.  I  write  my 
impressions  on  the  spot,  and  only  write  when  I  have  an 
impression.  You  must  not,  accordingly,  look  for  full  de» 
scriptions,  nor  a  catalogue ;  rather  buy  Murray,  Forster, 
or  Valcry — ^they  furnish  all  the  information  you  require 
on  art  and  archaeology.  They  are  certainly  very  dry, 
but  the  fault  is  not  theirs — are  colour  and  forms  to  be 
made  appreciable  by  lines  of  words  on  paper  ?  The  best 
thing  is  engravings,  especially  old  engravings  like  the 
works  of  Piran^si.  Open  your  portfolios  and  look  at  the 
great  squares  surrounded  by  domes  and  lofty  edifices, 
dusty  and  crossed  with  ruts,  with  Louis  XIV.  carriages 
loaded  with  lacqueys  passing,  whilst  vagabonds  approach 
begging,  or  He  sleeping  against  a  column.  These  tell  more 
than  all  the  descriptions  in  the  world.  It  is  necessary, 
Itowever,  to  abate  something;  the  artist  has  chosen  a 
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faTOiu*abIe  time,  an  interesting  effect  of  light,  for  no  other 
reason  than  that  he  was  an  artist ;  besides  an  engraving 
has  not  the  disadvantage  of  a  bad  odour,  and  the  mendicants 
you  see  in  them  inspire  neither  compassion  nor  disgust. 
You  envy  my  sojourn  at  Rome.  I  am  glad  I  came, 
because  I  am  learning  many  things  here,  but  for  true 
pleasure,  unqualified  poetic  enjoyment,  I  found  it  more 
readily  when  I  sat  with  you,  at  eleven  o'clock  in  the 
evening,  turning  over  the  contents  of  your  old  portfolios. 
As  to  life  here,  it  is  not  at  all  interesting.  I  rent  a 
small  lodging  of  an  agreeable  well-to-do  family,  and  com- 
pletely Koman,  who  reserve  what  is  cleanly  for  their 
tenants,  and  the  opposite  for  themselves.  One  of  the  sons 
is  a  lawyer,  and  another  an  employe.  The  family  live  by 
letting  the  front  rooms  of  their  house,  confining  them- 
selves to  the  apartments  in  the  rear.  The  stairs  are 
never  swept,  and,  there  being  no  conciergey  the  entrance 
remains  open  day  and  night,  come  who  wilL  To  offset 
this  the  door  of  each  apartment  is  massive  and  capable  of 
resisting  any  attack.  There  is  no  light:  lodgers  are 
obliged,  in  the  evening,  to  carry  matches  with  them  in 
their  pockets ;  these  are  indispensable  except  when  there 
IS  moonlight.  One  of  our  friends  placed  a  lamp  on  his 
landing-place  at- his  own  expense;  iu  the  evening  the 
lamp  was  stolen ;  a  second  and  a  third  met  with  the  same 
fate,  and  he  has  returned  to  matches.  In  the  morning 
we  breakfast  at  the  cafS  Greco ;  this  is  a  long,  low, 
smoky  apartment,  not  brilliant  or  attractive,  but  con- 
venient :  it  appears  to  be  like  the  rest  throughout  Italy. 
This  one,  which  is  the  best  in  Rome,  would  pass  for  a 
ihird-rate  caK  in  Paris.  It  is  true  that  almost  every- 
thing here  is  good  and  cheap ;  the  coffee,  which  is 
excellent,  costs  three  sous  a  cup.  This  done,  I  go  to  a 
museum  or  gallery,  and  almost  always  alone ;  otherwise 
it  would  be  impossible  to  have  any  impressions  of  my 

HS 
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own,  and  especially  to  adhere  to  them :  conyersation  and 
discussion  act  on  inward  reverie  and  imagery  like  a 
broomstick  on  a  cluster  of  butterflies.  In  wandering 
about  the  streets  I  enter  the  churches,  and  my  guide-book 
informs  me  of  their  architects  and  century ;  this  gives 
them  an  historical  position,  and  involuntarily  I  fall  into 
a  train  of  reflection  on  the  social  condition  out  of  which 
they  sprung.  Betuming  home,  I  And  on  my  table  books 
of  the  epoch,  and  especially  memoirs  and  poems;  I  read 
these  an  hour  or  two,  and  then  finish  my  notes.  Borne 
I  regard  as  only  a  grand  old  curiosity  shop :  what  can 
one  do  here  but  study  art,  history,  and  archaeology  ?  If 
I  did  not  thus  occupy  myself  I  am  satisfied  that  the  con«- 
fusion  and  dirt  of  its  bric-a-hrac,  the  cobwebs,  the  musti- 
ness  of  so  many  precious  objects,  formerly  bright  and 
perfect,  but  now  faded,  mutilated,  and  despoiled,  would 
give  me  a  fit  of  the  blues.  When  evening  comes  I  take 
a  cab  and  pay  some  visits.  Being  well  provided  with 
letters  of  introduction,  I  encounter  persons  of  all 
conditions  and  all  shades  of  opinion,  and  I  have  met  with 
a  great  deal  of  kindness  and  civility.  My  landlord  talks 
to  me  about  the  present  time,  about  religion,  about 
politics.  I  strive  to  gather  a  few  ideas  concerning  tho 
Italy  of  to-day,  which  is  the  complement  of  the  Italy 
of  the  past,  and  the  last  of  a  series  of  medals,  all 
commenting  on  and  explaining  each  other ;  with  these  I 
pursue  my  usual  course.  After  having  tried  many  ex* 
periments,  I  find  only  one  good  thing  left,  or  at  least  one 
supportable  thing,  which  is  to  attend  to  my  business. 

Arrival  at  Rome, — The  Bome  of  last  evening,  so  dark 
and  shopless,  with  its  few  dim  gaslights  scattered  wide 
apart,  what  a  funereal  spectacle  I  The  Piazza  Barberini^ 
where  I  lodge,  is  like  a  catafalque  of  stone  with  a  feur 
forgotten  tapers  burning  on  it;  the  feeble  Httle  lights  seem 
to  be  swallowed  up  in  a  lugubrious  shroud  of  shadow,  and 
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the  indistinct  mtirmur  of  the  fountain  in  tlie  Bilence  is 
Eke  the  rustling  of  phantoms.  The  nocturnal  aspect 
of  Home  cannot  be  described ;  in  the  daytime  ^  cela  U 
mort^  *  but  at  night  there  is  all  the  horror  and  the  gran- 
deur of  the  sepulchre. 

Sunday  and  Mass  at  the  Sistine  ChapeL — We  take  our 
place  in  line  at  the  entrance,  the  ladies  without  bonnets, 
in  black  veils,  and  the  gentlemen  in  dress-couts,  which  is 
the  prescribed  uniform ;  but  you  wear  your  oldest  coat — 
some  of  the  men  wear  brown  pantaloons,  and  grey  broad- 
brimmed  hats:  the  assembly  seems  to  be  composed  of 
usher's  ofQcials  and  funeral  undertakers.  People  come 
here  out  of  curiosity  as  they  go  to  the  theatre ;  the 
ecclesiastics  themselves  converse  freely  and  with  anima- 
tion on  indifferent  matters. 

A  conversation  on  rosaries  takes  place  near  me.  ^  At 
Paris  they  cost  thirty-six  francs  a  dozen  ;  the  best  here, 
the  cheapest,  can  be  had  behind  the  church  of  Santa 
Maria  sopra  Minerva.'  ^  I  will  recollect  that  name :  how 
do  you  get  to  it  ? ' — *  Do  you  know  that  we  shall  not 
have  the  Pope  to-day  ?  he  is  unwell.' — *  Me  ?  I  lodge  in 
the  Via  del  Babuino,  at  five  francs  a  day,  including 
breakfast ;  the  wine,  however,  is  weak.' — *  Look  at  those 
queer  Swiss,  coloured  and  striped  like  opera  Jigurants  I ' 
--'He  who  has' just  come  in  is  Cardinal  Panebianco,  a 
grey  old  monk ;  the  next  vacancy  he  will  be  papabile.^ 
— *  I  don't  like  lamb,  and  genuine  gigot  cannot  be  had.' 
'You  will  hear  die  soprano  Mustapha,  an  admirable 
fellow ! '  *  Is  he  really  a  Turk  ? '  '  He  is  neither  Turk 
nor  man.' — ^^Monsignor  Landriani,  a  fine  head  but  a 
donkey  of  the  first  water ! ' — ^  The  Swiss  guard  is  of  the 
sixteenth  century.  Look  at  their  frills  and  white  plumes 
and  their  halberds,  and  the  red,  yellow,  and  black  stripes 

*  An  expression  of  ]i£.  de  Girardin,  signifying  that  the  city  appean 
€Qcp8e-like. 
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of  their  doublets  I  They  say  this  oostume  was  designed 
by  Michael  Angelo/  ^Michael  Angelo  then  did  all 
this  ? '  *  The  best  of  it.'  *  He  ought  then  to  have  im- 
proved the  gigoV  *  You  will  become  accustomed  to 
that.'  *  No  more  than  I  will  to  the  wine.  But  my  legs 
are  sinking  fit>m  under  me.' 

The  mass  is  an  imposing  ceremony:  damask  copes 
glitter  at  evely  movement ;  the  bishop  and  his  acolytes, 
tall  in  stature  and  nobly  draped,  go  through  their 
manoBUvres  in  the  gravest  and  choicest  of  attitudes. 
Meanwhile  the  cardinals  one  by  one  advance,  wearing 
their  red  hats ;  two  attendants  bear  their  scarlet  trains ; 
they  take  their  seats,  each  with  his  train-bearers  at  his 
feet.  Many  of  these  heads  are  furrowed,  and  profoundly 
expressive,  especially  amongst  the  monks ;  but  none  are 
more  so  than  that  of  the  officiating  prelate,  who,  dark, 
meagre,  hollow-eyed,  and  with  a  magnificent  full  brow 
bearing  a  mitre,  sits,  in  his  sparkling  stole,  like  a  motion- 
less Egyptian  god.  A  general  of  the  Theatines,  in  a 
brown  and  white  cassock,  delivered  a  sermon  in  Latin» 
with  good  accent  and  appropriate  gesture,  quite  free  of 
exaggeration  or  monotony.  This  scene  would  havo 
furnished  Sebastian  Leclerc  with  a  subject  for  an  en- 
graving. 

The  vocal  music  can  be  described  only  as  frightful 
squalling.  All  the  incredible  intervals  that  can  be  con- 
ceived of  seem  to  have  been  capriciously  patched  together* 
Occasionally  a  strain  of  a  mournful  original  character  is 
distinguished ;  but  the  harmony  is  brutal,  and  there  are 
violent  throat  efforts  worthy  of  drunken  choristers. 
Either  I  have  no  ear  for  music  or  they  sang  false :  the 
altos  were  nothing  but  screeches.  A  big  chorister  in 
the  middle  bellowed :  you  could  see  him  in  his  cage  hard 
at  work,  and  perspiring  freely.  One  piece  was  given 
after  the  sermon  in  a  refined  and  chaste  manner;  but 
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what  disagreeable  voices  I  the  altos  shriek,  and  the  bassos 
bark  I 

The  breaking  up  of  this  assemblage  is  interesting. 
You  see  at  the  end  of  the  colonnade  each  cardinal 
entering  his  carriage^  and  his  three  lacqueys  stacking 
themselves  up  behind,  a  red  umbrella^  perched  upon  the 
box,  indicating  to  soldiers  that  they  must  present  arms. 
The  procession  of  retiring  figures  under  the  arcades,  the 
parti-coloured  Swiss  guard,  the  women  in  black  veils, 
and  the  groups  forming  and  dissolving  on  the  staircases, 
the  fountains  playing  and  visible  between  the  columns, — 
form  a  tableau  such  as  is  unknown  at  Paris ;  you  have 
a  composition  in  a  frame,  and  with  an  effect  You 
easily  recognise  an  old  engraving. 

In  strolling  through  the  streets  on  foot  and  in  vehicles, 
you  finally  arrive  at  this  impression,  which  floats  above 
all  others,  that  Rome  may  be  filthy  and  gloomy,  but  not 
commonplace.  Grandeur  and  beauty  are  rare  anywhere, 
but  almost- every  object  here  is  worth  painting,  and 
draws  you  out  of  a  petty  conventional  existence. 

In  the  first  jdace,  Bome  being  built  on  hills,  its  streets 
have  variety  and  character :  according  to  their  declivity, 
the  sky  is  variously  figured  between  the  files  of  its  build- 
ings. Again,  so  nuuiy  objects  indicate  power,  even  at  the 
expense  of  taste ;  churches,  convents,  obelisks,  colonnades, 
fountains,  and  statues,  all  are  commemorative  either  of 
important  characters  and  circumstances  or  of  wealth  and 
grandeur  due  to  material  or  spiritual  conquests.  A  monk 
is  a  strange  animal,  and  belongs  to  an  extinct  species.  A 
statue  has  no  relationship  to  bourgeois  necessities.  A 
ehureh,  even  Jesuitical,  and  whatever  its  pompous  deco- 
ration may  be,  testifies  to  a  formidable  corporation.  Those 
who  created  monk,  statue,  and  church  have  left  their 
visible  imprint  on  the  common  roll  of  humanity  either 
tkroi^h  their  abnegation  or  through  their  energy.     A 
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convent  like  the  Trinita  del  Monte  with  the  air  of  a  closed 
fortress,  a  fountain  like  that  of  Trevi,  a  palace  massive 
and  monumental  like  those  of  the  Corso  and  of  the 
great  square  of  Venice,  denote  beings  and  tastes  not  of 
the  ordinary  stamp. 

On  the  other  hand,  contrasts  abound.     On  leaving,  for 
example,  a  noisj,  animated  street,  you  skirt  an  enormous 
wall  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  oozing  with  moisture  and 
incrudted  with  mosses,  encountering  nobody,  not  even  a 
cart ;  at  long  intervals  an  iron-knobbed  gate  appears  under 
a  low  arch,  the  secret  exit  of  some  extensive  garden* 
Yon  turn  to  the  left  and  enter  a  street  of  shops  with 
garrets  swarming  with  ragged  canaille^  and  dogs  rumma- 
ging in  heaps  of  offal ;  it  terminates  in  front  of  the  richly 
sculptured  portal  of  some  over*decorated  church,  a  sort 
of  ecclesiastical  bijou  fallen  upon  a  dunghill.     Beyond 
this  the   sombre,   deserted  streets    again   resume  their 
wonted  development.   Glancing  suddenly  through  an  open 
gateway,  you  see  a  group  of  laurels  and  rows  of  clipped 
box,  and  a  population  of  statues  surrounded  by  jets  of 
spouting  water.     A  cabbage  market  displays  itself  at  the 
base  of  an  antique  column.     Booths,  protected  by  red 
umbrellas,  stand  against  the  fa9ade  of  a  ruined  temple, 
and  on  emerging  from  a  cluster  of  churches  and  hovele 
•    you  perceive  plots  of  verdure,  vegetable  gardens,  and 
beyond  these  a  broad  section  of  the  Campagna. 
^    V       Finally,  tl]0]ie  quarters  of  the  houses  have  an  original 
aspect ;  each  is  interesting  by  itself.     They  are  not  simple 
piles  of  masonry,  merely  convenient  lodgings  and  expres* 
sionless.     Many  of  them  support  on  their  tops  a  second 
and  smaller  house,  also  a  covered  terrace  serving  as  an 
airy  promenade.     The  ugliest,  with  their  rusty  gratings 
and  obscure  corridors  and  tumbling  staircases,  are  repul^ 
sive,  but  you  stop  to  look  at  them. 
I  must  again  compare  Rome  to  ao  artist's  studio ;  not» 
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however,  to  that  of  a  fashionable  artist  who,  as  with  us, 
covets  success  and  parades  his  profession  ;  but  to  that  of 
one  who  is  old  and  wears  long  hair  and  whose  genius  of 
former  times  now  displays  itself  in  disputes  with  his  credi- 
tors. He  is  bankrupt,  and  his  creditors  have  more  than 
once  stripped  his  lodging  of  its  furniture ;  but,  as  they 
could  not  carry  away  the  walls,  many  fine  objects  in  it 
have  been  forgotten.  At  the  present  moment  he  lives 
on  his  own  ruins,  acts  as  cicerone,  and  pockets  his  fees, 
somewhat  despising  the  rich  whose  croT\Tis  he  receives. 
He  eats  poor  dinners,  but  consoles  himself  with  souvenirs 
of  the  glorious  exhibitions  in  which  he  once  figured,  quietly 
saying  to  himself,  and  even  at  times  openly,  that  next 
year  he  is  going  to  take  his  revenge.  It  must  be  stated 
that  his  studio  has  a  bad  odour ;  the  floor  has  not  been 
swept  for  six  months,  the  sofa  has  been  burnt  by  the 
ashes  of  his  pipe,  and  his  old  mouldy  shoes  lie  in  a  comer, 
and  you  see  on  the  buffet  fragments  of  sausrage  and  bits 
of  cheese ;  but  this  buffet  is  of  the  Renaissance  epoch, 
and  that  threadbare  tapestry  hiding  an  old  mattress  is  of 
the  grand  siecUy  and  along  the  wall,  traversed  by  the 
rickety  stove-pipe,  are  ranges  of  pieces  of  armour  and 
rare  inlaid  arquebuses.  You  must  visit  the  place,  but 
not  to  remain  in  it. 

"We  traversed  long  sloping  streets,  running  between 
large  walls  with  bulls -eyes  or  gratings  in  them,  over  an 
interminable  lonely  bright  pavement,  and,  passing  the 
palace  of  Lucrezia  Borgia,  went  as  far  as  San  Pietro  in 
'Vinculo  to  see  the  'Moses*  of  Michael  Angelo.  The 
first  sight  of  this  statue  is  less  surprising  than  one  would 
suppose.  We  are  familiar  with  it  engraved  and  reduced; 
the  imagination,  as  is  always  the  case,  has  exaggerated  it ; 
moreover,  it  is  polished  and  finished  with  extreme  per- 
fection. It  is  in  a  brilliantly  decorated  church,  and  is 
framed  in  by  a  handsome  chapel.     As  you  dwell  on  it^ 
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however,  the  colossal  mass  produces  its  effect.  You  feel 
the  imperious  will,  the  ascendency,  the  tragic  energy  of 
the  legislator  and  exterminator ;  his  heroic  muscles  and 
virile  beard  indicate  the  primitive  barbarian,  the  subduer 
of  men,  while  the  long  head,  and  the  projections  of  the 
temples,  denote  the  ascetic  Were  he  to  arise,  what  action 
and  what  a  lion's  voice  I 

What  is  most  charming  here  is  what  yon  encounter  on 
the  way  unexpectedly ;  now  the  Quirinal  palace  on  the 
summit  of  a  hill  entirely  detached  in  the  grey  atmo- 
sphere, and  in  front,  its  horses  and  colossi  of  marble ;  a 
little  farther  on  the  pale  verdure  of  a  garden,  and  the 
immense  horizon  with  its  melting  clouds;  again  an 
Armenian  convent  with  its  fertilising  waters  flowing  in 
stone  conduits,  its  scattered  palms,  its  enormous  vine, 
which  of  itself  forms  a  bower,  and  its  beautiful  orange 
trees,  so  tranquil  and  so  noble  with  their  burdens  of  golden 
fruit.  Indian  figs  warm  their  thorny  slabs  on  the  sides 
of  the  rocks  ;  delicate  branches  begin  to  put  forth  buds, 
and  no  noise  is  heard  but  the  almost  insensible  dropping 
of  a  warm  rain.  How  easy  to  dream  away  life  here  in 
idle  self-communion  I  But  an  ever  gay,  or,  at  leastj  a 
hecdthy  mind  is  imperative. 


CHAPTER  IL 

ABTIQUE  STATUES — TITE  CAPITOL— <3REEK  NUDITT  AND  OTHNASnO 
LIFE — MORAL  DIFFERENCES  INDICATED  AND  PRODUCED  BT  GHAKQS 
OP  COSTUME — ^BUSTS — PICTURES — ^THE  FORUM. 

Fortunate  am  I  to  have  packed  a  few  Greek  books  in 
my  tanink.  None  could  be  more  useful ;  classical  phrases 
const' jitlj  arise  in  the  mind  in  these  galleries^  this  or  that 
Btatue  bodying  forth  a  line  of  Homer  or  the  opening  of 
one  of  Plato's  dialogues.  I  assure  you  a  Homer  or  a 
Plato  are  better  guides  than  all  the  archaeologists,  artists, 
and  catalogues  in  the  world.  At  all  events  they  interest, 
me  more,  and  render  things  clearer.  When  Menelaus  is 
wounded  by  an  arrow,  Homer  compares  his  white  body, 
stained  with  red  blood,  to  the  ivory  which  a  Carian  woman 
dips  in  purple  to  make  a  blinder  for  a  bridle.  '  Many 
horsemen  are  desirous  to  have  it,  but  the  favour  lies  for  a 
idng;  for  two  purposes — an  ornament  for  his  horse,  and  a 
glory  to  the  driver :  so,  Menelaus,  were  thy  good  thighs 
and  legs,  and  fair  ankles  beneath,  stained  with  blood.'* 
This  is  visible,  as  if  seen  by  a  painter  or  sculptor.  Homer 
forgets  pafn,  danger,  and  dramatic  effect,  so  sensitive  is  he 
to  colour  and  form ;  on  the  contrary,  what  less  concerns  the 
ordinary  reader  than  streaming  red  blood  and  the  fine  lines 
of  a  leg,  and  particularly  at  such  a  moment  ?  Flaubert 
and  Gautier,  who  are  regarded  as  innovators  and  eccentric, 
give  precisely  similar  descriptions  nowadays.    The  ancients 

*  The  Iliad  of  Homer,  translated  by  a  Gzaduate  of  the  University  of 
Oxford. 
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lack  artists  as  commentators ;  thus  far  closet  erudites  are 
their  sole  interpreters.  Those  who  are  familiar  with  an- 
tique vases^  see  nothing  in  them  but  their  design  and  fine 
proportions,  their  classic  merit ;  there  remains  to  be  dis- 
covered their  colouring,  emotion,  life,  all  of  which  is  super- 
abundant. Observe  the  petulance,  the  drollery,  the  in- 
credibly fertile  imagination  of  Aristophanes,  his  prolific, 
surprising,  and  ridiculous  invention,  his  fantastic  bufibon- 
ery,  his  incomparable  freshness,  and  the  startUngly  sublime 
poesy  intermingled  with  his  grotesque  imagery.  Put  to- 
gether the  wit  and  fancy  of  all  the  studios  of  Paris  for 
twenty  years,  and  there  would  be  no  approach  to  it  The 
human  brain  of  those  days  was  organised  and  furnished  in  a 
peculiar  manner ;  sensations  entered  it  with  another  shock, 
images  with  another  relief,  and  ideas  with  other  sequences. 
In  certain  traits  the  ancients  resemble  the  present  Nea- 
politans, in  others  the  social  French  of  the  seventeenth 
century,  in  others  the  young  literary  aspirants  of  the  re- 
publics of  the  sixteenth  century,  and  in  others,  finally,  the 
armed  English  now  extending  their  empire  in  New 
Zealand ;  but  a  lifetime  is  necessary,  and  the  genius  of 
a  Goethe,  to  enable  one  to  reconstruct  souls  of  that  stamp, 
I  see  a  part,  but  not  the  whole.  « 

Besides  special  collections,  there  are  here  two  grand 
museums  of  antique  sculpture;  those  of  the  Capitol  and  of 
the  Vatican.  They  are  very  well  arranged,  especially  the 
latter:  the  most  precious  statues  are  placed  in  distinct 
cabinets  painted  in  dark  red,  so  that  the  eyes  are  not 
diverted  from  them,  the  statue  being  seen  in  full  light. 
The  ornamentation  is  modest  and  cf  antique  sobriety  i 
traditions  are  better  preserved  here  than  elsewhere,  the 
popes  and  their  architects  having  retained  somewhat 
of  grandeur  in  their  taste  even  in  the  seventeenth  and 
eighteenth  centuries. 

As  to  the  two  edifices,  I  refer  you  to  engravings ;  old 
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ones  are  best;  first,  because  they  issue*from  a  truer  senti* 

ment,  and  next,  because  thej  have  a  dreary,  or  at  least 

a  grave  aspect.  Let  a  drawing  be  clean  and  fresh,  especially 

as  it  approaches  the  elegant  illustrations  of  the  present  day, 

and  it  represents  Kome  in  an  opposite  sense.     It  must  be 

borne  in  mind  that  a  monumental  structure,  even  when 

modem,  is  defaced  and  neglected ;  winter  has  cracked  its 

stones,  and  the  rains  have  covered  it  with  dingy  spots ;  the 

pavement  of  its  courts  is  disjointed,  and  many  of  the  slabs 

are  broken  and  sunk  in  the  ground ;  its  antique  statues 

display  hidf  amputated  feet  and  bodies  covered  with  scars; 

the  poor  old  marble  divinities  have  been  scratched  with 

the  knives  of  idle  boys  or  show  the  effects  of  a  long  sojourn 

on  a  damp  soil.     A  biased  imagination,  moreover,  ampli* 

fies :  two  or  three  visits  are  necessary  in  order  to  arrive 

at  just  conceptions.     Who,  for  instance,  has  not  silently 

wondered  on  thinking  of  the  Capitol  ?     This  mighty  word 

i^tates  you  beforehand^  and  you  are  disappointed  on  find* 

ing  a  moderately  gi«m  square  flaQked  by  three  palaces 

not  at  all  grand.     Nevertheless  it  is  imposing ;  a  grand 

stone  staircase  leading  up  to  it,  gives  it  a  monumental 

entrance.     Two  basalt  lions  guard  the  base  of  the  ascent, 

and  two  colossal  statues  its  summit.    Balustrades  with 

their  solid  lines  cross  and  recross  in  the  air,  while  on  the 

left  a  second  staircase  of  extraordinary  width  and  length 

stretches  upward  to  the  red  facade  of  the  church  of  Ara« 

Coeli    On  these  steps  hundreds  of  beggars  as  ragged  as 

those  of  Callot,  clad  in  tattered  hats  and  rusty  brown 

blankets,  are  vrarming  themselves  majestically  in  the 

sunshine.     You  embrace  all  this  in  a  glance,  the  convent 

and  the  palace,  the  colossi  and  the  canaille  i  the  hill  loaded 

with  ardutecture  suddenly  rises  at  the  end  of  a  street,  its 

stone  masses  spotted  with  crawling  human  insects.     This 

is  peculiar  to  Eome. 

The  CapitoL — ^In  the  centre  of  the  square  stands 
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bronze  eqnestrian  6tatue  of  Marcus  Aurelius,  The  atti- 
tude is  perfectly  easy  and  natural ;  he  is  making  a  sign 
with  his  right  hand^  a  simple  action,  that  leaves  him  calm 
while  it  gives  life  to  the  entire  person.  He  is  going  to 
address  his  soldiery,  and  certainly  because  he  has  something 
important  to  say  to  them.  He  does  not  parade  himself; 
he  is  not  a  riding-master  like  most  of  our  modem  eques* 
trian  figures,  nor  a  prince  in  state  displaying  his  rank : 
the  antique  is  always  simple.  He  has  no  stirrups ;  thi« 
is  a  pernicious  modem  contrivance,  interfering  with  the 
freedom  of  the  limbs,  and  due  to  the  same  manufacturing 
spirit  that  has  produced  flannel-jackets  and  jointed  clogs. 
His  horse  is  of  a  strong  stout  species,  still  related  to  the 
horses  of  the  Parthenon.  Nowadays,  after  eighteen 
centuries  of  culture,  the  two  races,  man  and  horse,  have 
become  refined  and  distingue.  On  the  right,  in  the 
Palazzo  dei  Conservator^,  is  a  superb  Csesar  in  marble^ 
wearing  a  cuirass,  and  in  a  no  less  manly,  natural  attitude. 
The  ancients  set  no  value  on  that  half*femimne  delicacy, 
that  nervous  sensibility  which  we  call  distinction,  and  on 
which  we  pride  ourselves.  For  the  distingue  man  of  the 
present  day  a  sahn  is  necessary ;  he  is  a  dilettante,  and 
entertaining  with  ladies ;  although  capable  of  enthusiasm 
he  is  inclined  to  scepticism ;  his  politeness  is  exquisite ;  ho 
dislikes  foul  hands  and  disagreeable  odours,  and  shrinks 
from  being  eonfonnded  with  the  vulgar.  Aldbiades  had 
no  apprehension  of  being  confounded  with  the  vulgar. 

A  huge  dismembered  colossus  has  left  his  marble  feet^ 
fingers,  and  head  here ;  the  fragments  lie  strewn  about 
the  court  between  the  columns.  But  the  most  interest- 
ing objects  are  the  barbarian  kings  in  black  marble,  so 
vigorous  and  so  melancholy-looking  in  their  grand  dn^ery  t 
These  are  Soman  captives,  the  vanquished  of  the  norths 
as  they  followed  the  triumphal  car  to  end  their  career 
with  the  axe  on  the  CapitoL    You  cannot  move  without 
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enoonntermg  eome  new  sign  of  antique  life.  Pacing  you 
in  the  court  of  the  museum  is  the  large  statue  of  a  river 
deity  stretched  out  over  a  fountain,  a  powerful  pagan 
torso,  with  the  thick  hair  and  ample  beard  of  a  virile  god 
slumbering  halfniaked  and  enjoying  a  simple  natural 
existence.  Above  this  the  restorer  of  the  museum, 
Clement  XII.,  has  placed  his  own  charming  little  bust, 
the  student's  and  politician's  subtle,  worn,  and  meditative 
features.  The  first  and  the  second  Rome  appear  side  by 
side. 

How  describe  a  gallery?  One  necessarily  falls  into 
enumeration.  Let  me  merely  designate  a  few  statues  as 
points  of  indication,  in  order  to  give  a  form  an  J  a  support 
to  the  ideas  they  suggest. 

The  hall  of  the  dying  Gladiator, — Here  is  a  real  and 
not  an  ideal  statue ;  the  figure  nevertheless  is  beautiful, 
because  men  of  this  class  devoted  their  lives  to  exercis- 
ing Baked*  Around  him  are  ranged  an  admirable 
Antinous,  a  grand  draped  Juno,  the  Faun  of  Praxiteles, 
and  an  Amazon  raising  her  bow.  The  ancients  naturally 
represented  man  naked,  whereas  we  as  naturally  represent 
him  draped.  Personal  experience  provided  them  with 
ideas  of  a  torso,  of  a  full  chest  displayed  like  that  of 
Antinous,  of  the  expanded  costal  muscles  of  a  leaning 
side,  of  the  easy  continuity  of  the  hips  and  thighs  of 
a  youthful  form  like  that  of  the  bending  Faun.  In  short, 
they  had  two  hundred  ideas  for  every  form  and  movement 
of  the  nude,  whereas  we  are  limited  to  the  cut  of  a 
dress-coat  and  to  facial  expression.  Art  requires  daily 
experience  and  observation ;  from  this  proceeds  public 
taste ;  that  is  to  say,  the  marked  preference  for  this  or 
tiiat  type.  The  type  defined  and  understood,  there  are 
always  some  superior  men  to  express  it.  This  is  why 
when  familiar  objects  change  art  changes.  The  mind, 
like  certain  insects,  assumes  the  colour  of  the  plant  on 
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which  it  feeds.     Nothing  is  more  true  than  that  art  is  tha 
epitome  of  life. 

A  Faun  in  red  marble. — This  one  plainly  belongs  to 
an  ulterior  epoch ;  but  the  second  age  only  continues  the 
first.  Some,  Hellenised,  is  another  Greece.  Even  under 
the  Emperors^^  under  Marcus  Aurelius,  for  example, 
gymnastic  education  was  not  sensibly  modified.  The  two 
civilisations  make  one,  both  being  the  two  stories  of  the 
same  house.  He  holds  a  cluster  of  grapes  in  each  hand, 
displaying  them  with  an  air  of  charming  good-humour, 
free  from  all  vulgar  sentiment.  Physical  joy  in  antiquity 
is  not  debased,  nor,  as  with  us,  consigned  to  mechanics, 
common  people,  and  drunkards.  In  Aristophanes,  Bacchus 
is  at  once  merry-andrew,  coward,  knave,  glutton,  and  fool, 
and  yet  he  is  a  divinity ;  and  what  frenzy  of  joyous 
imagination  1 

Two  other  Fauns  with  well-defined  muscles  and  bodies 
turned  half  around,  also  a  Hercules,  a  magnificent  wrestler 
in  bronze-gilt.  The  interest  of  the  attitude  is  wholly 
confined  to  the  backward  action  of  the  body,  which  gives 
another  position  to  the  belly  and  pectoral  muscles.  In 
order  to  comprehend  this  we  have  only  the  swimming 
schools  of  the  Seine,  and  Arpin,  the  terrible  Savoyard. 
But  how  many  have  seen  Arpin  ?  And  who  is  not  dis- 
agreeably affected  in  our  frog-ponds  with  its  undressed 
bodies  paddling  about? 

A  large  sarcophagus  represents  the  story  of  Achilles : 
properly  speaking,  there  is  no  dramatic  interest  in  it,  but 
only  five  or  six  nude  young  males,  two  females  in  the 
centre  draped,  and  two  old  men  in  the  corners.  Each  form 
being  beautiful  and  animated,  is  sufiEiciently  interesting  in 
itself;  the  action  is  secondary,  as  the  group  is  not  there 
to  represent  this ;  it  simply  binds  the  group  together. 
Passing  a  fine  female  figure  draped,  we  oome  to  a  nude 
yoimg  man,  and  then  to  an  admirable  old  man  seated— 
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all  the  artist  intended  to  express.  To  see  a  body  leaning 
over,  an  arm  upraised,  and  a  trunk  firmly  planted  on  the 
two  hipS;i  is  pleasure  enough. 

It  is  certain  that  all  this  is  immensely  removed  froni  ; 
<mr  customs.  If  we  of  the  present  day  are  prepared  for 
any  art  it  is  not  for  statuary,  nor  even  for  the  higher 
walks  of  painting,  but,  at  most,  for  the  painting  of  land- 
scape and  of  conunon  life,  and  to  a  greater  extent  for 
romance,  poetry,  and  music 

Since  I  do  not  traffic  with  my  thoughts,  and  can 
speak  of  things  as  I  find  them,  I  am  firm  in  the  opinion 
liiat  the  great  change  in  history  is  the  advent  of  pantaloons :  ( 
all  the  barbarians  of  the  North  wear  them  in  their  statues ; 
it  marks  the  passage  from  Greek  and  Roman  civilisation 
tc  the  modern. — This  is  not  a  jest  or  a  paradox ,  nothing 
is  more  difficult  than  to  change  a  daily  and  tiniversal  habit. 
For  a  man  to  be  draped  and  undraped  he  must  be  demo- 
lished and  reconstructed.  The  distinctive  trait  of  the 
Renaissance  is  the  abandonment  of  the  two-handed  sword 
and  full  armour :  the  slashed  doublet  has  succumbed,  and 
the  cap  and  tight  hose  show  the  passage  from  feudal  life 
to 'court  life.  A  French  Revolution  was  necessary  to 
banish  breeches  and  small  sword ;  the  plebeian  or  fagged 
business  man  in  boots,  pantaloons,  and  frock-coat,  now 
replaces  the  courtier  with  his  red-heeled  shoes,  the  em* 
broidered  fine  talker  of  the  ante-chamber. — In  the  same  way 
the  nude  is  an  invention  of  the  Greeks.  It  was  discovered 
by  the  Lacedsemonians  along  with  their  tactics  and  regi- 
men ;  the  other  Greeks  adopted  it  towards  the  fourteenth 
Olympiad.  To  the  exercises  for  which  it  is  best  adapted 
they  owe  their  military  supremacy.  If,  as  Herodotus 
says,  the  brave  Modes  were  conquered,  at  Plataea,  it  was 
because  they  were  embarrassed  by  their  long  robes.  Each 
Greek  standing  alone  thus  found  that  he  was  more  agile, 
more  adroit  in  the  use  of  his  limbs,  more  robust,  and  better 
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prepared  for  the  ancient  system  of  combat  of  man  to  man 
and  body  to  body.  In  this  respect  nudity  formed  one 
among  many  customs  and  institutions,  and  was  an  out* 
ward  sign  by  which  the  nation  distinguished  itself. 

I  now  enter  the  gallery  of  busts.  It  would  be  betteir 
to  speak  of  it  in  sober  phrases  and  with  points  of  ezcia* 
mation ;  but  character  is  so  salient  it  is  impossible  to  do 
otherwise  than  note  it  in  decisive  terms.  These  Greeks 
and  Romans,  after  all,  were  men :  why  not  treat  them  as 
contemporaries  ? 

Scipio  Africanus :  a  broad  bold  head  and  not  handsome ; 
the  temples  are  flat  like  those  of  camiyorous  animals,  but 
the  square  chin  and  firm  energetic  lips  show  the  animal- 
tamer. 

Pompey  the  Great :  here,  as  in  history,  ranks  in  the 
second  class.    * 

Cato  of  Utica:  a  peevish  schoolboy  with  big  ears, 
rigid,  drawn  features  and  distorted  checks,  a  grumbler  and 
narrow-minded. 

Corbulo:  a  wry-necked^  wheedling  dotard,  troubled 
with  the  cholic. 

Aristotle :  a  full  complete  head,  like  that  of  Cuvier, 
slightly  deformed  on  the  right  cheek. 

Theophrastus:  a  face  with  a  worn,  suffering  express 
fiion.  The  complaint  on  happiness,  on  which  Leopardi 
has  commented,  is  by  him. 

Marcus  Aurelius :  his  bust  is  one  of  those  you  encounter 
the  oftenest;  you  recognise  at  once  his  full  prominent 
eyes.  It  is  a  noble,  melancholy  head,  that  of  a  man 
mastered  by  his  intellect,  a  meditative  idealist 

Demosthenes :  he  haa  all  the  spirit  and  energy  of  tha 
man  of  action ;  the  brow  is  somewhat  retreating,  and  iho 
eye  is  as  keen  as  a  rapier ;  he  is  the  perfect  combatant^ 
always  armed. 

Terence :  an  absent-minded  dreamer,  with  low  brow^ 
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small  skall,  and  a  melancholy,  impoverished  look ;  a  client 
of  the  Scipios,  a  poor  dependant,  a  former  slave,  a  delicate 
purist,  and  a  sentimental  poet,  whose  comedies  were  less 
esteemed  than  rope-dancing. 

Commodus :  a  peculiar,  shrewd,  and  dangerously  wilful 
countenance,  with  full  prominent  eyes ;  a  young  beau,  a 
dandy  capable  of  strange  freaks* 

Tiberius :  not  a  noble  head ;  but  for  character  and 
capacity  well  qualified  to  carry  the  affairs  of  an  empire 
in  his  head  and  to  govern  a  hundred  million  men. 

Caracalla:  a  square,  vulgar,  violent  head,  restless  like 
that  of  a  wild  beast  about  to  spring. 

Nero  :  a  fine  full  skull,  but  with  an  expression  of  low 
humour.  He  looks  like  an  actor  or  a  leading  singer  at 
the  opera,  vain  and  vicious,  and  diseased  both  in  imagina- 
tion and  in  intellect.  The  principal  feature  is  a  long 
pointed  chin. 

Messalina:  she  is  not  handsome,  and  has  carefully 
decked  herself  with  a  double  row  of  dainty  curls.  There 
is  a  sickly  smile  on  her  face  that  pains  you.  Hers  was 
the  age  of  grand  lorettes :  this  one  exhibited  all  the 
folly,  passion,  sensibility,  and  ferocity  that  the  species 
possesses.  She  it  was  who,  moved  one  day  by  the  elo- 
quence of  an  accused  person,  withdrew  to  conceal  her 
tears,  but  recommending  her  husband  beforehand  not  to 
let  him  escape. 

Vespasian:  a  powerful  man,  firmly  relying  on  well- 
poised  faculties,  ready  for  any  emergency,  circumspect, 
and  worthy  to  be  a  Renaissance  pope. 

Again  in  another  room  observe  a  bust  of  Trajan,  inqs 
penally  grand  and  redoubtable,  in  which  Spanish  pride 
and  pomposity  are  most  conspicuous.  The  history  of 
Augustus  should  be  read  on  this  spot :  these  busts  tell 
us  more  of  the  time  than  the  indifferent  chroniclers  re- 
maining to  us.    Each  is  an  epitome  of  character,  and| 
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thanks  to  the  sculptor's  talent,  which  has  effaced  accidentfl 
and  suppressed  minor  details,  this  character  is  apparent 
at  the  first  glance. 

After  the  Antonines  art  visibly  declines.  Many  of  these 
statues  and  busts  are  inadvertently  comic,  disagreeably 
so,  and  even  repulsive,  as  if  the  sculptor  had  copied  an 
old  woman's  grimaces,  the  quivering  features  of  a  crafty 
man,  and  other  low  and  unpleasant  traits  of  a  nervous, 
shattered  machinery.  Such  sculpture  resembles  photo- 
sculpture;  it  approaches  caricature  in  the  statue  of  a 
woman  with  a  nude  torso  and  a  surly  head  crowned  with 
bulging  knobs.  .  .  •  . 

Whilst  thus  indulging  in  revery  and  in  meditation 
over  these  beings  of  stone,  the  murmuring  water  jutting 
from  lions'  mouths  makes  music  around  me,  and  at  every 
turn  of  the  gallery  I  obtain  glimpses  of  landscape,  now  a 
broad  surface  of  dark  wall  overhung  with  glowing  oranges, 
now  a  vast  staircase  decked  with  clambering  vines,  now  a 
confused  group  of  roofs,  towers,  and  terraces,  and,  on  the 
horizon,  the  enormous  Colosseum 

I  am  not  disposed  to  see  more  to-day,  and  yet  how 
can  one  possibly  refrain  from  entering  the  neighbouring 
gallery,  knowing  that  it  contains  the  *  Kape  of  Europa,'  by 
Paul  Veronese?  There  is  a  duplicate  at  Venice;  but 
this  picture,  as  it  stands  before  one,  is  ravishing.  En- 
gravings give  no  idea  of  it:  one  must  see  that  blooming 
maid  in  her  dark  seagreen  robe  as  she  leans  over  to  fasten 
her  mistress's  bracelet,  the  noble  form  and  calm  action  of 
the  young  gii'l  raising  her  arm  towards  the  crown  borne 
by  cupids,  the  joy  and  delicate  voluptuousness  radiat- 
ing from  her  smiling  eyes,  and  from  those  beautiful  rich 
forms  and  from  the  brilliancy  and  harmony  of  all  this 
blended  colour.  Europa  is  seated  on  a  magnificent  silken 
and  golden  cloth,  striped  with  black ;  her  robe,  of  a  pale 
violet  hue^  discloses  her  snowy  foot  beneath  it;  the  carclesa 
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folds  of  the  chemise  frame  the  soil  roand  throat ;  her 
dreamy  eyes  vaguely  regard  the  cherubs  sporting  in  the 
air,  and  the  arms,  neck,  and  ears  sparkle  with  white 
pearls. 

The  Forum  is  a  few  paces  off :  I  descend  to  it  and  rest 
myself.  The  sky  was  of  perfect  purity ;  the  clear  lines 
of  the  walls  and  of  the  ruined  arcades,  one  above  the 
other,  relieved  against  thft  azure  as  if  drawn  with  tho 
finest  pencil :  the  eye  delighted  in  following  them  to  and 
fro,  and  repeatedly  returned  to  them.  Form,  in  this  limpid 
atmosphere,  has  its  own  beauty,  independent  of  expression 
and  colour,  as,  for  instance,  a  circle,  an  oval,  or  a  dean 
curve  relieving  on  a  clear  background.  Little  by  littlo 
the  azure  becomes  almost  green,  an  imperceptible  green 
like  that  of  precious  stones,  or  that  of  the  source  of  a  foun- 
tain^  but  still  more  delicate.  There  was  nothing  in  this 
long  avenue  that  was  not  interesting  or  beautiful ;  trium-* 
phal  arches  half  buried  and  obliquely  opposed  to  each 
other,  remnants  of  fallen  columns,  enormous  shafts  and 
capitals,  lining  both  sides  of  the  way  ;  to  the  left  the 
colossal  arches  of  Constantino's  basilica,  varied  with  green 
pendent  bushes ;  on  the  opposite  side  the  ruins  of  Caesar's 
palace^  a  vast  mound  of  red  bricks  crowned  with  trees ; 
Saint  Como  with  a  portal  of  debased  columns,  and  Santa 
Francesca  with  its  elegant  campanile ;  above  the  horizon 
a  row  of  dark,  delicate  cypresses,  and  farther  on,  similar 
to  a  mole  in  ruins,  the  crumbling  arcades  of  the  temple 
of  Venus ;  and  finally,  as  if  to  bar  all  progress,  the  gigan- 
tic Colosseum  gilded  with  smiling  sunshine. 

Over  all  these  grand  objects  modern  life  has  installed 
itself  like  a  mushroom  on  a  dead  oak.  Fences  of  rough- 
hewn  stakes,  like  those  of  a  village  f^te,  surround  the  pit 
out  of  which  arise  the  disinterred  columns  of  Jupiter 
Stator.  Grass  covers  its  excavated  sides.  Tattered 
vagabonds  are  pitching  stone  quoits.     Old  women  and 
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dirty  children  are  basking  in  the  sun  amidst  heaps  of 
ordure.  Monks  in  white  and  brown  frocks  pass  along, 
and  after  these  files  of  scholars  in  black  hats,  led  by  an 
ecclesiastic  in  red.  An  iron  bedstead  factory,  in  front  of 
the  basilica,  salutes  the  ear  with  its  clatter.  You  read  at 
the  entrance  of  the  Colosseum  a  prayer  to  the  Virgin 
that  procures  a  hundred  days'  indulgence,  and  in  this 
prayer  she  is  treated  as  an  independent  goddess.  You 
still  recognise,  notwithstanding  all  this,  some  of  the  pro- 
minent traits  of  the  ancient  race  and  of  former  genius. 
Several  of  those  old  women  resemble  Renaissance  sibyls. 
That  peasant  in  leather  leggings  with  his  earthnstained 
mantle  has  an  admirable  face — a  sloping  nose,  Greek  chin, 
and  speaking  black  eyes  that  flash  and  glow  with  natural 
genius.  Under  Constantino's  arch  I  listen  for  half  an 
hour  to  a  voice  apparently  chanting  litanies ;  on  approach- 
ing, I  find  a  young  man  on  the  ground  reading  in  a  reci- 
tative tone  to  an  audience  of  five  or  six  droll  characters 
stretched  out  at  full  length  beside  him,  the  combat 
between  Roland  and  Marsilia  in  Orlando  Furioso. — ^I 
return  and  take  my  supper  in  the  nearest  atiberge,  at 
Lepri's;  a  dirty  vagabond,  a  hairdresser  with  an  old 
pomatumed  wig  plastering  his  cheeks  and  provided  with 
a  mandolin  and  a  smiill  portable  piano  with  pedals, 
instals  himself  in  a  neighbouring  room,  and  -with  arms 
and  feet  going,  sings  in  a  bass  voice,  and  plays  the  airs  of 
Verdi  and  a  finale  from  La  Sonnambula.  The  delicacy 
elegance,  and  variety  of  his  perfonnance  are  admirable 
This  poor  fellow  has  a  soul,  an  artist's  soul,  and  one  for 
gets  all  about  eating  in  listening  to  him. 


CHAPTER   III. 

THE  VATICAN— THB  IDEAL  OP  MAN  AMONG  THE  ANCIENTS— THB 
MIXEAGER,  THE  APOLLO  BELVEDERE,  THE  LAOCOON,  AND  THE  MER- 
CURY  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  TIBER. 

The  Vatican* — This  is  probably  the  greatest  treasury  of 
antique  sculpture  in  the  world.  Here  is  a  page  of  Greek 
which  one  ought  to  keep  in  mind  in  passing  through  it. 

*  I  will  question  them,  said  Socrates,  whether  among 
the.  youths  of  the  time  there  were  any  that  were  distin- 
guished for  wisdom  or  for  beauty,  or  for  both.  On  this, 
Critias^  looking  towards  the  door,  where  he  saw  some 
youths  coming  in,  wrangling  'with  one  another,  and  a 
crowd  of  others  following  them,  said:  "As  for  beauty, 
Socrates,  you  may  judge  for  yourself;  for  those  who  have 
just  entered  are  the  admirers  of  him  who  is  reckoned  the 
handsomest  young  man  now  going;  no  doubt  they  are 
now  his  precursors,  and  he  himself  will  be  here  soon." 
^' And  who,  and  whose  son  is  he  ?  "  said  I.  "  You  know 
him,''  said  he.  "  But  he  was  a  child  when  you  went  away. 
It  IB  Charmides,  the  son  of  our  uncle  Glaucon,  and  my 
cousin."  "  By  Zeus  1 1  knew  him,"  said  I;  "even  then  he 
was  not  iU- favoured  as  a  boy ;  but  he  must  be  now  quite 
a  young  man."  "  You  will  sopn  know,"  said  he,  "  how  big 
be  is,  and  how  well-favoured."  And  as  he  spoke,  Charmides 
entered. 

^  He  did  seem  to  me  wonderfully  tall  and  beautiful,  and 
all  his  companions  appeared  to  be  in  love  with  him ; 
such  an  impression  and  commotion  did  he  make  when  he 
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came  into  the  room :  and  other  admirers  come  in  his  suite. 
And  that  we  men  looked  at  him  with  pleasure  was  natural 
enough.  But  I  remarked  that  the  boys,  even  the  smallest, 
never  took  their  eyes  off  him ;  but  all  looked  at  him  like 
persons  admiring  a  statue.' 

^  So  Chaerephon,  addressing  me  in  particular,  said : 
"  Well,  Socrates,  what  do  you  think  of  the  youth  ?  Is  he 
not  good-looking  ?  "  *^  He  is,"  said  I,  "  perfectly  admir* 
able.'*  "  And  yet,'*  said  he,  "  if  you  were  to  see  him 
undressed  for  his  exercises,  you  would  say  that  his  face 
was  the  worst  part  about  him,  he  is  so  handsome  every 
way."     And  they  all  said  the  same  as  ChaBrephon. 

*  **  Charmides,"  I  said,  "  it  is  natural  that  you  should 
surpass  the  others,  for  no  one  here,  I  think,  can  point  out 
in  Athens  two  other  families  whose  alliance  could  produce 
any  one  handsomer  or  better  than  those  from  which  you 
sprung.  Indeed  your  paternal  house,  that  of  Critias,  the 
son  of  Dropide,  is  celebrated  by  Anacreon,  Solon,  and 
many  other  poets  as  excelling  in  beauty,  in  virtue,  and  in 
all  other  things  on  which  happiness  depends.  And  like^ 
wise  that  of  your  mother;  for  no  one  appears  more  beau- 
tiful nor  more  great  than  your  uncle  Pyrilampe,  every 
time  that  he  is  sent  as  ambassador  to  the  great  king,  or 
to  any  other  monarch  on  the  continent.  The  latter  house 
is  in  no  way  surpassed  by  the  former.  Born  of  such 
parents,  it  is  reasonable  that  you  should  be  first  of  all." '  * 

With  this  scene  in  your  mind,  you  may  wander  through 
these  grand  halls  and  see  these  statues  act  and  think,  the 
Discobolus,  for  instance,  and  the  young  Athlete,  a  copy, 
it  is  said,  after  Lysippus.  The  latter  has  just  finished  a 
race,  and  holds  in  his  hand  a  number  by  which  you  know 
that  he  came  in  fifth ;  he  is  rubbing  himself  with  the 
strigiL     His  head  is  small,  his  intellect  being  ample  for 

•  The  Platonic  Dialogue^  by  Wm.  Whewell,  D  J>. 
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the  corporeal  exercise  which  is  just  terminated ;  such  glory 
and  such  occupation  suffice  for  him.  In  fact  in  the  best 
days  of  Greece  gymnastic  triumphs  were  deemed  so  im- 
portant, that  many  of  the  young  devoted  years  to  a  pre- 
paration for  them,  under  masters,  and  a  special  regimen 
similar  to  that  of  our  race-horses  under  their  trainers. 
Ue  appears  to  be  fatigued,  and  is  scraping  off  the  dust 
and  perspiration  adhering  to  his  skin ;  if  I  may  be  allowed 
the  expression,  he  is  currying  himself.  This  term  is  re- 
pugnant to  French  ears,  but  it  was  not  so  to  the  Greeks, 
who  did  not  as  we  do — separate  human  life  from  animal 
life.  Homer,  enumerating  the  warriors  before  Troy, 
places  men  and  horses  indifferently  on  the  same  level : 
*  These,'  says  he, '  are  the  chiefs  and  the  kings  of  Greece. 
Tell  me,  O  Muse,  which  of  these  was  best,  both  of  warriors 
and  of  horses  ? ' 

» 

But,  on  the  other  hand,  consider  what  flesh  such  a 
life  produced,  what  firmness  of  tissue,  what  a  tone  oil, 
dust,  sunshine,  perspiration,  and  the  strigil  must  have 
given  to  the  muscles !  In  the  Rivals  of  Plato,  the  youth 
devoted  to  gymnastics  jeers  his  adversary  devoted  to 
literature ;  *  It  is  only  excercise  which  strengthens  the 
body  I  See  Socrates,  that  poor  fellow ;  he  neither  sleeps 
nor  eats ;  he  is  lean,  long-necked,  and  ill  on  account  of 
study  I     And  here  they  all  laughed.' 

The  body  of  this  figure  is  perfectly  beautiful,  almost 
real,  for  he  is  neither  god  nor  hero.  For  this  reason  the 
little  toe  of  the  foot  is  imperfect,  the  arm  above  the  elbow 
meagre,  and  the  fall  of  the  loins  strongly  marked ;  but 
the  legs,  and  especially  the  right  one,  as  viewed  behind 
possess  the  spring  and  elasticity  of  those  of  a  greyhound. 
Before  such  a  statue  one  fully  realises  the  difference 
between  antique  civilisation  and  our  own.  An  entire 
city  selected  the  best  young  men  of  the  best  families  for 
wrestliDg  and  running ;  these  performances  were  witnessed 
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by  everybody,  both  by  men  and  women ;  they  compared 
together  backs,  legs,  and  breasts,  every  muscle  brought 
iuto  play  in  the  thousand  diversities  of  muscular  efTort.  A 
common  looker-on  was  a  connoisseur,  as  nowadays  any* 
body  that  can  ride  criticises  horses  at  the  *  Derby,'  or  in 
the  ring.  On  his  return  to  the  city  the  victor  received 
a  public  welcome ;  sometimes  he  was  rhosen  general ;  hia 
name  was  placed  on  the  public  records,  and  his  statue 
ranked  with  those  of  protecting  heroes ;  the  victor  in  the 
races  gave  his  name  to  the  Olympiad.  When  the  ^  Tea 
Thousand,  arrived  in  sight  of  the  Black  Sea,  and  found 
themselves  safe,  their  first  impulse  was  to  celebrate  games ; 
having  escaped  from  the  barbarians  their  former  Greek 
life  was  now  to  recommence.  ^  This  hill  is  an  excellent 
place,'  said  Dracontios,  ^  where  he  who  wills  may  run 
where  he  pleases.'  *  But  how  can  you  run  on  such  rough 
and  bushy  ground  ? '  ^  So  much  the  worse  for  him  who 
falls  I '  In  the  race  of  the  grand  stadium,  more  than 
sixty  Cretans  presented  themselves ;  the  others  contended 
in  wrestling,  boxing,  and  the  pancratium.  It  was  a  fine 
sight,  for  many  athletes  were  there,  and,  as  their  com- 
panions regarded  them,  they  made  great  efforts.' 

A  century  later,  in  the  time  of  Aristotle,  Menander, 
and  Demosthenes,  when  intellectual  culture  was  complete, 
and  when  philosophy  and  comedy  perfected  themselves 
and  began  to  decline,  Alexander,  disembarking  on  the 
Troad,  stripped  himself,  along  with  his  companions,  to 
honour  the  tomb  of  Achilles  with  races.  Imagine  Napo* 
leon  acting  in  a  similar  manner  on  his  first  campaign  in 
Italy.  The  corresponding  action  with  him  I  suppose 
would  be  buttoning  up  his  uniform  and  gravely  assisting 
at  a  7>  Deum  in  Milan  Cathedral. 

One  sees  the  perfection  of  this  system  of  corporeal 
education  in  the  young  athlete  who  is  pitching  the  discus, 
in  the  curve  of  the  body  bending  over,  in  the  disposition 
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of  the  limbs  extended  or  contracted  so  as  to  concen- 
trate the  greatest  possible  force  at  one  point.  Plato  has 
a  significant  paragraph  on  this  subject.  He  divides 
education  into  two  equally  important  branches,  gymnas- 
tics and  music  By  gymnastics  he  means  whatever  re- 
lates to  the  formation  and  exercise  of  the  naked  figure ; 
by  music  whatever  relates  to  the  voice,  that  is  to  say,  not 
only  melody  but  the  words  and  ideas  of  hymns  and  poems 
that  impart  a  knowledge  of  the  religion,  justice,  and 
history  of  heroes.  What  an  insight  this  gives  us  into  the 
life  of  the  youth  of  antiquity !  What  a  contrast  when 
placed  alongside  of  our  smattering  systems  I 

A  grand  reclining  statue  called  *The  Nile,'  a  copy 
of  which  is  in  the  Tuileries.  Nothing  could  be  more 
graceful,  more  fluid  than  these  infantile  diminutive  crea- 
tures playing  around  this  large  body;  nothing  could 
better  express  the  fulness,  the  repose,  the  indefinable, 
the  almost  divine  life  of  a  river.  A  divine  body — these 
terms,  coupled  together  in  a  modem  language,  seem  to 
be  incompatible,  and  yet  they  express  the  mother  idea 
of  antique  civilisation. — Behind  this  figure  stand  some 
admirable  nude  athletes,  quite  young  and  holding  phials 
of  oil;  one  of  them,  apparently  about  thirteen  years 
of  age  is  the  Lysis  or  Menexenes  of  Plato. 

From  time  to  time  inscriptions  are  disinterred,  throw- 
ing considerable  light  on  these  usages  and  sentiments  so 
remote  from  ours.  The  following,  published  this  year,  is 
an  inscription  in  honour  of  a  young  athlete  of  Thera ; 
it  was  found  on  the  pedestal  of  his  effigy,  and  its  four 
verses  possess  all  the  beauty,  simplicity,  and  force  of  a 
statue.  *  Victory  to  the  pugilist  is  at  the  price  of  blood « 
but  this  youth,  the  breath  still  warm  from  the  rude  com- 
bat of  the  boxer,  firmly  withstood  the  severe  labour  of  the 
pancratium,  and  the  same  sun  saw  Dorocleides  twice 
crow    d 
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Ev3,  however,  must  be  considered  as  well  as  the  good. 
Love  as  induced  by  gymnastic  life  is  a  perversion  of 
human  nature ;  in  this  connection  the  narrations  of  Plato 
are  extravi^ant.  Again,  these  antique  customs  which 
respect  the  animal  in  man,  likewise  react  and  develop 
the  animal  in  man,  and  in  this  relation  Aristophanes  is 
scandalous.  We  fancy  ourselves  corrupt  because  we 
have  licentious  romances,  but  what  would  we  say  if  one 
of  our  theatres  should  give  us  his  Lysistrate  ?  Sculpture^ 
fortunately,  shows  us  nothing  of  this  singular  society  but 
its  beauty.  A  standing  canephora  at  the  entrance  of  the 
Braccio-Nuovo  is  similar  to  those  of  the  Parthenon^ 
although  of  an  inferior  workmanship.  When,  like  this 
figure,  a  daughter  of  one  of  the  first  families  wore  only 
one  garment,  and  over  this  a  short  mantip,  and  was 
accustomed  to  carrying  vases  on  her  head,  and,  conse- 
quently obliged  to  stand  erect ;  when  her  toilet  consisted 
only  of  binding  up  her  hair  or  letting  it  fall  in  ringlets, 
and  her  face  was  not  wrinkled  with  innumerable  petty 
graces  and  petty  anxieties,  then  could  a  woman  assume 
the  tranquil  attitude  of  this  statue.  To-day  a  relic  of  this 
is  visible  amongst  the  peasants  of  the  environs  who  carry 
baskets  on  their  heads,  but  they  are  disfigured  by  labour 
and  rags. — The  bosom  appears  under  the  tunic,  which 
adheres  closely  to  the  figure,  and  is  evidently  a  simple 
linen  mantle;  you  see  the  form  of  the  leg  which  breaks  the 
stuff  into  folds  at  the  knee,  and  the  feet  are  naked  in  their 
sandals.  No  words  can  describe  the  natural  seriousness 
of  the  countenance.  Certainly,  if  one  could  behold  the 
real  person  with  her  wliite  arms  and  her  black  hair  in 
pure  sunlight,  his  knees  would  bend  as  if  before  a  goddess 
with  reverence  and  delight. 

Look  at  a  statue  entirely  veiled,  for  instance,  that  of 
^  Modesty ;'  it  is  evident  that  the  antique  costume 
effected  no  change  in  the  form  of  the  body,  that  the 
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adhesive  oi  looee  folds  of  drapery  received  their  formd 
and  changes  from  it ;  that  one  easily  detects  through  the 
folds  the  equilibrium  of  the  entire  frame,  the  rotundity  of 
the  shoulders  or  of  the  thigh,  and  the  hollow  of  the  back. 
The  idea  of  man  was  not  then,  as  with  us,  that  of  a  pure 
or  impure  spirit,  plus  an  overcoat  or  a  crinoline,  but  a 
being  with  a  back,  a  breast,  muscular  joints,  a  spinal 
column,  visible  vertebra,  and  a  neck  with  tendons  and  a 
firm  leg  from  the  heel  to  the  loins.  It  has  been  stated 
that  Homer  was  versed  in  anatomy  because  he  so  accu- 
rately describes  wounds,  the  clavicle  and  the  iliac  bone ; 
what  he  knew  of  man  was  simply  what  he  knew  of  his 
belly  and  thorax,  the  same  as  all  other  men  of  that  time. 
My  own  slight  medical  studies  have  considerably  en- 
lightened me  in  these  matters ;  it  is  impossible  to  under- 
stand the  conceptions^of  these  artists,  if  one  has  not 
himself  felt  the  articulations  of  the  neck  and  limbs ;  if 
one  has  not  acquired  beforehand  some  idea  of  the  two 
master  portions  of  the  body,  the  movable  bust  on  its 
basin,  and  likewise  the  mechanism  of  the  muscular  sys- 
tem extending  from  the  sole  of  the  foot  up  the  thigh 
to  the  hollow  of  the  lumbar  region,  which  enables  a- man 
to  stand  and  keep  himself  erect. 

None  of  this  is  possible  without  the  antique  costume.  Ob- 
serve *  Diana  regarding  Endymion ; '  her  robe  falls  to  her 
feet ;  she  has  besides  this  the  usual  over-garment,  but  the 
foot  is  naked.  Put  a  shoe  on  it  like  that  worn  by  the  young 
ladies  promenading  the  gallery  here  with  their  guide-books 
in  their  hands,  and  there  is  no  longer  a  natural  body  but  an 
artificial  machine.  It  is  not  a  human  being  but  a  jointed 
cuirass,  very  good  for  climatic  rigour  and  pleasingly 
adorned  to  grace  a  parlour.  Woman,  through  culture 
and  the  modem  system  of  dressing,  has  become  a  sort  of 
laccd-up  scarabee,  stiflP  in  her  grey  corslet,  mounted  on 
hard  |)olished  claws  and  loaded   with  various  brilliant 
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appendages,  all  her  envelopes,  ribbons,  caps,  and  crinolines 
agitated  and  fluttering  like  antennas  and  the  double  set 
of  wings.  Yerj  often  this  figure  assumes  the  expression 
of  an  insect;  the  entire  body  hums  with  the  restless  actU 
vity  of  the  bee,  its  beauty  mainly  consisting  of  nervous 
vivacity,  and  especially  when  coquettishly  arranging  its 
lustrous  attire  and  the  complicated  apparatus  of  jewellery 
that  gleams  and  flashes  around  it. 

Here,  on  the  contrary,  the  nude  foot  shows  that  the  long 
tunic  is  simply  a  veil  of  no  great  importance ;  the  belt  is 
only  a  cord  fastened  beneath  the  breasts  and  is  tied  in  a 
careless  manner,  the  two  breasts  expanding  the  material » 
the  tunic  clasped  over  the  shoulder  is  not  broader  than  the 
width  of  two  fingers,  so  that  you  feel  the  shoulder  ex- 
tending into  the  arm,  which  is  full  and  strong,  and  not  at 
all  resembling  those  filamentous  appendages  that  hang 
nowadays  by  the  sides  of  a  corset  *  As  soon  as  the  corset 
is  worn  there  is  no  longer  a  natural  form ;  this  dress,  on  the 
contrary,  can  be  slipped  on  or  off  in  a  second ;  it  is  simply 
a  linen  mantle  taken  up  for  a  covering. 

All  this  shows  itself  in  the  Braccio-Nuovo  and  in  count- 
less statues  besides,  such  as  the  Augustus  and  the  Tiberius. 
Alongside  of  each  prominent  figure  is  an  emperor's  bust. 
One  cannot  mention  all ;  I  have  only  to  remark  a  Julia, 
daughter  of  Titus.  The  form  here  is  fine,  but  the  head 
bears  the  ridiculous  modem  knobs.  Such  a  head-dress 
destroys  the  effect  of  sculpture,  and  the  entire  sentiment  <^ 
the  antique. 

From  this  room  you  follow  along  corridor  crowded  with 
Greek  and  Roman  remains,  and  then  enter  the  Mus^e 
Fio  Clementino,  where  the  works  of  art  are  separated  and 
grouped  each  around  some  important  piece  in  apartments 
of  average  size.  I  will  not  dwell  on  merely  curious  ob* 
jects,  such  as  the  tomb  of  the  Scipios,  so  prized  by  anti* 
quarians  and  so  simple  in  form,  the  stone  out  of  which  it 
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is  fashioned  resembling  baked  ashes.  The  men  herein 
interred  belong  to  that  generation  of  great  Romans  who 
in  conquering  Samnium  and  organising  colonies  established 
&e  power  of  Rome  over  Italy,  and  consequently  ovr  r  the 
rhole  world*  They  were  its  true  founders;  the  van- 
quishers of  Carthage  and  Macedonia,  and  the  rest  that 
followed  them,  only  continued  their  work.  This  block  of 
peperine  is  one  of  the  corner  stones  of  the  edifice  in  which 
we  now  live,  and  its  inscription  seems  to  address  us  in  the 
grave  tones  of  the  dead,  couched  there  for  one-and- twenty 
centuries. 

Gomelms  Lucius  Seipio  the  Bearded, 

Born  of  his  fi&ther  Onseviu,  a  man  wise  and  hnw^ 

Whoso  beanty  was  equal  to  liis  Virtue. 

He  was  censor,  consul,  sedile  in  your  city. 

Took  Taurasia,  Cisauna  in  Samnium, 

Subjected  aU  Lucania,  and  bore  off  hostages. 

Here  are  the  masterpieces;  and  first  the  'Torso,*  so 
lauded  by  Michael  Angelo.  Indeed,  in  its  life,  in  its  gran- 
deur of  style,  in  the  vigorous  setting  of  the  thighs,  in  its 
spirited  action,  and  in  the  mingling  of  human  passion  with 
ideal  nobleness,  it  is  in  conformity  with  his  manner. — A 
little  farther  on  is  the '  Meleager,'  of  which  there  is  a  copy  in 
the  Tuileries.  This  is  simply  a  body,  but  one  of  the  finest 
I  ever  saw.  The  head,  almost  square,  modelled  in  solid 
sections  like  that  of  Napoleon,  has  only  a  mediocre  brow, 
and  the  expression  seems  to  be  that  of  an  obstinate 
man ;  at  all  events  nothing  about  it  indicates  the  great 
capacity  and  flexibility  of  intellect  which  we  never 
fail  to  bestow  on  our  statues,  and  which  at  once  suggesta 
to  the  spectator  the  idea  of  offering  pantaloons  and  over- 
coat to  a  poor  great  man  so  lightly  dressed.  The  beauty 
of  this  figure  consists  in  a  powerful  neck  and  a  torso  ad« 
mirably  continued  by  the  thigh ;  he  is  a  hunter  and  a 
wander,  and  nothingmore ;  the  muscles  of  the  ankle  denote 
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this  as  well  as  the  head.  These  people  invented  the 
horse-breeding  system  for  man,  and  hence  their  rank  in 
history.  The  Spartans  of  ancient  Greece,  who  set  the 
example  to  other  cities,  loaned  each  other  their  wives  in 
order  to  obtain  an  elite  stock.  Plato,  accordingly,  who  is 
their  admirer,  advises  magistrates  to  arrange  annual 
marriages,  so  that  the  finest  men  may  be  united  to  the 
finest  women. 

Xenophon  for  his  part  blames  Athens,  which  has  no 
system  like  this,  and  praises  the  education  of  Spartan 
women,  so  entirely  planned  with  a  view  to  maternity  at  a 
suitable  age,  and  to  the  securing  of  beautiful  offspring. 
*  Their  young  girls,'  he  says,  ^  exercise  in  running  and  in 
wrestling,  and  this  is  wisely  ordered,  for  how  can  females 
brought  up,  as  is  usually  the  custom,  to  make  fabrics  of 
wool  and  to  remain  tranquil  give  birth  to  anything  great  V 
He  remarks  that  in  their  marriages  all  is  regulated  with 
this  intention ;  an  old  man  may  not  possess  a  young  wife 
for  himself:  he  must  select '  among  the  young  men  whose 
form  and  spirit  he  most  admires,  one  whom  he  will  take 
into  his  house  and  who  will  give  him  children.'  We  see 
that  this  people,  who  in  their  national  institutions  pushed 
the  gymnastic  and  military  spirit  the  farthest,  were  inte- 
rested above  all  things  in  fashioning  a  fine  race. 

A  small  rotunda  alongside  contains  the  masterpieces  of 
Canova,  so  much  praised,  I  know  not  why,  by  StendhaL 
There  is  a  Perseus,  an  elegant  effeminate  figure,  and  two 
wrestlers,  who  are  merely  rancorous  pugilists,  or  naked 
cartmen  engaged  in  commonplace  fisticuffing.  Nothing 
here  intervenes  between  insipidity  and  coarseness,  between 
the  parlour  dandy  and  the  stout  porter.  This  impotence 
shows  at  a  glance  the  difference  between  the  antique 
and  the  modern. 

Continuing  on,  you  come  to  the  Belvedere  *  Mercury,' 
a  young  man  standing  like  the  Meleager,  but  still  more 
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beautiful.  The  torso  is  more  vigorous  and  the  head  more 
refined*  A  smiling  expression  flickers  lightly  over  the 
countenance^  the  grace  and  modesty*  of  a  well-bom  youth 
capable  of  expressing  himself  properly  because  he  is  of  an 
intelligent  and  select  race,  but  who  hesitates  to  speak 
because  his  soul  is  still  fresh.  The  Greek  ephebosy  before 
whom  Aristx)phanes  pleads  the  cause  of  the  just  and  the 
unjust,  ran,  wrestled,  and  swam  long  enough  to  secure  that 
superb  chest  and  those  supple  muscles ;  and  he  had  still 
enough  of  primitive  simplicity,  and  was  sufficiently  exempt 
from  the  curiosity  disputes  and  subtleties,  then  beginning 
to  be  introduced,  to  possess  those  tranquil  features.  This 
tranquillity  is  so  great,  that  at  the  first  glance  it  might  be 
taken  for  a  moody  and  somewhat  melancholy  air.  Setting 
aside  the  Venus  of  Milo  and  the  statues  of  the  Parthenon, 
I  know  of  nothing  comparable  to  it. 

The  Apollo  Belvedere  belongs  to  a  more  recent  and  a  less 
simple  age.  Whatever  its  merit  may  be,  it  has  the  de- 
fect of  being  a  little  too  elegant ;  it  might  well  please 
Winckelmann  and  the  critics  of  the  eighteenth  century. 
His  plaited  locks  fall  behind  the  ear  in  the  most  charming 
manner,  and  are  gathered  above  the  brow  in  a  kind  of 
diadem,  as  if  arranged  by  a  woman  ;  the  attitude  reminds 
one  of  a  young  lord  repelling  somebody  that  troubled  him. 
This  Apollo  certainly  displays  savoir-vivrcy  also  conscious- 
ness of  his  rank — I  am  sure  he  has  a  crowd  of  domestics. 

Neither  is  the  Laocoon  of  very  ancient  date ;  it  is  my 
belief  that  if  these  two  statues  have  obtained  more  admi- 
ration than  others,  it  is  because  they  approach  nearer  to 
the  taste  of  modem  times.  This  work  is  a  compromise 
between  two  styles  and  two  epochs,  similar  to  one  of  Euri- 
pides' tragedies.  The  gravity  and  elevation  of  the  early 
style  still  subsists  in  the  symmetrical  form  of  the  two  sons 
and  in  the  noble  head  of  the  father,  who,  his  strength  and 

*  InfaDs  pudor. 
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courage  both  gone,  contracts  his  brow,  bnt  utters  no  cry 
of  pain;  while  the  later  art,  sentimental,  and  aiming  at 
expression,  shows  itself  in  the  terrible  and  affecting 
nature  of  the  subject,  in  the  frightful  reality  of  the  writh- 
ing forms  of  the  serpents,  in  the  touching  weakness  of  the 
poor  boy  that  dies  instantly,  in  the  finish  of  the  muscles 
of  the  back  and  the  foot,  in  the  painful  swelling  of  the 
veins,  and  in  the  minute  anatomy  of  suffering  generally. 
Aristophanes  would  say  of  this  group,  as  he  said  of  tho 
Hippolytus  or  Iphigenia  of  Euripides,  that  it  makes  us 
weep  and  does  not  fortify  us ;  instead  of  changing  women 
into  men,  it  transforms  men  into  women. 

If  the  footsteps  of  visitors  did  not  disturb  the  tranquil- 
lity of  these  halls,  one. might  pass  the  entire  day  in  them 
nnconscious  of  the  flPght  of  time.  Each  divinity,  each  hero 
here,  has  his  own  oratory,  surrounded  by  inferior  statues  ; 
the  four  oratories  constitute  the  corners  of  an  octagonal 
court,  around  which  runs  a  portico.  Basins  of  basalt  and 
of  granite,  and  sarcophagi  covered  with  figures,  stand  at 
intervals  on  the  marble  pavement ;  alone,  one  fountain 
flows  and  murmurs  in  this  sanctuary  of  ideal  form  and 
motionless  stones.  A  large  balcony  opens  out  on  the  city 
and  campagna ;  from  this  you  obtain  a  fine  view  of  the 
immense  expanse  below,  with  its  gardens,  villas,  domes, 
the  beautiful  broad  tops  of  the  Italian  pine  rising  one 
above  another  in  the  limpid  atmosphere,  rows  of  dark 
cypress  relieving  on  bright  architectural  surfaces,  and,  on 
the  horizon  a  long  chain  of  rugged  mountains  and  snow 
jjeaks  penetrating  the  azure  above. 

I  returned  on  foot  behind  the  Castle  of  St  Angelo,  on 
the  right  bank  of  the  Tiber.  A  greater  contrast  you 
could  not  imagine.  The  bank  consists  of  a  long  crumbling 
sandbank,  bordered  with  thorny,  neglected  hedges ,  facing 
these,  on  the  other  side,  is  a  range  of  crazy  old  tenements, 
wretched  time-worn  barracks,  stained  with  infiltrations 
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of  water  and  the  contact  of  human  vermin,  some 
plunging  their  corroded  foundations  into  the  stream,  and 
others  with  a  small  court  between  them  filled  with 
ordure  and  garbage.  You  cannot  imagine  the  condition  of 
walls  exposed  for  a  hundred  years  to  the  inclemencies  of 
the  weather  and  the  abuses  of  their  occupants.  Such 
a  bordering  as  this  resembles  the  tattered  skirts  of  a 
sorceress's  garb,  or  some  other  ragged  and  infected 
garment.  The  Tiber  rolls  along,  yellow  and  slimy, 
between  a  desert  and  a  mass  of  corruption. 

Picturesqueness,  however,  and  something  of  interest  is 
never  wanting.  Here  and  there  a  ruin  of  an  old  tower 
plunges  perpendicularly  into  the  waves ;  a  square  under  a 
church  shows  its  stairways  sloping  into  the  water,  with 
boats  moored  to  them.  You  are  r&ninded  of  the  old 
engravings  exposed  for  sale  on  our  quays,  half-obliterated 
by  rain,  and  torn  and  rumpled,  but  representing  some 
grand  bit  of  masonry  or  landscape  just  visible  in  a 
•pace  lying  between  a  hole  and  two  spots  of  mud* 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  PANTHEON,  AND  THE  BATHS  OF  CARACALUL 

One  mlglit  remain  here  three  or  four  years,  and  stfll  be 
always  learning.  It  is  the  greatest  museum  in  the  world ; 
all  centuries  have  contributed  something  to  it, — ^what  can 
one  see  of  it  in  a  month  ?  A  man  with  time  to  study, 
and  who  knew  how  to  observe,  would  obtain  here  in  a 
column,  a  tomb,  a  triumphal  arch,  an  aqueduct,  and  espe- 
cially in  this  palace  of  the  Caesars,  now  being  disinterred, 
the  means  for  recomposing  imperial  Rome.  I  visit  three 
or  four  ruins,  and  try  to  trace  out  the  meaning  of  these 
framnents. 

The  Pantheon  of  Agrippa  is  situated  on  a  dirty  and 
quaint  old  square,  a  station  for  miserable  cabs,  with  their 
drivers  ever  on  the  look-out  for  strangers.  The  refuse 
of  vegetable  stalls  is  strewed  about  on  the  black  pavement, 
and  troops  of  peasants  in  long  gaiters  and  in  sheepskins 
stand  there  motionless,  watching  you  with  their  brilliant 
black  eyes.  The  poor  temple  itself  has  suffered  all  that 
an  edifice  can  suffer ;  modem  structures  have  been  plas- 
tered against  its  back  and  sides,  and  it  is  flanked  with  two 
ridiculous  steeples;  it  has  been  robbed  of  its  bronze 
beams  and  nails  in  order  to  make  the  columns  of  the 
baldichino  of  St.  Peter's ;  and  for  a  long  time  rickety 
hovels  so  incrusted  and  surrounded  its  columns  as  to 
obstruct  its  portico,  while  the  soil. so  encumbered  the 
entrance,  that  one  had  to  ascend  instead  of  descend,  in 
order  to  reach  its  interior.     Even  as  it  is  to-day,  in  pood 
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repair^  its  begrimed  surface^  its  fissures  and  mutilations, 
and  the  half-effaced  inscription  of  its  architrave^  give  it  a 
maimed  and  invalid  appearance.  In  spite  of  all  this,  its 
entrance  is  grand  and  imposing;  the  eight  enormous 
Corinthian  columns  of  the  portico,  the  massive  pilasters, 
80  commanding,  the  cross-pieces  of  the  entablature,  and 
the  bronze  doors,  all  declare  a  magnificence  characteristio 
of  a  nation  of  conqueroi's  and  rulers.  Our  Pantheon 
compared  with  this  seems  mean ;  and  when,  after  a  half- 
hour's  contemplation  of  it,  you  abstract  its  mouldiness  and 
d^radation,  and  divorce  it  from  its  modem  dilapidated 
surroundings ;  when  the  imagination  pictures  to  itself  the 
white  glittering  edifice  with  its  fresh  marble,  and  the 
subdued  lustre  of  its  bronze  tiles  and  beams,  and  the 
bronze  bas-reliefs  adorning  its  pediment,  as  it  appeared 
in  the  time  of  Agrippa,  when,  after  the  establishment 
of  universal  peace,  he  dedicated  it  to  all  the  gods,  then 
do  you  figure  to  yourself  with  admiration  the  triumph 
of  Augustus  which  this  fete  completed,  a  reconciled  sub- 
missive universe,  the  splendour  of  a  perfected  empire, 
and  you  listen  to  the  solemn  melopceia  of  Virgil's  verses 
celebrating  the  glory  of  this  great  day.  '  Borne  along  in 
a  triple  triumph  within  the  walls  of  Rome,  Augustus  dedi- 
cated to  the  gods  of  Italy  an  immortal  ofiering  of  three  hun- 
dred grand  temples  distributed  throughout  the  city.  The 
streets  shook  with  the  acclamations,  the  games,  and  the 
joy  of  an  entire  people*  In  the  temples  were  choruses  of 
women,  and  at  all  the  altars;  before  the  altars  the 
immolated  buUs  strewed  the  ground.  He  himself,  seated 
OQ  the  marble  threshold  of  bright  Phoebus,  passes  in 
review  the  gifts  of  the  people,  and  attaches  them  to  mag- 
nificent columns;  the  vanquished  nations  approach  in 
long  files,  as  diverse  in  arms  and  in  mind  as  in  language : 
Nomades,  Africans  with  pendant  robes,  Leleges,  Cares, 
the  Gelons  armed  with  darts,  the  Morins,  the  most  remote 
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of  men,  the  Dates  indomitable.  The  Euphrates  flows 
placidly,  and  the  Araxus  trembles  under  the  bridge  that 
has  overcome  it* 

You  enter  the  temple  under  the  lofty  cupola  which 
expands  in  every  sense  like  an  interior  firmament ;  the 
light  descends  magnificently  from  the  single  aperture  in 
the  top,  its  vivid  brightness  accompanied  with  cool 
shadows  and  a  transparent  veil  of  floating  particles 
slowly  passing  before  the  curves  of  the  arch.  AH 
around  are  the  chapels  of  the  ancient  gods,  each  between 
columns,  and  ranged  along  the  circular  walls ;  the  vast* 
ncss  of  the  rotunda  diminishes  them,  and,  thus  united  and 
reduced,  they  live  subject  to  the  hospitality  and  majesty 
of  the  Boman  people,  the  sole  divinity  that  subsists 
in  a  conquered  universe.  Such  is  the  impression  this 
architecture  makes  on  you.  It  is  not  simple,  like  a 
Greek  temple,  it  does  not  correspond  to  a  primitive 
sentiment  like  the  Greek  religion;  it  indicates  an  ad« 
vanced  civilisation,  a  studied  art,  a  scientifically  culti- 
vated intelligence.  It  aims  at  grandeur,  and  to  excite 
admiration  and  astonishment ;  it  forms  part  of  a  system 
of  government,  and  completes  a  spectacle ;  it  is  the  deco- 
ration of  a  fi^te,  which  fSte  is  that  of  the  Roman  empire. 

You  pass  along  the  Forum,  and  by  its  three  triumphal 
arches,  and  the  grand  vaults  of  its  ruined  basilicas,  and 
the  vast  Colosseum.  There  were  three  or  four  besides 
this  one,  the  Circus  Maximus  among  these,  containing  four 
hundred  thousand  spectators.  In  a  naval  battle,  under 
Claudius,  nineteen  thousand  gladiators  fought  in  it;  a 
silver  triton  issuing  from  a  lake  gave  the  signal  with  its 
clarion.  Another  contained  twenty  thousand  persons. 
Musing  over  the  ideas  these  give  birth  to,  you  reach  the 
Baths  of  Caracalla,  the  most  imposing  object  after  tho 
Colosseum  that  one  sees  in  Kome. 

These  colossal  structures  are  so  many  signs  of  thev 
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times.  Imperial  Rome  plundered  the  entire  Mediter- 
ranean basin^  Spain^  Gaul,  and  two-thirds  of  England,  for 
the  benefit  of  a  hundred  thousand  idlers.  She  amused 
them  in  the  Colosseum  with  massacres  of  beasts  and  of 
men ;  in  the  Circus  Maximus  with  combats  of  athletes 
and  with  chariot  races ;  in  the  theatre  of  Marcellus  with 
pantomimes,  plays,  and  the  pageantry  of  arms  and 
costume ;  she  provided  them  with  baths,  to  which  they 
resorted  to  gossip,  to  contemplate  statues,  to  listen  to 
declaimers,  to  keep  themselves  cool  in  the  heats  of 
summer.  All  that  had  been  then  invented  of  the  con- 
venient, agreeable,  and  beautiful,  all  that  could  be 
collected  in  the  world  that  was  curious  and  magnificent, 
was  for  them ;  the  Caesars  fed  them  and  diverted  them, 
seeking  only  to  afford  them  gi*atification,  and  to  obtain 
their  acclamations.  A  Roman  of  the  middle  classes 
might  well  regard  his  emperors  as  so  many  public 
purveyors  (procuratorei),  administering  his  property,  re- 
lieving him  from  troublesome  cares,  furnishing  him  at 
fair  rates,  or  for  nothing,  with  com,  wine,  and  oil,  giving 
him  sumptuous  meals  and  well-got-up  fetes,  providing 
him  with  pictures,  statues,  pantomimists,  gladiators,  and 
lions,  resuscitating  his  blasi  taste  every  morning  with 
some  surprising  novelty,  and  even  occasionally  converting 
themselves  into  actors,  charioteers,  singers,  and  gladiators 
for  his  especial  delight.  In  order  to  lodge  this  group  of 
amateurs  in  a  way  suitable  to  its  regal  pretensions, 
architecture  invented  original  and  grand  forms.  Vast 
structures  always  indicate  some  corresponding  excess, 
some  immoderate  concentration  and  accumulation  of  the 
labour  of  humanity.  Look  at  the  Gothic  cathedrals,  the 
pyramids  of  Egypt,  Paris  of  the  present  day,  and  the 
docks  of  London  I 

On  reaching  the  end  of  a  long  line  of  narrow  streets, 
white  walls,  and  deserted  gardens,  the  great  ruin  appears. 


136  KOMB. 

There  is  nothing  with  which  to  compare  its  form,  while 
the  line  it  describes  on  the  sky  is  unique.  No  moun- 
tains, no  hills,  no  edifices,  give  any  idea  of  it.  It 
resembles  all  these ;  it  is  a  human  structure,  which  time 
and  events  have  so  deformed  and  transformed,  as  to 
render  a  natural  production.  Rising  upward  in  the 
air,  its  moss-stained  embossed  summit  and  indented  crest 
with  its  wide  crevices,  a  red,  mournful,  decayed  mass^ 
silently  reposes  in  a  shroud  of  clouds. 

You  enter,  and  it  seems  as  if  you  had  never  seen  ajiy- 
tliing  in  the  world  so  grand.  The  Colosseum  itself  is 
no  approach  to  it,  so  much  do  a  multiplicity  and  irre- 
gularity of  ruins  add  to  the  vastness  of  the  vast 
enclosure.  Before  these  heaps  of  red  corroded  masonry^ 
these  round  vaults  spanning  the  air  like  the  arches  of  a 
mighty  bridge  before  these  crumbling  walls,  you  wonder 
whether  an  entire  city  did  not  once  exist  there.  Fre- 
quently an  arch  has  fallen,  and  the  monstrous  mass 
that  sustained  it  still  stands  erect,  exposing  remnants  of 
staircases  and  fragments  of  arcades,  like  so  many  shape- 
less, deformed  houses.  Sometimes  it  is  cleft  in  the 
centre,  and  a  portion  appears  about  to  fall  and  roll  away, 
like  a  huge  rock.  Sections  of  wall  and  pieces  of  tottering 
arches  cling  to  it  and  dart  their  projections  threateningly 
upward  in  the  air.  The  courts  are  strewed  with  various 
fragments,  and  blocks  of  brick  welded  together  by 
the  action  of  time,  like  stones  incrusted  with  the  deposits 
of  the  sea.  Elsewhere  are  arcades  quite  intact,  piled  up 
story  upon  story,  the.  bright  sky  appearing  behind  them, 
and  above,  along  the  dull  red  brickwork,  is  a  verdant 
headdress  of  plants,  waving  and  rustling  in  the  midst  of 
the  ethereal  blue. 

Here  are  mystic  depths,  wherein  the  bedewed  shade 
prolongs  itself  amongst  mysterious  shadows.  Into  these  the 
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ivy  descends,  and  anemones,  fennel,  andmallowsfringe  their 
brinks.  Shafts  of  columns  lie  half-buried  under  climbing 
vines  and  heaps  of  rubbish,  while  luxuriant  clover  carpets 
the  surrounding  slopes.  Small  green  oaks,  with  round 
tops,  innumerable  green  shrubs,  and  myriads  of  gilli- 
flowers  cling  to  the  various  projections,  nestle  in  the 
hollows,  and  deck  its  crests  with  their  yellow  clusters. 
All  these  murmur  in  the  breeze,  and  the  birds  are  singing 
in  the  midst  of  the  imposing  silence. 

Next  you  distinguish  the  Pinacotheca,  as  lofty  as  a 
church  dome,  and  the  great  rotunda,  devoted  to  vapour 
baths,  and  the  enormous  hemicycles,  in  which  the  specta- 
cles were  given.  Imagine  a  club,  like  the  Athenaeum 
of  London,  a  palace  open  to  everybody  ;  this  one  being 
for  the  use  of  a  socie^  which,  besides  supplying  intellec- 
tual wants,  supplied  those  of  the  body ;  not  only  resorting 
to  it  to  read  books  and  the  journals,  to  contemplate  works 
of  art,  to  listen  to  poets  and  philosophers,  to  converse  and 
to  discuss,  but  also  to  swim,  to  bathe,  to  scrub,  to  per- 
spire, and  even  to  run  and  wrestle,  or,  at  all  events,  to 
enjoy  the  performances  of  those  who  did.  In  this  respect 
Kome  was  simply  Athens  enlarged.  The  same  kind  of 
life,  the  same  instincts,  the  same  habits,  the  same  plea- 
sures were  perpetuated ;  the  difference  between  them  was 
only  one  of  proportion  and  of  time.  The  city  had  ex- 
panded so  as  to  contain  masters  by  hundreds  of  thousands, 
and  slaves  by  nullions ;  but  from  Xenophon  to  Marcus 
Aurelius,  there  is  no  change  in  its  gymnastic  or  in  its 
rljetorical  education;  their  taste  is  always  that  of 
athletes  and  orators,  and  in  this  sense  it  was  imperative 
to  cater  for  them ;  it  is  to  naked  bodies,  to  the  dilettanti 
in  style,  and  to  amateurs  of  decoration  and  conversation, 
that  all  this  appeals.  We  no  longer  have  an  idea  of  this 
physical  pagan  existence,  this  idle,  speculative  disposi« 
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tion :  man  in  clothing  himself  and  becoming  Christian  haa 
transformed  himself. 

You  ascend^  I  know  not  how  many  stories^  and^  on  the 
summit^  find  the  pavement  of  the  upper  chambers  to  con- 
sist of  checkered  squares  of  marble ;  owing  to  the  shrubs 
and  plants  that  have  taken  root  amongst  them^  these  are 
disjoined  in  places^  a  fresh  bit  of  mosaic  sometimes  ap- 
pearing intact  on  removing  a  layer  of  earth.  Here  were 
sixteen  hundred  seats  of  polished  marble.  In  the  Baths 
of  Diocletian  there  were  places  for  three  thousand  two 
hundred  bathers.  From  this  elevation^  on  casting  your 
eyes  around,  you  see,  on  the  plain,  lines  of  ancient  aque- 
ducts radiating  in  all  directions  and  losing  themselves  in 
the  distance,  and,  on  the  side  of  Albano,  three  other  vast 
ruins,  masses  of  red  and  black  arcades,  shattered  ai;Ld 
disintegrated  brick  by  brick,  and  corroded  by  time. 

You  descend  and  take  another  glance.  The  hall  of 
the  piscine  is  a  hundred  and  twenty  paces  long ;  that  in 
which  the  bathers  disrobed  is  eighty  feet  in  height ;  the 
whole  is  covered  with  marble,  and  with  such  beautiful 
marble  that  mantel  ornaments  are  now  made  of  its  frag- 
ments. In  the  sixteenth  century  the  Famese  Hercules 
was  discovered  here,  and  the  Torso  and  Venus  Callipygis, 
and  I  know  not  how  many  other  masterpieces ;  and  in  the 
seventeenth  century  hundreds  of  statues.  No  people, 
probably,  will  ever  again  display  the  same  luxurious 
conveniences,  the  same  diversions,  and  especially  the 
same  order  of  beauty,  as  that  which  the  Bomans  dis- 
played in  Bome. 

Here  only  can  you  comprehend  this  assertion — a 
eivilisation  other  than  our  own,  other  and  different,  but  in 
its  kind  as  complete  and  as  elegant.  It  is  another 
animal,  but  equally  perfect,  like  the  mastodon^  previous 
to  the  modem  elephant. 
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In  one  comer,  under  shelter,  a  charming  almond-  tree 
flourished,  as  rosy  and  smiling  in  its  blooming  garb  of 
blossoms  flooded  with  the  sun's  rays,  as  a  young  girl 
decked  for  a  ball,  —a  chance  seedling,  amidst  these  colossal 
walls,  dropped  into  the  corroded  skeleton  of  this  monstrous 
foHsiL 


CHAPTER  V. 

PAINTING — RAPHAEL,     FIRST     EXPERIENCES — DIFFERENCE     BETWEEH 

EASEL     AND     MURAL   PAINTING TRANSFORMATION   OF    THE   HUMAN 

MIND  IN  THE  INTERVAL  BETWEEN  THE  SIXTEENTH  AND 
NINETEENTH  CENTURIES — ^THE  NUDE  OR  DRAPED  FIGURE  T1I£ 
CENTRE   OF   ART   IN  THE   SIXTEENTH  CENTURY. 

Rome,  March  15. — We  will  now  speak  of  your  Raphael; 
as  you  like  honest  impressions^  I  will  give  you  mine  in 
their  order  and  diversity. 

How  many  times  have  we  not  discussed  Raphael 
over  his  original  drawings  and  over  engravings  I 
Here  are  his  greatest  productions.  When  your  im- 
pressions begin  to  shape  themselves  into  ideas,  you 
make  a  list  of  the  places  where  his  pictures  may  be 
found.  You  pass  from  fresco  to  canvass  and  from  gallery 
to  church ;  you  return  to  these  again  and  again,  and  read 
his  life  and  the  lives  of  his  contemporaries  and  masters.  It 
is  a  labour  such  as  you  give  to  a  Petrarch  or  a  Sophocles; 
all  grand  objects  a  little  remote  correspond  to  sentiments 
we  no  longer  possess. 

The  first  aspect  is  singular ; — you  have  just  entered  the 
court  of  the  Vatican ;  you  have  seen  a  pile  of  buildings, 
and,  overhead,  a  series  of  window-sashes  giving  to  the 
edifice  the  appearance  of  a  vast  conservatory.  With  this 
impression  in  your  head,  you  mount  innumerable  steps,  and 
at  the  landing-place  a  polite,  obsequious  ^  Swiss '  pockets 
your  two  pauls  with  a  smile  of  thanks.  You  now  stand 
in  a  spacious  hall  encumbered  with  paintings.  Which 
will  you  look  at  first?  Here  is  the  *  Battle  of  Constantino/ 
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designed  by  Baphael  and  executed  by  Julio  Romano— 
in  brickdust^  I  suppose ;  probably,  too,  it  has  been  wet 
by  the  rain,  and  the  colour  has  disappeared  in  places. 
You  pass  on  through  a  long  glazed  portico,  where  the 
arabesques  of  Raphael  ought  to  be ;  but  you  no  longer 
find  them,  the  faint  traces  of  them  still  existing,  showing 
that  they  were  there  once,  but  likewise  showing  that  the 
walls  have  been  pretty  well  scratched  by  somebody.  You 
throw  your  head  back,  and,  on  the  ceiling,  observe  the 
fifty-two  biblical  subjects  called  the  Loggia  of  Raphael ; 
five  or  six  of  these  remain  entire,  while  the  rest  appear  to 
have  been  brushed  away  with  a  long-handled  broom. 
Besides,  was  it  worth  while,  in  making  masterpieces,  to 
make  them  so  small  and  place  them  so  high,  and  reduce 
them  to  the  service  of  the  panels  of  a  ceiling? 
Evidently,  in  the  architect's  mind  these  were  simply 
accessories,  a  decorative  motive  for  a  promenade :  when 
the  Pope  came  here,  after  dinner,  for  fresh  air,  he  could 
see  at  regular  intervals  a  group  or  a  torso,  if  by  chance 
he  raised  his  head.  You  return  and  make  your  first 
circuit  of  the  four  celebrated  stanze  of  Raphael.  These 
were  the  apartments  of  Julius  II. :  here  the  Pope  trans* 
acted  business,  and  in  one  of  them  signed  his  briefs.  The 
painter  here  is  secondary ;  the  apartment  was  not  made  for 
his  work,  but  it  for  the  apartment.  *  The  light  is  dim,  and 
half  of  the  frescoes  remain  in  shadow.  The  ceiling  is 
overcharged,  the  subjects  stifle  each  other.  The  colouring 
is  faded  out,  and  cracks  cover  half  of  the  forms  and  heads. 
The  faces  are  mottled  with  the  pallid  spots  of  dampness, 
also  the  drapery  and  architecture ;  the  skies  are  no  longer 
brilliant,  but  are  covered  with  the  leprous  stains  of 
mould,  while  the  goddesses  under  the  arch  are  peeling  off. 
And  yet  strangers  with  guide-book  in  hand  comment 
loudly  and  freely,  and  copyists  are  shifting  their  ladders 
about  the  floor.     Imagine,  in  the  midst  of  all  tliis^  the 
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unfortunate  visitor  twisting  his  neck  off  in  manoeuvring 
an  opera-glass  t 

Nineteen  out  of  twenty  of  those  who  .visit  this  place 
must  certainly  be  disenchanted,  and  exclaim,  with  open 
mouth,  '  Is  this  all  ? '  It  is  with  these  frescoes  as  with 
the  mutilated  texts  of  Sophocles  and  Homer;  give  a 
thirteenth-century  manuscript  to  an  ordinary  reader,  and 
do  you  suppose  that  he  can  decipher  it  ?  K  he  is  honest, 
he  will  not  comprehend  your  admiration  of  it,  and  will 
gladly  exchange  it  for  one  of  Dickens's  romances,  or  a  lied 
by  Heine.  I,  too,  comprehend  that  I  do  not  compre- 
hend, and  that  two  or  three  visits  must  be  made  to  enable 
me  to  make  the  necessary  abstractions  and  restorations. 
Meanwhile,  I  am  going  to  say  what  strikes  me  disagreeably, 
and  that  is  that  all  these  figures  pose. 

I  have  just  been  into  the  upper  story  to  see  the 
celebrated  '  Transfiguration, '  which  is  pronounced  the 
great  masterpiece  of  art.  Is  there  in  the  world  a 
more  mystical  subject  than  this  for  a  picture  ?  Heaven 
itself  opening,  beatified  beings  appearing,  forms  of  fiesh 
and  blood  freed  from  gross  terrestrial  conditions  and 
ascending  into  glory  and  splendour ;  the  delirium  and 
sublimity  of  ecstacy,  a  veritable  miracle,  a  vision  like  that 
of  Dante  when  he  rose  into  Paradise  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  -the  beaming  orbs  of  Beatrice  I  The  appari- 
tion of  angels  in  Rembrandt's  picture  came  into  my  mind, 
that  rose  of  mysterious  figures  flashing  out  suddenly 
in  the  black  night,  terrifying  the  flocks  and  proclaiming 
to  the  shepherds  that  a  Saviour  was  bom.  The  Hollander 
in  his  misty  atmosphere  felt  these  evangelical  terrors 
and  these  raptures ;  he  saWi  and  he  thrilled  to  the  centre 
of  his  being  with  the  poignant  sentiment  of  life  and  of 
truth ;  things,  in  fine,  occurred  as  he  shows  them  to  us ; 
before  his  picture  we  believe  because  we  witness  the 
occurrence.     Is  Baphael  a  believer  in  his  mirade  ?    He 
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believes^  first  of  all,  that  he  must  select  and  compose  his 
attitudes.  That  handsome  young  woman  on  her  knees 
thinks  how  she  shall  hold  her  arms;  the  three  salient 
muscles  of  the  left  arm  form  an  agreeable  line ;  the  fall 
of  the  loins  and  the  tension  of  the  entire  frame  from  the 
back  to  the  heel  form  precisely  the  pose  that  would  be 
ananged  in  a  studio.  The  figure  with  a  book  thinks  how 
he  shall  show  a  well-drawn  foot ;  another  lifting  an  arm, 
and  that  next  him,  holding  the  possessed  child,  gesticulate 
like  actors.  And  what  of  those  apostles  who  allow  them* 
selves  to  fall  into  such  a  symmetrical  group  ?  Moses  and 
Elms  in  glory,  on  either  side  of  Christ,  are  swimmers 
*  striking  out.'  Christ  himself,  with  his  feet  so  nicely 
drawn,  the  large  toes  separated  from  the  others,  is  simply 
a  fine  figure ;  his  insteps  and  elbows  are  of  more  conse- 
quence to  him  than  his  divinity. 

This  is  not  impotence  but  system,  or  rather  instinct,  for 
at  that  time  there  was  no  such  thing  as  system.  I  have 
before  my  eyes  a  celebrated  engraving  of  the  *  Massacre 
of  the  Innocents.'  I  am  confident  that  his  innocents  are 
in  no  danger.  The  tall  fellow  on  the  left,  displaying  his 
pectoral  muscles,  and  that  in  the  centre  who  exposes  the 
hollow  of  his  spine,  are  not  going  to  kill  the  little  creatures 
they  grasp.  My  good  fellows,  you  are  healthy  and  good- 
looking,  and  know  how  to  display  your  muscles,  but 
you  are  not  up  to  your  profession !  What  poor  execu- 
tioners you  are  for  a  king  like  Herod!  As  for  the 
mothers,  they  do  not  love  their  offspring ;  they  are  tran- 
quilly making  their  escape ;  if  they  make  any  noise 
they  dp  it  moderately,  lest  they  should  disturb  the  har- 
mony of  their  attitudes ;  both  mothers  and  executioners 
form  an  assembly  of  QBhafiguraTds,  framed  in  by  a  bridge 
extending  between  two  buildings.  The  same  thing 
struck  me  at  Hampton  Court  in  the  famous  cartoons ; 
tiie  Apostles  convicting  Ananias  advance  to  the  edge  of 
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the  platform^  as  a  chorus  of  opera-singers  advance  up  to 
the  footlights  in  the  fifth  act. 

On  descending,  you  place  yourself  again  before  the 
frescoes  of  the  stanze^  for  instance,  before  the  *  Conflagra- 
tion of  Borgo.'  What  a  poor  conflagratioli,  and  how  little  in 
it  of  the  terrible  I  Fourteen  figures  kneeling  on  a  stair- 
case constitute  a  crowd ;  there  is  no  danger  of  these  people 
crushing  each  other,  for  their  motions  show  that  they  are 
in  no  haste.  In  fact,  the  fire  is  not  burning ;  how  could  it 
burn  without  wood  to  consume,  stifled  as  it  is  by  stone 
architecture  ?  There  is  no  conflagration  here — only  two 
f  ows  of  columns,  broad  steps,  a  palace  in  the  background, 
and  groups  spread  here  and  there  similar  to  the  peasants, 
who  at  this  moment  are  lying  or  seated  on  the  steps  of 
St  Peter's.  The  principal  figure  is  a  well-fed  young 
man  suspended  by  his  two  arms,  and  who  finds  time  to 
practise  gymnastics.  A  father,  on  tiptoe,  receives  an 
infant,  which  its  mother  hands  to  him  from  the  top  of  a 
wall, — they  are  about  as  uneasy  as  if  they  were  handling 
a  basket  of  vegetables. '  A  man  carries  off  his  father  on 
his  shoulders ;  his  naked  son  is  by  his  side,  and  the  wife 
follows, —  antique  sculpture,  JEneas  bearing  Anchises, 
with  Ascanias  and  Creusa.  Two  females  carry  vases 
and  are  shrieking, — the  caryatides  of  a  Greek  temple 
would  display  the  same  action.  I  can  only  regard  this 
work  as  a  painted  bas-relief,  and  a  complement  to  the 
architecture. 

Engrossed  by  this  idea,  dwelling  on  it,  or  rathet 
allowing  it  to  develop  itself,  it  bears  fruit.  Why,  indeed, 
should  not  frescoes  be  a  complement  of  architecture  ?  Is 
it  not  a  mistake  to  consider  them  wholly  by  themselves  ? 
We  must  place  ourselves  at  the  same  point  of  view  as  the 
painter  in  order  to  enter  into  his  ideas  ;  and  certainly  such 
was  the  point  of  view  of  Raphael.  The  *  Conflagratior 
of  Borgo '  is  comprehended  within  the  space  of  an  orna- 
mental arc  which  had  to  be  filled  up.      The  '  Pamasus ' 
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and  *  the  DeKverance  of  St.  Peter '  surmount^  one  a  door 
and  the  other  a  window^  and  their  position  imposes  upon 
them  their  shape.  These  paintings  are  not  appended  to 
but  form  a  portion  of  the  edifice^  and  cover  it  as  a  skin 
covers  the  body.  Why,  then,  belonging  to  the  edifice 
should  they  not  be  architectural?  There  is  an  innate 
logic  in  all  these  great  works ;  it  is  for  me  to  forget  my 
modern  education  in  order  to  arrive  at  its  meaning* 

At  the  present  day  we  view  pictures  in  exhibitions,  and 
each  picture  exists  for  itself;  in  the  artist's  mind  it  is  a 
complete  thing  and  stands  apart,  and,  as  far  as  he  is  con- 
cerned, it  may  be  hung  anywhere.  The  painter  has 
abstracted  from  nature  or  from  history  a  landscape  or  a 
scene,  the  interest  of  which  to  him  is  his  chief  object ;  in 
this  respect  he  acts  like  a  novelist  or  a  dramatist;  he 
maintains  a  dialogue  with  us  by  ourselves.  He  is  bound  to 
be  veracious  and  dramatic  ;  if  he  shows  us  a  battle  let  it 
be  the  *  Bamcades '  of  Delacroix ;  if  a  Christ  consoling 
the  poor  in  heart,  let  it  be  the  divine  Christ  of  the  weak 
and  suffering  by  Kembrandt,  with  its  mellow  halo  and 
mournful  reflections  vanishing  in  misty  obscurity.  But 
in  decorative  art  the  motive  is  quite  different,  and  the 
picture  changes  with  the  motive.  Here  is  the  arc  of  a 
window  with  a  simple^  grave  curve ;  the  line  is  a  noble 
one,  and  a  border  of  ornamentation  accompanies  its 
beautiful  sweep.  The  two  sides,  however,  and  the  space 
above  remain  empty,  and  are  to  be  filled,  and  they  can  be 
filled  only  with  figures  as  ample  and  as  grave  as  the 
architecture  ;  personages  abandoned  to  the  fury  of  human 
passion  would  be  incongruous;  the  license  of  natural 
groupings  cannot  be  imitated  here.  It  is  necessary  to 
compose  and  arrange  the  figures  according  to  the  height  of 
the  panel,  some  either  stooping  or  infantile  introduced  at 
the  top  of  the  arc,  and  others  erect  or  adult,  along  its  sides. 
The  composition  is  not  isolated;  it  is  the  complement  of 
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the  -window,  and  proceeds,  Kke  the  entire  palace,  from 
a  unique  idea.  A  Tast  royal  edifice  is  naturally  grand 
and  calm,  and  it  imposes  its  grandeur  and  calmness  on  its 
decoration,  that  is  to  say,  on  its  paintings. 

But  especially  must  it  be  kept  in  mind  that  the  spec- 
tator of  that  day  was  not  the  spectator  of  our  day.  For 
the  pas'*  three  hundred  years  our  brains  have  been  em- 
ployed on  reasonings  and  on  moral  distinctions ;  we  have 
become  critics  and  observers  of  internal  phenomena.  Shut 
up  in  our  apartments,  incased  in  our  black  coats,  and  well 
protected  by  a  police,  we  have  neglected  corporeal  life  and 
bodily  exercise ;  we  conform  to  the  drawing-room  standard, 
and  seek  pleasure  in  conversation  and  in  the  cultivation 
of  our  intellects ;  we  study  niceties  of  social  intercourse 
and  peculiarities  of  character ;  we  read  and  comment  on  his- 
torians and  novelists  by  hundreds ;  we  have  loafled  our- 
selves down  with  literature.  The  human  mind  is  barren 
of  imagery  and  overflowing  with  ideas ;  what  it  compre- 
hends, and  what  affects  it  at  present  in  ])ainting,  is  the 
human  tragedy  or  the  real  life  of  which  it  obtains  glimpses 
in  the  world  of  society  or  among  rural  scenes,  as  in  the 
'Larmoyeur'  of  Ary  Scheffer,  the  *  Mare  au  Soleil'  of 
Decamps,  and  *  L'Eveque  de  Liege,'  by  Delacroix.  In 
these  we  find  as  in  a  poem  the  confessions  of  an  impas- 
sioned soul,  a  sort  of  judgment  on  human  life;  what  we 
seek  through  the  medium  of  colour  and  form  is  sentiments. 
In  those  days  they  sought  for  nothing  of  the  kind.  The 
current  of  actual  life,  which  interests  us  in  inward  emotion 
and  in  its  outward  expression,  interested  theni  in  the  nudo 
figure  and  in  the  movements  of  the  animal  form.  We 
have  only  to  read  Cellini,  the  correspondence  of  Aretino, 
and  the  historians  of  that  era,  in  order  to  see  how  corporeal 
and  perilous  life  was ;  how  man  took  justice  in  his  own 
hands,  how  he  was  assaulted  on  his  promenades  and  on 
his  journeys,  how  he  was  forced  to  keep  his  hand  con« 
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stantly  on  his  sword  or  arqnebuss^  and  never  to  leave  his 
house  without  a  giacco  or  poignard.  The  great  assassinated 
each  other  with  impunity,  and  even  in  their  palaces  shared 
with  the  vulgar  the  coarsest  of  manners.  Pope  Julius, 
one  day  irritated  at  Michael  Angelo,  thrashed  one  of  his 
prelates  because  he  attempted  to  interfere.  Who  of  the 
present  day  comprehends  the  action  of  a  muscle  except  a 
surgeon  or  an  artist?  Then  everybody  did;  not  only 
lords  but  louts,  the  man  of  rank  as  well  as  the  most  in- 
Bignificant  rustic.  The  practice  of  interchanging  blows 
with  sword  and  fist,  of  jumping,  of  playing  at  tennis,  and 
of  tilting,  and  the  necessity  of  being  strong  and  agile, 
abundantly  supplied  the  imagination  with  every  variety  of 
form  and  attitude.  A  little  nude  cupid  viewed  from  the 
soles  of  his  feet  and  darting  off  with  his  caduceus,  or  a 
vigorous  youth  throwing  himself  back  upon  his  haunches, 
awoke  ideas  as  familiar  then  as  nowadays  any  intriguer  or 
financier  or  woman  of  the  world  portrayed  by  Balzac. 
On  seeing  them  the  spectator  imitated  their  action  sympa- 
thetically, for  it  is  sympathy,  or  involuntary  semi-imitation, 
which  renders  the  work  of  art  possible ;  without  this  it  is 
not  understood,  not  bom.  The  public  must  imagine  the 
object  without  an  effort;  it  must  figure  to  itself  in- 
stantaneously its  antecedents,  accompaniments,  and  con- 
sequences. Always  when  an  art  predominates  the  con- 
temporary mind  contains  its  essential  elements ;  whether, 
as  in  the  arts  of  poetry  and  music,  these  consist  of  ideas  or 
of  sentiments ;  or,  as  in  sculpture  and  painting,  they  consist 
of  colours  or  of  forms.  Everywhere  art  and  intelligence 
encounter  each  other,  and  this  is  why  the  first  expresses 
the  second  and  the  second  produces  the  first  Hence  it 
we  find  in  the  Italy  of  that  period  a  revival  of  pagan  art 
it  is  because  there  was  a  revival  of  pagan  manners  and 
morals.  Caisar  Borgia,  on  capturing  a  certain  town  in  the 
kingdom  of  Naples,  reserved  to  himself  forty  of  its  most 
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beautiful  women,  Burchard,  the  pope's  eameriere,  de- 
scribes certain  fStes  somewhat  like  those  given  in  the 
time  of  Cato  in  the  theatres  of  £ome.  With  the  senti- 
ment of  the  nude^  with  the  exercise  of  the  muscles  and 
the  expansion  of  physical  activity,  the  love  of  and  worship 
of  the  human  form  appeared  a  second  time. 

All  Italian  art  turns  upon  this  idea,  namely,  the  resus- 
citation of  the  naked  figure ;  the  rest  is  simply  preparation, 
development,  variety,  alteration,  or  decline.  Some,  like  the 
Venetians,  display  its  grandeur  and  freedom  of  movement, 
its  magnificence  and  voluptuousness ;  others,  like  Coreg- 
gio,  its  exquisite  sweetness  and  grace ,  others,  like  the 
Bolognese,  its  dramatic  interest;  others,  like  Caravaggio, 
its  coarse  striking  reality,  all  in  short,  caring  for  nothing 
beyond  the  truthfulness,  grace,  action,  voluptuousness  and 
magnificence  of  a  fine  form,  naked  or  draped,  raising  an 
arm  or  a  leg*  If  groups  exist  it  is  to  complete  this  idea^ 
to  oppose  one  form  to  another,  to  balance  one  sensation  by 
a  similar  one.  When  landscape  comes  it  simply  serves 
as  a  background  and  accessory,  and  is  as  subordinate  as 
moral  expression  on  the  countenance  or  historical  accuracy 
in  the  subject.  The  question  is,  do  you  feel  interested  in 
expanded  muscles  moving  a  shoulder  and  throwing  back 
the  body  bow-like  on  the  opposite  thigh  ?  It  is  within  this 
limited  circle  that  the  imagination  of  the  great  artists  of 
that  day  wrought,  and  in  the  centre  of  it  you  find  RaphaeL 

This  becomes  still  more  apparent  on  reading  their  Uvea 
by  y asarL  The  artists  of  that  period  are  mechanics  and 
manufacturers  employing  apprentices.  A  pupil  does  not 
pass  through  college  and  fill  his  mind  with  literature  and 
general  ideas,  but  goes  at  once  into  a  studio  and  works. 
Some  character,  naked  or  draped,  is  the  form  into  which  all 
his  sentiments  are  cast.  KaphaePs  education  was  like  that 
of  other  artists.  Yasari  cites  his  yoiithful  performances, 
which  are  nothing  but  Madonnas,  always  Madonnas. 
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His  master  Perngino^  was  a  saint  manufacturer ;  he  might 
have  displayed  this  title  on  a  signboard.  Even  his  own 
saints  are  plain  altar  saints^  poorly  emancipated  from  the 
consecrated  pose:  they  display  but  little  animation^  and 
when  in  groups  of  three  or  four  each  appears  as  if  alone. 
They  are  objects  of  devotion  quite  as  much  as  works  of 
art;  people  kneel  before  them  and  implore  their  favour; 
they  are  not  yet  exclusively  painted  to  please  the  eye. 
Baphael  is  to  pass  years  in  this  school^  studying  the 
position  of  an  arm^  the  folds  of  stuffs  of  gold^  and  a 
tranquil  meditative  countenance,  before  he  goes  to 
Florence  to  contemplate  forms  of  greater  amplitude  and 
greater  freedom  of  action.  Such  a  culture  as  this  is  to 
concentrate  all  his  faculties  on  one  point ;  all  the  vague 
aspirations,  all  the  sublime  and  touching  reveries  which 
occupy  the  leisure  hours  of  a  man  of  genius,  are  to  run  in 
the  direction  of  contour  and  action;  he  is  to  think 
through  forms  as  we  think  through  phrases. 


CHAPTER  VI 

BAPHAEL. 

Raphael  led  a  singularly  noble^  happy  life,  and  this  rare 
order  of  happiness  is  perceptible  in  all  his  works*  The 
ordinary  trials  of  artists^  their  wasted  hopes  and  the  pangs 
of  wounded  pride,  were  unknown  to  him.  He  was 
not  a  victim  to  poverty,  humiliation,  or  neglect.  At  the 
age  of  twenty-five  he  found  himself  without  an  effort  first 
among  the  artists  of  his  time ;  his  uncle  Bramante  spared, 
him  all  intrigue  and  all  solicitation.  On  seeing  his  first 
fresco  the  Pope  caused  others  to  be  effaced,  and  ordered 
that  the  entire  decoration  of  his  apartments  should  be  en* 
trusted  to  his  hand«  But  one  rival  was  opposed  to  him. 
Michael  Angelo,  whom  so  far  from  envying  Raphael 
honoured  with  as  much  of  admiration  as  respect  His 
letters  indicate  the  modesty  and  serenity  of  his  nature. 
He  was  exceedingly  amiable  and  exceedingly  beloved; 
the  great  protected  and  welcomed  him,  and  his  pupils 
formed  around  him  a  concourse  of  admirers  and  comrades. 
He  had  not  to  contend  with  man  nor  with  his  own  heart. 
Love  does  not  seem  to  have  ruffled  his  spirit,  this  passion 
in  him  never  being  accompanied  with  either  sorrow  or 
torment.  Unlike  most  painters  he  was  not  compelled  to 
bring  forth  his  conceptions  in  painful  travail,  but  produced 
them  as  a  fine  tree  produces  its  fruit;  the  vitality  of  the  tree 
was  great  and  its  culture  perfect ;  inspiration  flowed  nata« 
ally  and  the  hand  executed  without  difficulty.    Finally^ 
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the  imagery  in  which  he  most  delighted  seemed  ex- 
pressly designed  to  maintain  his  spirit  in  repose.  He  had 
passed  his  early  youth  among  the  Madonnas  of  Perugino, 
pious^  gentle  maidens  of  virgin  innocence  and  infantile 
grace,  but  healthy  and  untouched  by  the  mystic  fever  of 
the  middle  ages.  He  then  contemplated  the  noble  forms 
and  free  spirit  of  antiquity^  the  placid  joyousness  of  that 
extinct  world  the  fragments  of  which  were  but  just  ex- 
humed. At  length  from  these  two  types  he  obtained  an 
ideal  of  his  own,  and  his  mind  wandered  through  a  world 
animated  with  vigorous  impulses,  one  that  expanded 
like  the  antique  city  with  joyousness  and  youthful 
energy,  but  over  which  the  purity,  candour,  and  benefi- 
cence of  a  new  inspiration  spread  an  unknown  charm ;  it 
seemed  to  be  a  garden,  the  plants  of  which,  quickened  by 
pagan  impulse,  produced  half-Christian  flowers  that 
bloomed  with  a  more  diffident  and  a  sweeter  smile. 

I  can  now  examine  his  works,  and  first  the  ^  Madonna  de 
Foligno,'  in  the  Vatican.  You  are  at  once  impressed  with 
the  meek  and  modest  air  of  the  Virgin,  the  timidity  with 
which  she  touches  the  blue  girdle  of  her  infant,  and  the 
charming  effect  of  the  gilded  border  of  her  red  robe.  In  all 
his  early  works,  and  in  almost  all  of  his  Madonnas,  he  has 
preserved  some  souvenir  of  what  he  felt  at  Perugia  and 
at  Assissi,  where  he  was  surrounded  by  simple  traditions  of 
spiritual  love  and  felicity.  The  young  girls  he  paints 
are  youthful  communicants  possessing  still  undeveloped 
souls ;  religion,  in  covering  them  with  her  wings,  has 
retarded  their  growth;  they  are  women  in  form  but 
children  in  thought  To  find  similar  expression  now- 
adays we  must  seek  for  it  in  the  innocent  features  of 
nuns  immured  in  convents  from  infancy,  and  never  brought 
in  contact  with  the  world.  It  is  evident  that  he  studied 
lovingly  and  carefully,  with  all  the  delicate  sentiment  of  a 
fresh  young  heart,  the  refined  curves  of  the  nose«  the  fine 
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modelling  of  small  mouths  and  ears,  and  the  reflections 
of  light  on  soft  auburn  tresses.  An  infant's  blooming 
smile  charmed  bim^  and  a  thigh  like  that  which  so  gently 
presses  against  that  belly.  Only  a  mother  can  appre- 
ciate the  tender  complacency  with  which  the  eye  dwells 
on  beauties  like  these  I  The  painter  is  another  Petrarch, 
musing  over  his  reveries  and  unweariedly  expressing  them. 
Sonnet  after  sonnet>  he  makes  fifty  on  the  same  face,  and 
passes  weeks  in  purifying  verses  in  which  he  deposits  his 
secret  joy.  He  has  no  need  of  action  or  of  noisy  excite- 
ment ;  he  does  not  aim  at  eifect,  and  is  insensible  to  the 
shock  of  surrounding  circumstances.  He  is  not  a  comba- 
tant like  Michael  Angela,  nor  a  voluptuary  like  his  con- 
temporaries^ but  a  charming  dreamer  appearing  just  at  the 
time  when  the  world  knew  how  to  fashion  the  human  form. 
Nowhere  is  this  delicacy  of  feeling  more  apparent  than 
in  the  *  Descent  from  the  Cross'  in  the  Borghese  palace. 
Kaphael  was  twenty-three  years  of  age  when  he  executed 
this  work,  and  approaching  but  not  yet  entered  on  the 
period  in  which  he  painted  his  frescoes.  He  has  already 
got  beyond  the  cold  mannerism  of  Perugino,  and  begun  to 
animate  his  figures,  although  with  a  sort  of  timidity  and 
some  traces  of  stifihess.  On  both  sides  of  the  corpse  are 
groups  balancing  each  other,  three  men  on  the  left,  and 
four  females  on  the  right,  in  attitudes  already  varied  and 
quite  beautiful.  The  freshness  of  creative  power  glows 
in  this  work  like  the  dawn.  Not  that  the  picture  is 
affecting,  as  Vasari  insists;  one  must  go  to  Delacroix 
for  the  despairing  mother  over  a  corpse,  the  veritable 
funereal  bier,  the  deep  grief  of  nature,  the  confused  folds 
of  a  red  mantle  in  tragic  contrast  with  the  lugubrious  tints 
of  a  purple  background.  The  conspicuous  feature  here 
is  a  rich,  blooming  adolescence ;  nothing  can  be  finer  than 
the  noble  young  man  who  bends  backward  in  order  to 
support  the  corpse,  a  sort  of  Greek  epkebos  with  the  red 
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enemide  heightened  in  effect  by  a  bordering  of  gold; 
nothing  more  fascinating  than  the  young  woman  with 
braided  tresses  who^  half-stooping,  extends  her  arms  to 
the  afflicted  mother  in  order  to  sustain  her.  These  figures 
are  virginal  and  gaily  attired  as  if  for  a  fi^te,  and  their  eyes 
beam  with  the  most  winning  gentleness.  Delicate  flowers 
here  and  there  open  their  calyxes,  and  the  horizon  is  crossed 
with  a  few  slender  trees.  A  soul  as  noble  and  graceful  as 
that  of  Mozart  is  here  budding  and  about  to  bloom. 

Prom  this  you  pass  to  his  pagan  works^  and  on  seeing 
his  sketches  you  enter  on  the  field  at  once.  I  have 
examined  them  at  Paris,  Oxford,  and  London*  The 
feeling  of  the  painter  is  here  caught  on  the  wing ;  you 
get  at  the  original  inspiration,  intact,  as  it  existed  in  his 
mind  before  he  had  put  it  into  shape  for  the  public.  His 
inspiration  is  wholly  pagan;  he  appreciates  the  animal 
form  as  the  ancients  did;  not  alone  pure  anatomy  of 
which  he  has  acquired  a  knowledge,  a  lifeless  form  that 
he  has  fixed  in  his  mind,  a  covering  of  drapery  which  he 
is  obliged  to  comprehend  in  order  to  represent  particular 
actions,  but  he  loves  nudity  itself,  the  vigorous  joints  of  a 
thigh,  the  superb  vitality  of  a  muscular  back,  all  that  a 
man  possesses  characteristic  of  the  athelete  and  the  racer. 
I  know  of  nothing  in  the  world  so  beautiful  as  his 
drawing  of  the  ^  Marriage  of  Alexander  and  Boxana,*  a 
photograph  of  which  lies  before  me ;  I  prefer  it  to  the 
fresco  in  the  Borghese  palace,  which  I  have  just 
examined.  The  figures  are  nude,  and  you  might  imagine 
yourself  in  attendance  on  a  Greek  fSte,  so  natural  is  their 
nudity,  and  so  remote  from  every  idea  of  indecency  or 
even  voluptuousness ;  the  simple  joyousness  and  charm- 
ing gaiety  of  youth,  the  healthiness  and  beauty  of  bodies 
developed  in  the  pala&strum,  are  as  prominent  here  as  in 
the  best  days  of  antiquity.  A  little  cupid  drags  a  large 
cuirass,  too  heavy  for  his  infantile  limbs;  two  others 


154  HOME. 

bear  a  lance ;  others  place  one  of  their  comrades  on  a 
buckler,  who  is  pouting  as  they  bear  him  along,  dancing 
and  capering  in  glee  and  gladness.  The  hero  advances 
as  noble  as  the  Apollo  Belvidere,  but  more  virile,  while 
no  words  can  express  the  animated  radiant  smile  of  his 
two  young  associates,  who  are  pointing  to  the  gentle 
Koxana,  seated  and  awaiting  his  coming.  Mingled  grace 
and  goodness,  and  an  air  of  happiness  radiate  from  all 
these  heads ;  the  bodies  move  and  demean  themselves  as 
if  revelling  in  simple  existence.  That  beautiful  young 
girl  is  the  bride  of  early  days ;  neither  she  nor  her  com- 
])anions  need  drapery,  and  it  is  a  mistake  to  give  it  to 
them  in  the  fresco ;  they  may  remain  as  they  are  without 
immodesty ;  like  the  gods  and  heroes  of  ancient  sculptors 
they  are  pure ;  the  free  expansion  of  a  corporeal  being  is 
as  natural  with  them  as  the  blooming  of  ilowers.  The 
goddesses  of  this  adolescent  world,  the  immortal  Hebe, 
and  the  serene  gods  seated  on  luminous  heights  to  which 
neither  the  brutality  of  the  seasons  nor  the  miseries  of 
human  life  can  attain,  may  here  be  recognised  a  second 
time.  They  are  also  present  in  the  *  Judgment  of  Paris,' 
as  engraved  by  Marc-Antoine.  You  might  pass  hours  in 
contemplating  the  torso  of  that  river-god  reposing  amidst 
the  reeds,  those  grave  goddesses  standing  around  the 
shepherd,  those  superb  nymphs  resting  so  nobly  at  the 
base  of  the  rock,  the  magnificent  shoulder  of  the  leaning 
naiad,  and  the  heroic  cavaliers,  who,  aloft  in  the  air,  res- 
train their  fiery  steeds.  It  seems  as  if  eighteen  centuries 
were  suddenly  effaced  from  history,  that  the  middle  ages 
were  simply  a  nightmare,  and  that  after  many  years  of 
gloomy,  barren  legends,  mankind  had  suddenly  awakened 
and  discovered  that  but  a  day  removed  it  from  Sophocles 
and  Phidias. 

I  visited  l^anta  Maria  della  Pace,  with  its  round,  ugly» 
bulging  facade;  you  enter,  however,  through  a  pretty 
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little  cloister  by  Bramante^  in  which  are  two  elegant 
arcades,  serving  as  promenades.  This  church  is  over- 
decorated,  like  all  the  churches  of  Rome ;  on  the  left  is 
the  tomb  of  a  cardinal  of  the  sixteenth  century — a  meagre 
form  reclining  with  his  head  resting  on  his  hand,  in  all 
the  tragic  sublimity  of  death ;  sepulchres  and  gilding,  the 
two  extremes  the  best  calculated  to  excite  the  imaginar 
tion,  are  here  the  dominant  attributes  of  worship.  The 
contrast  is  striking  on  seeing  the  four  Sibyls  of  Raphael 
under  an  arc  in  the  last  chapel  on  the  left.  They  stand, 
sit,  or  recline,  according  as  the  curve  of  the  arch  re- 
quires, while  cherubs,  presenting  them  with  parchment  to 
write  on,  complete  the  group.  Solemn,  tranquil,  elevated 
like  antique  goddesses  above  human  action,  they  are 
truly  superhuman  creations ;  a  calm  gesture  suffices — ^it 
is  a  complete  revelation ;  theirs  is  not  a  diffused  or  transi- 
tory being,  but  one  ever  existing  immutably  in  an  eternal 
present  One  need  not  seek  for  illusion  here>  for  relief; 
such  are  the  apparitions  of  a  vision,  and  only  discernible 
with  closed  eyes  in  moments  of  deep,  silent  emotion* 
This  man  has  put  all  the  no|)leness  of  his  heart,  all  his 
solitary  conceptions  of  sublime  and  tranquil  happiness, 
into  these  forms  and  attitudes,  into  that  fraternal  inteiw 
weaving  of  beautiful  arms,  which,  peacefully  extended, 
seek  each  other,  and  form  that  garland.  If  we  could  at 
any  time  banish  from  oar  minds  the  sad  and  repulsive 
souvenirs  of  life,  and  could  obtain  a  passing  glance 
of  a  group  of  adolescent  women  and  children  like  these, 
we  should  be  happy  and  conceive  of  nothing  beyond. 
One  especially,  standing  and  inclining  backward,  and 
slowly  turning  her  head,  has  a  proud  savage  eye,  showing 
the  peculiar  half-divine,  half-animal  grandeur  of  primitive 
beings.  Behind  her  is  a  wrinkled,  hooded  old  woman, 
but  so  transfigured  that  she  appears  beautiful  like  the 
aged  of  the  Elysian  Fields  of  Virgil.     On  the  other  side 
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sits  a  gentle  young  woman  in  the  flower  of  life,  the  fall 
contour  of  her  face  expressing  the  perfection  of  goodness 
and  tranquillity. 

I  go  back  at  last  to  the  Vatican,  and  all  my  impressions 
change.  I  have  now  placed  myself  at  the  proper  stand- 
point. That  which  appeared  to  me  cold  and  artificial  is 
just  what  pleases  me.  A  germ  exists  of  which  the  rest 
is  simply  development,  and  this  is  a  sound  beautiful 
body,  solidly  and  simply  painted  in  an  attitude  manifest- 
ing the  power  and  perfection  of  its  structure.  This  alone 
we  must  seek  for ;  the  other  elements  of  art  are  subordi- 
nate. A  picture  is  like  a  rhythmical  musical  phrase, 
wherein  each  note  is  pure,  and  which  dramatic  passion 
never  so  far  modifies  as  to  introduce  discords  or  screeching. 
So  regarded,  this  or  that  action,  which  seems  a  studied 
one,  is  like  a  full  and  accurate  chord ;  I  have  to  take  it 
by  itself,  abstracting  both  subject  and  resemblance^  and 
my  eye  enjoys  it  as  the  ear  enjoys  a  rich  harmonious 
strain  of  music. 

This  crowd  of  figures  now  speak,  and  they  only  speak 
too  loudly.  There  are  to©  many  of  them;  one  can  no 
longer  describe.  I  will  merely  mention  those  that  make 
the  strongest  impression  on  me. 

And  first  is  the  Loggia  of  the  Vatican,  and  in  the 
Loggia  the  great  Herculean  form  of  the  Almighty,  who, 
in  a  single  bound  that' fully  displays  his  Umbs,  tra- 
verses the  realm  of  darkness.  Next  the  graceful  form 
of  Eve  plucking  the  apple,  her  charming  head,  and  the 
vigorous  muscles  of  her  youthful  form  as  it  turns  oh  the 
hips, — all  these  figures,  so  powerful  in  their  structure  and 
so  easy  in  action.  Next  the  white  caryatides  of  the 
Hall  of  Heliodorus,  simple  light-grey  figures,  veritable 
goddesses,  sublime  in  their  simplicity  and  grandeur  and 
related  to  the  antique,  but  with  an  air  of  gentleness  and 
sweetness  which  Junes  and  Minervas  do  not  possess; 
exempt  from  thought  like  their  Greek  sisters,  and,  in 
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their  nnruffled  serenity,  occupied  in  turning  a  head 
or  lifting  an  arm.  It  is  with  these  ideal  and  allegorical 
figures  that  Raphael  triumphs; — on  the  ceiling  Fhilo^ 
sophy,  so  grave  and  so  vigorous;  Jurisprudence,  an 
austere  virgin  with  downcast  eyes,  raising  a  sword;  and 
especially  Poesy ;  and  again  the  three  goddesses  seated 
before  Parnassus,  and  who,  half  turning,  form,  with  three 
children,  a  group  worthy  of  ancient  Olympus,  all  being 
incomparable  figures,  and  above  the  standard  of  humanity. 
Like  the  ancients  he  suppresses  the  accidental,  the  fleeting 
expressions  of  human  physiognomy ;  all  those  details  that 
characterise  a  being  tossed  and  tumbled  about  in  life's 
battle.  His  personages  are  emancipated  from  the  laws  of 
nature ;  they  have  experienced  no  trials,  and  are  incapable 
of  becoming  excited ;  their  calm  attitudes  are  the  attitudes 
of  statues.  You  would  not  dare  to  address  them;  you 
are  restrained  by  respect,  a  respect,  nevertheless,  mingled 
with  sympathy,  for  beneath  their  grave  exterior  you 
detect  a  basis  of  goodness  and  feminine  sensibility. 
Raphael  breathed  his  own  spirit  into  them;  and  even 
sometimes,  as  in  the  miAes  of  Parnassus,  many  of  the 
young  women,  and  among  others  she  with  the  naked 
shoulder,  have  a  penetrating  suavity,  and  a  sweetness 
almost  modem.     He  loved  these. 

All  this  is  more  forcibly  displayed  in  the  *  School  of 
Athens.'  Those  groups  on  the  steps,  above  and  around 
the  two  philosophers,  never  did  and  never  could  exist ; 
and  it  is  for  this  very  reason  that  they  are  so  fine.  The 
scene  lies  in  a  superior  world,  one  which  mortal  eyes 
never  beheld,  a  creation  wholly  of  the  artist's  imagina- 
tion. These  figures  belong  to  the  same  family  as  the 
divinities  on  the  ceiling.  You  must  remain  before  them 
full  half  a  day.  Once  realise  that  they  are  walking,  and 
the  scene  strikes  you  as  transcending  all  things  here 
below.  The  youth  in  a  long  white  robe  with  angelio 
features  ascends  the  steps  like  a  meditative  apparition. 
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The  other,  with  curled  locks,  bending  over  the  geometrical 
diagram,  and  his  three  companions  alongside  are  all 
divine.  It  is  like  a  dream  in  the  clouds.  As  with  all 
the  figures  of  an  ecstatic  vision  or  in  reveries,  these  may 
remain  in  the  same  attitudes  indefinitely.  Time  does 
not  pass  away  with  them.  The  old  man  erect  in  a  red 
mantle,  and  the  adjoining  figure  regarding  him,  and  the 
youth  writing  might  thus  continue  for  ever.  All  is  well 
with  them.  Their  being  is  complete ;  they  appear  at  one 
of  those  moments  which  Faust  indicates  when  he  exclaims, 
*  Stand,  ye  are  perfect  I '  Their  repose  is  eternal  happi- 
ness ;  a  certain  condition  of  things  has  been  accomplished 
and  it  must  not  be  disturbed. 

Human  life,  whether  of  the  body  or  of  the  spirit,  is  of 
infinite  and  immense  diversity ;  but  there  are  only  certain 
portions  of  it,  certain  moments,  which  like  a  rose  among 
a  hundred  thousand  others  deserve  to  subsist,  and  these 
are  those  attitudes.  Plenitude  of  force  and  harmony  of 
the  human  structure  are  here  displayed  without  incon- 
gruity or  effort.  This  suffices ;  we  ask  for  nothing  more. 
Two  adult  men  suspended  beneath  a  calm  adolescent  in 
erect  posture  constitute  a  beautiful  form,  and  it  is  pleasant 
to  forget  oneself  before  it.  The  expression  of  the  heads 
is  not  antagonistic;  if  too  pensive,  too  real,  too  brilliantly 
pa;inted,  they  would  suggest  passion  or  emotion ;  in  the 
serenity  they  now  possess,  in  that  sombre  tint,  they  are 
in  harmony  with  the  quiet  architectural  significance  of 
the  postures. 

Of  all  the  artists  I  am  familiar  with  none  so  much 
resemble  Raphael  as  Spenser.  On  first  reading  him 
many  find  Spenser  dull  and  formal ;  nothing  with  him 
seems  real;  aftenvards  one  ascends  with  him  into  the 
light,  and  personages  which  could  not  possibly  exist 
appear  divine. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  FABinSSE  PALACE — THE   MUSEUMS  OF  THE  YATICAV  ASD  THE 
CAPITOL — THE  ACADEMY   OF   ST.    LUKE. 

1  TAKE  a  cab  and  traveree  a  number  of  crooked,  melan- 
choly streets.  I  pass  over  the  Ponte  San-Sisto  and  see 
on  either  side  of  the  river  a  confused  mass  of  hovels  and 
a  long  range  of  dripping  arcades ;  beyond  is  a  cluster  of 
hovels,  all  still  preserving  a  middle-age  aspect.  In  a 
few  moments  I  stand  in  a  Renaissance  palace  before  the 
Psyches  of  Raphael. 

They  form  the  decoration  of  a  large  dining-hall  wain- 
Bcoted  with  marble,  the  ceiling  of  which  is  curved  and 
framed  in  by  a  garland  of  flowers  and  fruits.  .  Above 
each  window  the  garland  expands  in  order  to  make  room 
for  the  vigorous  forms  of  Jupiter,  Venus,  Psyche,  Mer- 
cury, and  the  assembly  of  gods  that  cover  the  entire 
arch.  On  raising  their  eyes  above  the  table  loaded 
with  gold  plate  and  monstrous  fishes  the  convivialists 
eould  contemplate  beautiful  naked  forms  relieving  on  the 
background  of  Olympian  blue,  amongst  voluptuous  gar- 
lands where  feminine  gourds  and  masculine  radishes  re- 
minded them  of  the  broad  humour  of  Aristophanes.  The 
courtesan  Imperia  could  come  here ;  the  guests — parasites 
like  Tamisins,  and  licentious  artists  like  Julio  Romano  and 
Aretino,  also  prelates  and  nobles  nourished  amid  the 
dangers  and  undisguised  sensuality  of  their  age — could 
Bympathetically  gaze  on  this  gay,  grand,  vigorous  art,  on 
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these  rudely-executed  figures,  whose  bricklike  tints  are 
rather  indications  of  their  subjects  than  finished  produc- 
tions. Frequently  a  daub  of  white  and  a  spot  of  black 
make  an  eye ;  the  three  nude  Graces  of  the  banquet  are 
as  muscular  as  so  many  wrestlers ;  several  of  the  gods — 
Hercules,  Pan,  Pluto,  and  a  river-god — are  simply  robusi 
blacksmiths  dashed  on  with  broad  masses  of  colour  as  if 
for  tapestry ;  the  cupids  that  transport  Psyche  have  solid 
bloated  flesh  like  overfed  Qhildren,  There  is  an  exuber- 
ance of  pagan  vigorousness  throughout  this  pamting 
almost  amounting  to  clumsiness.  In  Rome  the  type  is 
rather  one  of  strength  than  of  elegance ;  the  women, 
taking  but  little  exercise,  become  fleshy  and  heavy ;  traces 
of  this  amplitude  appear  in  many  of  Kaphael's  female 
figures — in  his  pulpy  Graces,  in  the  massive  Eve,  and -in 
the  largeness  of  the  torso  of  his  Venus.  The  paganism  to 
which  he  inclined  was  not  of  the  Attic  standard,  and  hia 
pupils  who  executed  the  paintings  in  this  hall  either  half- 
neglected  or  else  exaggerated  his  indications,  like  the 
engraver  who,  in  reproducing  a  picture,  is  indifferent  to 
its  delicacies.  In  order  to  satisfy  oneself  of  this  it  is  only 
necessary  to  compare  together  the  fresco  and  the  original 
design  of  *  Venus  receiving  the  Vase.'  The  figure  a3 
originally  drawn  is  a  virgin  of  primitive  times,  inexpres« 
sibly  sweet  and  innocent;  her  childlike  head,  as  yet 
unvexed  with  thought,  placed  on  a  Herculean  trunk 
carries  the  mind  back  involuntarily  to  the  origin  of  the 
human  family  ;  to  those  days  when  maidens  were  entitled 
*  milkers  of  the  cow ; '  when  simple  athletic  races,  with 
short  swords  And  dogs  driving  lions  to  bay,  descended 
from  their  mountain  fastnesses  to  colonise  the  universe.* 
Even  through  the  translation  of  his  pupils  the  painted 
figure  here,  as  the  fresco  throughout,  is  still  unique ;  ifc 
is  a  new  type,  not  copied  from  the  Greek,  but  proceeding 

*  According  to  Sanscrit  ti-adition. 
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wholly  from  the  painter's  brain  and  his  observation  of  the 
nude  model;  of  remarkable  energy  and  plenitude,  the 
muscle  being  brought  out  not  through  a  forced  imitation 
of  nature^  but  because  it  is  living,  and  the  artist  sym- 
pathetically enjoyed  its  tension.  *  Psyche  borne  through 
the  air  by  Cupids,'  and  *  Venus  entreating  Jupiter,'  are 
of  charming  freshness  and  youthfulness.  And  what 
can  be  said  of  the  two  floral  messengers  with  thoir 
butterfly  wings,  and  of  the  lovely  dancing  Grace  in  the 
banquet  who  arrives,  scarcely  touching  her  foot  to  the 
ground  ?  All  this  sparkles  with  gaiety ;  life's  richest 
flowers  are  gathered  by  handfuls.  In  the  space  along- 
side of  the  grand  goddesses  are  flying  children  ;  a  Cupid 
yoking  a  lion  and  a  sea-horse ;  another  diving  into  the  soft 
waves,  in  which  he  is  going  to  sport  himself;  then  white 
doves,  little  birds,  hippogriffs,  a  sphinx  with  a  dragon's 
body,  and  other  gay  creations  of  an  ideal  imaginative- 
ness. Among  these  phantasies  winds  the  tufted  garland, 
intermingling  the  splendours  of  spring  and  summer, 
pomegranate  and  oak-leaves,  blooming  daisies,  the  pale 
golden  lime,  the  satiny  calyxes  of  the  white  narcissus, 
along  with  the  opulent  rotundity  of  the  gourd  family. 
How  remote  from  his  former  Christian  timidities  1  Be- 
tween the  *  Descent  from  the  Cross '  and  the  Farnesian 
decoration,  the  breath  of  the  spirit  of  the  Renaissance 
passed  over  him  and  developed  all  his  genius  on  the 
side  of  vigour  and  joyousness. 

His  poor  *  Galatea '  in  the  adjoining  apartment  has 
greatly  suffered  through  time.  She  looks  faded  out ;  part 
of  the  design  has  disappeared ;  the  sea  and  the  sky  are 
dull,  and  stained  in  patches.  It  is,  nevertheless,  the 
work  of  Raphael,  as  is  evident  in  the  gentleness  of  Gala- 
tea, in  the  action  of  the  Cupid  displaying  his  limbs  so 
harmoniously,  'and  in  the  originality  of  the  conception  of 
the  sea  gods  and  goddesses.    The  nude  nymph,  clasped  by 
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the  waist,  yields  With  an  expression  of  charming  coquetry ; 
the  hearded  triton  with  his  Roman  nose,  who  clutches 
and  enfolds  her  in  his  nervous  arms,  displays  the  alert- 
ness and  spirit  of  an  animal  god  inhaling  with  the  salt 
air  of  the  sea  huge  drafts  of  force  and  contentment. 
Behind  is  a  female  with  floating  blonde  hair  seated  on 
the  back  of  the  god  that  bears  her  off,  her  arched  back 
bending  with  masterly  elegance.  The  painter  does  not 
abandon  himself  to  his  subject;  he  remains  sober  and 
temperate,  avoiding  all  extremes  of  action  and  expression, 
ever  purifying  his  types  and  composing  his  attitudes. 
This  natural  love  of  proportion  and  those  affectionate 
instincts,  which,  as  with  Mozart,  led  him  to  portray  innate 
goodness,  that  delicacy  of  spirit  and  of  organs  which 
everywhere  made  him  seek  the  noble  and  the  gentle,  all 
that  is  happy,  generous,  and  worthy  of  tenderness,  the  sin- 
gular good  fortune  of  encountering  art  on  its  dividing  line 
between  perfection  and  decUne,  that  unique  advantage  of 
a  twofold  education,  which,  after  showing  him  Christian 
purity  and  innocence,  made  him  sensible  of  the  vigour  and 
joyousness  of  paganism ;  all  these  gifts  and  circumstances 
were  necessary  in  order  to  carry  him  onward  to  the  sum- 
mit. Vasari  justly  says  :  ^  If  one  desires  to  see  clearly 
how  generous,  how  prodigal,  heaven  sometimes  is  in 
accumulating  on  one  person  the  infinite  wealth  of  its 
treasures,  all  those  graces  and  rare  endowments  which  are 
commonly  scattered  among  several  during  a  long  period 
of  time,  let  him  contemplate  Raphael  Sanzio  d'Urbino.* 

The  Musemns^  April  \5. —  There  are  some  days  when 
you  can  take  up  an  idea,  and  follow  it  as  on  a  straight 
road,  and  others  like  those  I  have  just  passed  when  you 
wander  off  right  and  left  among  the  by-roads.  Finding 
myself  near  the  Vatican,  I  again  ascended  to  its  upper 
stories  and  revisited  that  precious  museum.  How  many 
things  a  picture  contains !      The  province  of  painting,  as 
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with  the  other  arts  of  design,  is  to  gather  an  artist's  ideas 
into  one  simultaneous  concentrated  effect.  The  other  art8> 
music  and  poetry,  disperse  the  impression. 

I  again  contemplate  the  charming  '  Christ'  of  Correg- 
gio,  seated  half-naked  on  a  cloudy  smiling  and  surrounded 
by  angels^  the  most  amiable,  rosy,  and  graceful  youth  that 
ever  existed ;  a  *  Doge  '  by  Titian,  in  yellow  robes,  so 
real,  with  such  a  distinct  and  striking  personality,  and  yet 
so  exquisitely  painted,  that  the  smallest  fold  of  his  laboured 
drapery  is  a  luxury  for  the  eye  to  rest  on ;  an  ^  Entomb- 
ment '  by  Caravaggio,  full  of  figures  and  activity,  studied 
from  life, — vigorous  porters  with  varicose  veins,  and  young 
females  bending  over  and  weeping  and  drying  their  tears 
with  all  the  sincerity  of  impressible  youthfulness.  To-day 
that  which  has  impressed  me  most  is  a  '  St.  Catharine' 
by  Murillo,  of  a  strange,  disturbing  attractiveness.  Her 
beauty  is  of  a  dangerous  order ;  her  oblique  glance^  and 
black  downcast  eyes  gleam  with  secret  ardour.  What  a 
contrast  between  this  tint  of  a  southern  flower  and  that 
flame  I  How  impassioned  a  lover,  and  what  a  devotee  I 
In  Raphael's  works^  the  repose  which  sober  colour  gives 
and  a  sculptural  attitude  deprive  the  eyes  of  a  portion 
of  their  vivacity.  Spanish  colour,  on  the  contrary,  is 
quivering ;  the  unconscious  sensuality  of  an  ardent  nature, 
the  sudden  palpitation  of  fugitive  vehement  emotions,  the 
nervous  excitement  of  voluptuousness  and  ecstacy,  the 
force,  the  rage,  of  internal  fires  lurk  in  that  flesh  illumi«* 
nated  by  its  own  intensity,  in  those  ruddy  tints  drowned 
in  those  deep  mysterious  darks. 

The  *  Prodigal  Son,'  on  the  same  side,  is  so  affeqtingly 
suppliant!  The  Spaniard  is  of  another  race  than  the 
Italian ;  he  is  less  well-balanoed,  less  restrained  by  the 
harxaonising  influences  of  beauty ;  he  is  carried  away  by 
internal  commotion,  and  expresses  his  feeling  and  idea^ 
crudely  even  at  the  ss^^rifice  of  form 
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On  contemplating  RaphaePe  *  Madonna  di  Foligno '  a 
.second  time^  I  am  confirmed  in  my  opinion  that  this  art  is 
of  another  age  :  a  modern  must  undergo  some  preparation 
i?i  order  to  comprehend  it.  Which  among  the  ordinary, 
unacquired  sentiments^  will  interest  him  in  the  musclea  of 
those  two  little  nude  angels^  in  that  fold  of  the  stomach 
defining  the  basin  of  the  body,  in  the  torsion  by  which 
the  soft  hip  of  the  infant  Jesus  is  raised  up,  and  the  flesh 
of  the  thigh  pressed  against  the  belly  ?  All  this  appealed 
to  a  man  of  that  time,  and  does  not  appeal  to  one  of  the 
present  day.  Our  eyes  fix  themselves  without  effort  on 
the  charming  humour  of  the  two  children,  on  the  gentleness 
and  modesty  of  the  Virgin,  on  the  timidity  of  her  action,  as 
she  touches  the  blue  girdle  of  the  Infant;  and  if  anything 
besides  these,  and  the  eye  is  sensitive,  on  the  pleasing 
effect  of  the  gilded  border  of  her  red  robe. 

Undoubtedly  the  celebrated  *  Communion  of  St. 
Jerome,'  by  Domenichino,  hanging  opposite,  is  flimsy  in 
comparison ;  his  hand  is  not  so  sure ;  he  is  a  little  of  a 
trickster ;  he  finds  his  compensation  in  architecture,  in 
imitations  of  showy  embroideries,  and  in  a  rich  display 
borrowed  from  the  Venetians.  Reason  satisfies  us  that 
BaphaeFs  style  is  the  better.  She  tells  us,  similarly, 
that  Racine  and  Port-Royal,  Lysias  and  Plato,  write 
better  than  we  write.  But  our  sentiments  do  not  enter 
into  their  mould,  and  we  cannot  disembarrass  ourselves 
of  our  sentiments. 

The  Capitol  Museum, — I  passed  through  the  museum 
hastily  on  my  first  visit,  and  I  was  too  weary.  I 
believe  that  I  have  alluded  to  but  one  picture  there,  the 
*  Rape  of  Europa,'  by  Paul  Veronese. 

The  principal  one  is  an  enormous  picture  of  *  Saint 
P^tronia,'  by  Guercino.  The  body  is  being  taken  out  of 
the  ground  while  the  soul  is  received  into  Paradise.  This 
is  a  composite  work ;  the  artist,  according  to  the  practice 
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of  Achools  not  primitive,  having  assembled  together  three 
or  four  kinds  of  effect.  He  addresses  the  eye  with 
powerful  contrasts  of  light  and  dark,  and  with  the  rich 
draperies  of  the  saint  and  her  betrothed.  He  imitates  so 
literally  as  to  produce  illusion :  the  little  boy  holding  the 
taper  is  of  striking  fidelity — you  have  met  him  somewhere 
in  the  streets ;  the  two  powerful  men  raising  the  body 
have  all  the  vulgarity  and  masculine  energy  of  their  pro* 
fession.  He  is  dramatic :  the  humble  attitude  of  the 
saint  in  heaven  is  charming,  and  the  head  crowned  with 
roses  furnishes  a  contrast  to  the  tragic  heaviness  of  the 
corpse  enveloped  in  its  pale  winding-sheet ;  the  aspect  of 
Christ  is  tender  and  affectionate,  and  not,  as  elsewhere,  a 
simple  form.  The  entire  subject— death,  cold  and  lugu- 
brious, contrasted  with  a  happy  triumphant  resurrection — 
serves  to  arrest  the  attention  of  the  multitude  and  excite 
its  emotion.  Painting  thus  regarded  leaves  its  natural 
limits  and  approaches  literature. 

His  *  Sibyl  Persica,*  imder  her  peculiar  poetic  head- 
dress, is  idready  quite  modem.  She  has  one  of  those 
pensive,  complicated,  indefinable  expressions  which  pleases 
us  so  greatly,  a  spirit  of  infinite  delicacy,  trembling 
with  nervous  sensibility,  and  whose  mysteriou?  fascina- 
tion wiU  never  end 

The  *  Presentation  of  Christ  at  the  Temple,*  by  Fra 
Bartolomeo.  The  contrast  here  is  striking.  Art  and, 
I  may  say,  civilisation  were  completely  transformed 
between  these  two  masters.  Nothing  could  be  nobler, 
simpler,  more  full  of  repose,  and  healthier  than  this  art. 
You  are  the  more  impressed  by  it  after  having  seen  the 
combinations  and  novelties  of  Guercino.  There  are  two 
epochs  in  Italy,  that  of  Ariosto  and  the  Benaissance  and 
that  of  Tasso  and  the  Catholic  Restoration. 

A  *  Magdalen,'  by  Tintoretto,  on  a  heap  of  straw,  dark, 
haggard,  with  hair  dishevelled,  and  profoundly  penitent. 
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She  is  weeping  and  praying.  Through  the  entrance  of  the 
cavern  gleams  the  mournful  crescent  moon;  that  glimpse 
of  the  desert,  with  the  terrors  of  night  above  the  poor 
sobbing  creature,  is  heart-rending.  The  more  one  sees  of 
Tintoretto,  the  more  does  one  find  in  him  on  a  grand 
scale  the  same  temperament  as  Delacroix,  the  same  sen- 
timent of  the  tragic  in  the  real,  the  same  impetuous 
sympathy  excited  by  contact  with  outward  objects,  and 
the  same  talent  for  expressing  the  crudity,  nakedness, 
and  energy  of  truth  and  of  passion. 

Wandering  around  the  Capitol  lately,  I  entered  the 
Academy  of  St.  Luke.  Few  galleries  in  Kome  are  equal 
in  this. 

Here  are  two  large  pictures  by  Guido.  One  represents 
^  Fortune  '  a  naked  goddess,  flying  above  the  earth,  and 
holding  a  diadem  in  her  hand.  The  other  is  the  ^  Kape 
of  Ariadne ; '  the  deep  blue  sea  extends  into  infinity,  and 
a  tall  white  female  stands  on  a  rock,  while  another  ap- 
proaches her  leading  a  handsome  youth,  draped,  and  near 
by  is  a  reclining  female  playing  with  an  infant.  Nothing 
could  be  more  easy  and  elegant.  The  painters  of  this 
age  possessed  all  types,  and  this  one  delighted  in  the 
softer  and  more  agreeable  reminiscences  of  Greek  beauty. 
His  painting,  however,  lacks  substance;  it  is  too  white^ 
and  reminds  you  of  the  platitude  and  conventionality  of 
the  tragedies  of  the  eighteenth  century. 

A  somewhat  dilapidated  fresco  by  Baphael  places  this 
deficiency  in  full  Ught.  It  is  only  a  naked  in&nt,  but  as 
strong,  animated,  and  simple  as  a  Pompeian  antique ;  the 
eyes  are  beaming ;  this  solid  young  figure  shows  the  first 
awakening  of  curiosity  in  the  soul. 

A  small  picture,  scarcely  more  than  a  sketch,  by  Rubens, 
is  a  masterpiece.     Two  nude  women  are  crowning  a  com* 
panion,  whilst  small  white  Cupids  overhead  form  a  garland 
They  are  not  too  fat,  and  their  action  is  so  natural,  so 
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elegant  I  This  term  seems  strange  as  applied  to  Rubens. 
But  nobody  like  him  has  so  appreciated  the  flexibility  of 
the  human  form,  and  so  directly  recorded  his  impressions. 
Life  in  other  artists,  on  compariDg  them  with  him,  seems 
to  be  stagnant.  He  alone  has  comprehended  the  fluid 
softness  of  flesh,  the  instantaneous.  This,  in. fact,  is  the 
nature  of  life ;  it  is  the  jet  of  an  exhaustless  fountain  that 
never  remains  stationary;  in  animated  flesh  the  blood 
rushes  to  and  fro  with  the  velocity  of  a  torrent ;  this  pul- 
sation of  a  substance  in  incessant  motion  is  visible  in  his 
freshness  of  tint  and  in  the  fluidity  of  his  forms.  But  I 
risk  sa3ang  too  much  on  Bubens;  no  works  afford  such  a 
rich  and  inexhaustible  treasury  for  the  observer  of  man. 

On  this  domain  the  Venetians  alon£  approach  him*. 
They  reduce  his  exuberance,  but  they  ennoble  it.  There 
are  Palma  Vecchios  and  Titians  here  whose  voluptuous 
richness  and  superb  flesh  reveal  a  whole  world  beyond 
that  of  Roman  art.  Palma  Yecchio  stands  at  its  en- 
trance ;  his  splendid  vigorous  colour,  like  a  glaring 
ruddy  sunset,  his  powerful  modelling  and  the  magnifi- 
cent torsions  of  his  substantial  figures  announce  a 
primitive  taste,  that  of  farce ;  in  every  school  you  first 
discover  the  simple  and  grave  type ;  only  later  do  they 
refine  and  render  it  seductive. 

Titian  stands  in  the  centre,  equally  strong  on  the  side 
of  sensuality  and  on  that  of  energy.  In  a  beautiful  Italian 
landscape,  fading  away  in  blue  distance,  and  near  a  foun- 
tain whose  waters  are  disbursed  by  a  little  Cupid,  his 
Callisto  has  fallen,  violently  stripped  by  her  nymphs.  No 
mere  prettiness  or  epicureanism  exists  in  this  bold  com- 
position. The  nymphs  do  their  office  brutally,  like  com« 
mon  women  with  vigorous  arms.  One,  especially,  erect 
and  with  a  superb,  almost  masculine,  torso,  is  a  virago 
capable  of  giving  a  man  a  drubbing.  Another,  with  the 
cruel  malice  of  an  experienced  hand,  bends  the  back  of 
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the  poor  culprit,  in  order  the  sooner  to  detect  the  signs 
of  her  misfortune.  But  in  his  other  picture,  *  Vanity, 
naked  on  a  white  bed  with  a  sceptre  and  crown,  a  wav- 
ing and  elegant  figure  so  seductively  soft,  is  the  most 
alluiing  mistress  that  a  patrician  could  deCk  with  his 
purple,  and.  make  use  of  at  evening  to  feed  his  practised 
eyes  with  exquisite  sensuality. — Paul' Veronese  comes 
last.  He  is  a  decorator,  free  of  the  virile  gigantic  lusti- 
ness which  often  carries  Titian  away;  the  most  skilful 
of  all  in  the  art  of  distilling  and  combining  those  pleasures 
which  pure  colour  in  its  contrasts,  gradations,  and  har^ 
monies,  affords  the  eye.  His  picture  represents  a  woman 
occupied  in  arranging  her  hair  before  a  mirror  held  by  a 
little  Cupid*  A  violet  curtain  enlivens  with  its  faded 
tints  the  beautiful  flesh  framed  in  by  white  linen.  A 
small  plaited  border  rests  its  delicate  frill  on  the  amber 
softness  of  the  breast.  The  auburn  hair  is  gathered  in 
ciurls  over  the  brow  on  the  edge  of  the  temples.  You 
see  the  forms  of  the  thigh  and  breasts  beneath  the  che- 
mise. With  that  vague  vinous  blush  on  those  mingled 
faded  darks  of  dead  leaves,  the  entire  flesh,  permeated  with 
inward  light,  palpitates,  and  its  round  pnlpy  forms  seem 
to  be  trembling  as  if  with  a  caress. 

The  picture  the  most  contemplated  is  '  Lucretia  and 
Sextus,'  by  Cagnacci,  an  artist  of  I  know  not  what  epoch, 
but  certainly  a  late  one.  You  may  imagine  its  dramatio 
subject  and  its  treatment  with  a  view  to  dramatic  effect. 
Naked,  on  white  linen  and  red  drapery,  lying  on  her 
back  with  her  head  lower  than  her  bosom,  she  is  strug- 
gling with  and  repelling  the  brea«t  of  the  villain.  This 
charming  delicate  female  form  crushed  down  by  physical 
force  excites  pity.  The  slightest  details  are  affecting; 
in  her  waving  hair  there  are  white  pearls  unloosening 
themselves.  He,  however,  in  his  blue  doublet  striped 
with  gold^  seems  to  be  a  ruffian  of  the  day,  some  assassin 
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Oslo,  and  grand  seignor,  like  him  of  whom  the  trial  of 
Yirginia  de  Leyva  shows  us  the  manly  bearing,  fine 
manners  and  assassinations.  A  slave  awaits  under  a 
large  portico,  holding  his  master's  sword.  Similar  expe- 
ditions were  made  to  the  convent  of  Monza,  near  MiI^tIi 
at  the  beginning  of  the  seventeenth  contuzy. 


CHAPTEK  YIIL 

THE  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS  OF  THE  RENAISSANCE — ^PHYSICAL 
ACTION  AND  PICTURESQUE  POMP — IMAGES  AND  NOT  IDEAS  FILL 
THE   MINDS   OF   THIS   EPOCH. 

The  Sistine  Chapel  and  the  Sixteenth  Century, — Do  you 
remember  our  visit  last  year  to  the  !^cole  des  Beaux- 
Arts  with   Louis   B ,  a  cultivated,  intelligent,  and 

learired  man,  if  there  is  one,  to  see  the  copy  of  Michael 
Angelo's  '  Last  Judgment  *  P  Yawning,  and  diverting 
himself  at  our  expense,  he  declared  that  he  preferred 
the  ^  Last  Judgment '  of  the  English  artifit  Martin.  ^  At 
all  events,*  he  exclaimed,  *  you  have  got  the  scene 
itself,  heaven,  earth,  lightning,  and  the  immense  throng 
of  the  dead  flocking  from  their  graves  by  legions  under 
the  supernatural  light  of  the  last  day  and  night.  Here 
there  is  neither  heaven,  earth,  hell,  nor  abyss ;  nothing  but 
two  or  three  hundred  figures  posing.'  You  replied  that 
Michael  Angelo  did  not  paint  heaven,  earth,  hell,  or 
abyss,  that  he  did  not  regard  infinity  and  supernatural 
light  as  personages,  that  he  was  a  sculptor  with  the 
human  form  as  his  sole  means  of  expression,  that  his  fresco 
must  be  regarded  as  a  sort  of  bas-relief  in  which  the  gran- 
deur and  spirit  of  his  attitudes  replace  the  rest ;  and  that 
if  we  of  the  present  day,  in  this  final  tragedy,  give  promi^ 
nence  to  space,  lightning,  and  an  indistinct  throng  of 
diminutive  figures,  it  was  then  given  to  a  few  colossi 
expressing  the  same  tragic  sentiment  through  draped  and 
difficult  attitudes. 

Whence  comes  this  change?     And  why  should  that 
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age  be  so  much  interested  in  muscles?  It  is  because 
muscles  were  closely  observed.  I  have  reread  the  writers 
of  the  time,  the  details  of  the  education  and  violent 
manners  and  customs  of  the  sixteenth  century ;  if  one 
^wishes  to  understand  an  art,  it  is  important  to  study  the 
spirit  of  the  people  to  which  it  appeals. 

*  I  require,'  says  Castiglione,  in  giving  the  portrait  of 
the  accomplished  gentleman,  'that  our  couilier  be  a 
complete  horseman ;  and,  as  it  is  a  special  merit  of  Italians 
to  govern  the  horse  with  the  bridle,  to  manoBuvre  him  sys- 
tematically—  especially  horses  difficult  of  control — to  run 
with  the  lance,  and  to  joust,  let  him  in  these  matters  be 
an  Italian  among  the  best  In  tourneys  and  passages  at 
arms,  and  in  races  between  barriers,  let  him  be  one  of  the 
good  among  the  best  of  the  French.  In  cudgelling,  bull- 
fighting, casting  darts  and  lances,  let  him  excel  among 
the  Spaniards.  It  is  proper,  moreover,  that  he  should  be 
skilled  in  running  and  in  jumping.  Another  noble  exercise 
ia  tennis.  And  I  do  not  esteem  it  a  slight  merit  to  be  able 
to  leap  a  horse.'  All  these  were  not  simple  precepts 
given  in  conversation  and  in  books,  but  were  in  conformity 
with  conduct  and  customs.  Julian  de  Medici,  assassi* 
nated  by  the  Pazzi,  is  praised  by  his  biographer,  not  only 
for  his  poetic  talent  and  his  tact  as  a  connoisseur,  but 
for  his  skill  in  horsemanship,  in  wrestling,  and  in  throw- 
ing the  javelin.  Caesar  Borgia,  the  noted  politician,  is  as 
accomplished  in  pugilism  as  in  intrigue.  *  He  is  twenty- 
seven  years  of  age,'  says  a  contemporary,  *  handsome  and 
tall,  and  the  pope,  his  father,  holds  him  in  great  fear.  He 
bas  slain  six  savage  bulls  in  contcndinor  against  them 
with  a  pike  on  horseback,  and  cleft  the  head  of  one  of 
these  bulls  at  the  first  blow.'  Italy  at  this  time  fur- 
nishes Europe  with  its  most  skilful  masters  of  arms ;  in 
the  engravings  of  that  day  we  see  the  pupil  naked  with  a 
poniard  in  one  hand  and  a  sword  in  the  other,  preparing 
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himself,  and  rendering  his  muscles  supple  from  head  to 
foot,  like  the  antique  athlete  or  wrestler. 

And  it  is  necessary,  for  public  order  is  badly  main- 
tained.    *0n  the  20th  September,'  says  a  chronicler, 

*  there  was  great  tumult  in  the  city  of  Borne,  and  the 
merchants  closed  their  shops.  Those  who  were  in  their 
fields,  or  in  their  vineyards,  returned  home  in  all  haste, 
and  seized  their  arms,  because  it  was  announced  for  a 
certainty  that  Pope  Innocent  VIII.  was  dead.'  The 
feeble  ties  holding  society  together  were  easily  broken, 
and  people  returned  to  a  savage  state,  each  one  profiting 
by  the  occasion  to  rid  himself  of  his  enemies.  It  must 
not  be  inferred  by  this  that  they  abstained  from  attacking 
each  other  in  times  of  tranquillity.  The  private  feuds  of  the 
Colonna  and  the  Orsini  kept  Rome  in  as  great  a  state  of 
confusion  as  in  the  darkest  centuries  of  the  mediaeval 
epoch.  *  Even  in  the  city  many  murders  were  committed^ 
and  robberies  by  day  and  by  night,  and  scarcely  a  day 
passed  that  some  one  was  not  slain.  The  third  day  of 
September,  a  certain  Salvator  attacked  his  enemy,  the 
Signer  Beneaccadiito,  notwithstanding  he  was  bound  over 
to  keep  the  peace  with  him  under  a  penalty  of  600 
ducats,  and  he  gave  him  two  mortal  blows,  from  which 
he  died.  On  the  fourth  day  the  Pope  sent  his  vice* 
cameriere,  with  the  conservatori  and  all  the  people,  to 
destroy  Salvator's  house.  They  destroyed  it,  and  on 
that  fourth  day  of  September,  Jerome,  the  brother  of  the 
said  Salvator,  was  hung.'  I  might  cite  fifty  similar 
examples.  At  this  time  man  is  too  powerful,  too  much 
accustomed  to  do  himself  justice,  too  sudden  and  quick  in 
his  treatment  of  facts.     ^  One  day,'  says  Gruicciardini 

*  Trivulce  slew  in  the  market-place,  with  his  own  hand, 
Bome  butchers,  who,  with  the  insolence  customary  with 
this  class,  opposed  the  collection  of  taxes  from  which  they 
had  not  been  exempted.'  Ab  far  down  as  1537^  lists  were 
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kept  open  at  Ferrara,  where  deadly  duels  were  permitted 
even  to  strangers,  and  to  which  boys  resorted  to  fight 
with  knives.  The  Princess  of  Faenza  set  four  assassins 
on  her  hii^band,  and,  seeing  that  he  resisted  them,  jumped 
from  her  bed  and  stabbed  him  herself.  Upon  this,  her 
&ther  entreats  Lorenzo  de  Medicis  to  solicit  the  Pope  for 
a  remission  of  the  ecclesiastical  censure  of  the  act,  alleging 
that  he  thinks  of  ^  providing  her  with  another  husband.' 
The  Prince  of  Imola  is  assassinated,  and  his  body  thrown 
from  a  window ;  and  on  threatening  his  widow,  shut  up  in 
the  fortress,  with  the  death  of  her  children  if  she  refused  to 
surrender,  she  ascends  to  the  battlements,  and  with  a  very 
expressive  gesture,  replies  that  ^the  mould  remains  in 
which  to  cast  others.'  Consider,  again,  the  spectacles 
daily  witnessed  in  Rome.  *  The  second  Sunday,  a  man  in 
the  Borgo,  masked,  uttered  offensive  words  against  the 
Duke  Valentinois.  The  duke,  on  beiug  informed  of  them, 
caused  him  to  be  seized,  and  had  his  hand  cut  off,  also  the 
anteiior  portion  of  the  tongue,  which  was  attached  to  the 
little  finger  of  the  severed  member.'  *  The  follower  of 
this  same  duke  suspended  two  old  men  and  eight  old 
women  by  their  arms,  after  having  kindled  a  fire  under 
their  feet,  in  order  to  make  them  confess  where  they  had 
concealed  their  money,  and  they  not  knowing,  or  not 
wishing  to  tell  where*  it  was,  died  under  the  said  torture.' 
Another  day,  the  duke  caused  some  convicts  {jgladiandi) 
to  be  brought  into  the  court  of  the  palace,  where,  dressed 
in  his  finest  clothes,  and  before  a  select  and  numerous  com- 
pany, he  transpierced  them  with  arrowsl  ^  He  also  slew 
Perotto,  the  Pope's  favourite,  under  the  very  robe  of  the 
Pope,  so  that  the  blood  spurted  up  in  the  Pope's  face.' 
They  were  perfect  throat-cutters,  this  family.  He  had 
already  caused  his  brother-in-law  to  be  assailed  with  a 
Bword,  and  the  Pope  had  had  the  wounded  man  taken 
<sare  of*  but  the  Duke  exclaimed  ^  What  cannot  be  done 
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at  dinner  may  be  done  at  supper.'  'And  one  day. 
August  I?)  he  entered  his  room^  as  the  young  man  was 
already  up,  and  obliging  his  wife  and  sister  to  leave  it, 
summoned  three  assassins,  and  the  said  young  *man  was 
strangled.  •  •  •  After  this  he  slew  his  brother,  the 
Duke  of  Gandie,  and  caused  him  to  be  thrown  into  the 
Tiber.*  And  on  demanding  of  the  fisherman,  who  wit- 
nessed the  affair,  why  he  had  not  informed  the  gover- 
nor of  the  city  of  it,  the  man  replied  that  ^  during  his 
lifetime  he  had  seen  on  various  nights  more  than  one 
hundred  bodies  thrown  in  at  the  same  place  without  any- 
body having  given  themselves  any  concern  about  it.' 

All  this  comes  out  in  bold  relief  on  reading  the 
memoirs  of  Cellini.  We  of  the  present  day,  in  the  hands 
of  the  state,  and  entrusting  ourselves  to  judges  and  gen^ 
darmeSy  scarcely  comprehend  the  natural  right  of  force 
through  which,  before  societies  were  regularly  estab- 
lished, man  defended  and  avenged  himself,  and  obtained 
satisfaction  for  all  his  wrongs.  In  France,  Spain,  and 
England,  the  savage  brutes  of  the  feudal  period  were 
restrained  by  the  feudal  conception  of  honour,  which,  if 
not  a  check,  kept  them  at  least  within  certain  limits ;  the 
duel  was  substituted  for  private  revenge,  and  men  usually 
killed  each  other  according  to  recognised  rules,  in  the 
presence  of  witnesses^  and  at  an  appointed  spot.  But  here 
all  murderous  instincts  found  vent  in  the  streets.  The 
various  scenes  of  violence  recounted  by  Cellini  cannot  be 
enumerated;  and  not  alone  those  in  which  he  w«8  con- 
cerned, but  others' surrounding  him.  A  bishop,  to  whom  he 
refused  to  deliver  acertain  silver  vase,  ordered  his  retainers 
to  sack  his  house;  Cellini  seizes  his  arquebuss  and 
barricades  his  doors.  Another  jeweller  named  Piloto  is 
the  chief  of  a  certain  company,  '  During  his  sojourn  in 
Bome,  Rosso  had  spoken  disparagingly  of  the  works  of 
Baphael,  and  the  pupils  of  this  illustrious  master  deter* 
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milled  to  kill  him.'  Yasari,  sleeping  with  an  apprentice 
named  Manno^  ^  scratched  the  skin  off  of  one  of  his  legs, 
thinking  he  was  scratching  himself,  for  he  never  trimmed 
his  nailsf  and  ^  Manno  determined  to  kill  him.'  Cellini's 
brother,  on  hearing  that  his  pupil  Bertino  Aldobrandi  had 
just  been  slain,  ^  uttered  so  great  a  cry  of  rage  that  one 
could  have  heard  him  ten  miles  off;  he  then  said  to 
Giovanni,  "  Thou  canst  at  least  inform  me  who  slew  him  ?  " 
Giovanni  replied,  "  Yes ;  that  it  was  the  man  who  wore  a 
large  two-handed  sword,  and  with  a  blue  plume  in  his 
cap."  My  poor  brother  advanced,  and  having  recognised 
the  murderer  by  this  sign,  sprung  with  his  usual  alacrity 
and  bravery  into  the  midst  of  the  guard,  and  there,  before 
4hey  could  arrest  him,  fie  kicked  the  man  in  the  belly  and  in 
various  other  parts,  and  levelled  him  to  the  ground  with 
his  sword  haft.'  He  is  himself  almost  immediately  knocked 
down  by  a  blow  with  an  arquebuss,  and  then  we  see 
the  vendetta  fury  fully  display  itself.  Cellini  can  no  longer 
eat  or  sleep ;  the  tempest  within  rages  so  violently  that 
he  thinks  he  will  die  if  he  finds  no  relief.  *  I  resolved  one 
evening  to  rid  myself  from  this  torment,  without  consider- 
ing how  little  there  was  to  approve  of  in  the  effort.  .  .  • 
I  approached  the  murderer  cautiously  with  a  large 
poignard,  similar  to  a  hunting«knife.  I  was  hoping  to 
cleave  his  head  with  a  back-handed  stroke,  but  he  turned 
80  quickly,  that  my  weapon  only  fell  on  the  point  of  the 
left  shoulder  and  broke  the  bone.  He  arose,  dropped  his 
Bword,  and,  suffering  with  pain,  took  to  his  heels.  I  pur- 
sued him,  and  overtaking  him  in  a  few  paces  raised  my 
poignard  over  his  head,  which  he  held  low,  so  that  my 
weapon  on  entering  at  the  nape  of  the  neck  buried  itself 
cl3e|>iy,  and  in  spite  of  all  my  efforts  I  could  not  withdraw 
it.'  A  little  while  after  this,  and,  ever  on  a  public 
thoroughfare,  Cellini  kills  Benedetto,  and  next  Pompeio, 
who  had  offended  him.     Cardinal  Medicis  and  Cardinal 
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Comaro  think  it  a  fine  thing.  *  As  for  the  Pope,'  says 
Cellini^  after  one  of  these  murders^  '  he  regarded  mo  with 
a  threatening  aspect  which  made  me  tremble^  but^  as  soon 
as  he  had  examined  my  work,  his  countenance  ftegan  to 
brighten.'  And  at  another  time,  when  Cellim  was  accused 
before  him,  <  Know/  said  the  Pope,  '  that  men  high  in 
their  profession  like  Benvenuto  are  not  amenable  to  the 
laws,  and  he,  the  least  of  all,  because  I  know  how  right 
he  is.'  Such  was  public  morality.  All  this  lying  in 
ambush,  meanwhile,  was  prompted  by  the  most  insignifi- 
cant motives.  His  friend  Luigi  had  taken  a  mistress,  a 
courtesan,  to  whom  he,  Cellini,  was  indifferent,  but  whom 
he  had  entreated  him  not  to  take.  In  a  furious  mood  he 
placed  himself  in  ambush,  fell  upofi  them  both  with  his« 
sword,  wounded  them,  does  not  consider  them  sufiiciently 
punished,  and  speaks  of  their  death  afterwards,  which  was 
not  long  delayed,  with  satisfaction.  As  £Btr  as  private 
morality  is  concerned,  Cellini  has  mystic  visions  while  in 
prison;  his  guardian  angel  appears  to  him;  he  con- 
verses with  an  invisible  8|>irit ;  he  has  devotional  transports, 
the  effect  of  solitude  and  confinement  on  natures  like  his. 
When  at  liberty,  he  is  a  good  Christian  after  the  fashion 
of  the  day.  Having  made  a  successful  cast  of  his  '  Per- 
seus,' he  set  out,  he  says,  ^  singing  psalms  and  hymns  to 
the  glory  of  God,  which  I  continued  to  do  during  the  whole 
journey.'  We  find  similar  sentiments  in  the  Duke  of 
Ferrara ;  ^  Having  been  attacked  with  a  grave  malady 
which,  during  forty-eight  hours,  prevented  a  dischai^e  of 
urine,  he  betook  himself  to  God  and  ordered  the  payment 
of  all  neglected  obligations.'  One  of  his  predecessors, 
Hercules  d'Este,  possesses  a  similar  conscience.  At  the 
end  of  an  orgic,  he  proceeds  to  chant  the  service  with  his 
troop  of  French  musicians,  a  man  who  cut  off  the  hands 
and  plucked  out  the  eyes  of  two  hundred  and  eighty 
prisoners  before  selling  them,  and  who  on  Holy  Thursday 
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performed  the  ceremony  of  washing  the  feet  of  the  poor. 
Such  likewise  is  the  piety  of  Alexander  VI.,  who  on 
hearing  of  the  assassination  of  his  son,  the  Duke  of 
Gandie,  beats  his  breast,  and,  sobbing,  confesses  his  crimes 
to  the  assembled  cardinals.  The  imagination  in  those 
days  is  affected  through  one  or  the  other  of  the  sense:!, 
sometimes  with  voluptuousness,  sometimes  with  rage  and 
Bometimeg  with  fear.  From  time  to  time  thoughts  of  the 
horrors  of  hell  make  people  shudder,  and  they  fancy  they 
may  balance  accounts  with  wax  tapers,  crossing  themselves, 
and  paternosters ;  but,  fundamentally,  they  are  pagans, 
genuine  barbarians,  and  the  only  voice  they  listen  to  is 
that  of  the  turbulent  flesh,  quivering  nerves,  restless 
members  and  overcharged  brains  buzzing  with  a  confusion 
of  forms  and  colours. 

One  need  not  look  for  much  delicacy,  I  fancy,  in  their 
•way  of  doing  things.    Cardinal  Hippolyte  d'Este,  who  put 
out  his  brother's  eyes  receives  an  envoy  of  the  Pope,  the 
bearer  of  an  offensive  brief,  with  a  thrashing.     "VVe  know 
how  Pope  Julius  II.,  in  a  quarrel  with  Michael  Angelo, 
caned  a  bishop  for  attempting  to  interfere.     Cellini  is 
honoured  with  an  audience  by  Pope  Paul  III.     *  He  was,' 
says  Cellini,  *  in  the  best  possible  humour,  and  so  much  the 
better  for  the  reason  that  all  this  occurred  on  the  day  he 
was  accustomed  to  indulge  in  a  hearty  debauch,after  which 
he  vomited.*    It  is  impossible  to  follow  the  narration  by 
Burchard,hi8  master  of  ceremonies,of  th  e  fetes  given  at  the 
Tatican  in  the  presence  of  Alexander  VI.,  Csesar  Borgia, 
and  the  Duchess  Lucretia ;  nor  even  of  a  certain  little  im- 
promptu amusement  which  these  personages  witnessed 
from  a  window, '  with  great  laughter  and  satisfaction.'    A 
vivandiere  would  blush  at  it.    People  as  yet  are  not  very 
polished.     Crudity  frightens  nobody.    Poets,  like  Bemi, 
and  story-tellers,  like  the  bishop  Bandello,  enter  upon  the 
most  hazardous  subjects  and  treat  them  with  the  most 
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precise  details.  What  we  call  good  taste  is  a  product  of 
the  salon,  and  is  only  born  into  the  world  under  Louis 
XIV.  What  we  call  ecclesiastical  decency  is  a  counter- 
stroke  of  the  Reformation,  and  only  established  in  the 
times  of  St.  Charles  Borromeo.  Physical  instincts  still 
expose  their  nudity  in  the  strongest  light;  neither  social  re- 
finements nor  a  sense  of  propriety  have  yet  arisen  to  temper 
•or  disguise  the  undiminished  vigour  of  the  raging  senses. 

*  Sometimes,  it  happened,'  says  Cellini,  *  on  penetrating 
unawares  into  the  private  apartments  of  the  Duchess,  I 
surprised  her,  engaged  in  an  occupation  by  no  means 
royal.  .  .  .  She  then  flew  Jnto  such  a  rage  that  I  was 
terrified.'  One  day,  at  the  Duke's  table,  he  gets  into  h 
quarrel  with  the  sculptor  Bandinelli,  who  grossly  insults 
him.  By  a  miracle  he  restrains  himself,  but  in  a  moment 
after  he  says  to  him,  *  I  tell  you  plainly,  that  if  you  3o 
not  send  the  marble  to  me  at  my  house,  you  may  seek 
your  place  in  another  world,  for,  cost  what  it  will,  I  will 
rip  up  your  belly  in  this.'  Coarse  terms  fly  about,  as  in 
Rabelais,  also  tavern  obscenities,  while  the  disgusting 
humour  of  drunkards  displays  itself  even  in  the  palace. 

*  What  a  hog  I  am,  I  exclaimed,  what  a  fool  I  what  a 
jackass  !  Does  all  your  skill  make  no  more  noise  in  the 
world  than  this  ?  At  the  same  time  I  jumped  on  a  stick,* 
Cellini  appends  four  lines  of  poetry  to  tliis  adventure,  and 
'the  Duke  and  Duchess  both  laughed.*  Nowadays,  the 
valets  of  any  respectable  mansion  would  put  such  odd 
characters  outside  the  door.  But  when  a  man  uses  his 
fists  like  a  butcher,  or  his  sword  like  a  bravo,  it  is  natural 
for  him  to  possess  tlie  humour  of  both  butcher  and 
bravo.* 

*  Cellini  relates  the  manner  in  which  he  behaved  in  a  quarrel  with  one 
of  his  mistresses.  'I  seized  ber  by  the  hair  and  dragged  her  about  the 
zoom,  kicking  and  pounding  her  until  I  became  weaiy  and  was  obliged  to 
■top.' 
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Diversions  of  a  particular*  species  are  likewise  natural 
to  them.  What  a  man  of  the  people  prefers,  that  is  to  say, 
a  man  accustomed  to  corporeal  exercise^  and  whose  senses 
are  rude,  is  an  order  of  entertainment  addressed  to  the 
eye,  and  especially  one  in  which  he  is  himself  an  actor. 
He  is  fond  of  parades,  and  gladly  participates  in  them;  he 
leaves  niceties  of  observation,  conversation,  and  criticism 
to  the  effeminate  and  the  refined,  who  frequent  drawing- 
rooms.  He  likes  to  look  at  acrobats,  clowns,  and  rope- 
dancers,  men  who  grimace  and  exhibit  themselves  in  pan- 
tomimes and  processions,  also  reviews  of  troops,  long  caval- 
cades defiling,  and  variegated  brilliant  uniforms.  Now 
that  the  people  of  Paris  frequent  the  theatres,  it  is  by 
such  means  that  the  popular  theatres  attract  them.  In 
this  frame  of  mind  a  man  Is  caught  through  his  eyes. 
What  he  desires  to  see  is  not  a  noble  intellect  but  a 
handsomely  dressed  muscular  figure  erect  in  a  saddle,  and 
when  instead  of  one  there  are  hundreds,  when  embroidery, 
gold  lace,  feathers,  silk,  and  brocade  glitter  in  broad  sun- 
light amidst  rattling  drums  and  trumpets,  when  the  triumph 
and  tumult  of  the  fSte  penetrate  to  his  senses  through  every 
channel,  and  his  whole  being  is  aroused  with  involuntary 
sympathy,  then,  if  a  wish  still  remains,  it  is  to  mount  a 
horse  himself,  and,  in  similar  costume,  form  one  of  the  gay 
throng  parading  before  the  attendant  multitude.  Such, 
at  this  time,  is  the  reigning  taste  in  Italy ;  princely  caval- 
cades, magnificent  public  festivals,  entries  into  cities,  and 
masquerades.  Galeazzo  Sforza,  Duke  of  Milan,  pays  a  visit 
t(>  Lorenzo  de'  Medici,  and  takes  with  him,  besides  a  body- 
guard of  five  hundred  foot,  a  hundred  men-at-arms,  fifty 
.servants  dressed  in  silk  and  silver,  two  thousand  gentle- 
men and  domestics  of  his  suite,  five  hundred  braces  of 
dogs  and  an  infinite  number  of  falcons,  and  his  jour- 
ney cost  him  two  hundred  thousand  gold  ducats.     On 

the  other  hand^  the  city  honours  him  with  three  publio 
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spectacles :  one  an  '  Annunciation  of  the  Virgin/  another, 
the  *  Ascension  of  Christ/  and  the  last,  the  *  Descent  of 
the  Holy  Ghost.' — Cardinal  San-Sisto  expends  twenty 
thousand  ducats  on  a  single  fete  in  honour  of  the  Duchess 
of  Ferrara,  and  afterwards  makes  the  tour  of  Italy  with 
such  a  numerous  and  magnificent  cortege,  that  only  the 
pomp  of  his  brother  the  Pope  could  equal  it, — The 
Duchess  Lucretia  Borgia  enters  Rome  with  two  hundred 
ladies,  all  on  horseback,  each  magnificently  dressed,  and 
accompanied  with  a  cavalier. — At  Florence,  a  grand 
mythological  fete  is  gotten  up,  called  *  The  Triumph  of 
Camilla/  with  innumerable  chariots,  banners,  escutcheons, 
and  triumphal  arches.  Lorenzo  de'  Medici,  in  order  to 
augment  the  interest  of  the  spectacle,  requests  the  Pope 
to  send  him  an  elephant ;  the  Pope  simply .  sends  two 
leopards  and  a  panther;  he  would  himself  like  to  be 
present,  but  the  dignity  of  his  position  restrains  him; 
a  number  of  cardinals  more  fortunate  arrive  and  enjoy 
the  fete.  A  painter,  Piero  di  Cosimo,  with  his  friends, 
arrange  another  of  a  highly  lugubrious  order,  called 
*  The  Triumph  of  Death.'  This  is  a  car  drawn  by  black 
oxen,  on  which  are  painted  skulls,  bones,  and  crosses,  in 
white,  and  on  the  car  itself  a  figure  of  Death  with  his 
scythe,  the  car  containing  sepulchres,  from  which  arise 
skeleton  figures  who  chant  funereal  hymns  when  it  halts. 
Among  fifty  fStes  similar  to  this,  read  in  Vasari  the  de- 
scription of  that  which  signalises  the  commencement  of 
the  century ;  one  may  judge  by  its  brilliancy,  as  well  as 
by  its  details,  of  the  picturesque  tastes  which  then  filled 
all  breasts.  The  object  of  this  was  to  celebrate  the  advent 
of  Pope  Leo  X.  Lorenzo  de'  Medici,  desiring  that  the 
Bronconi  confraternity,  of  which  he  was  the  chief,  should 
surpass  in  magnificence  that  of  the  Diamond,  ordered 
Jacopo  Nardi, '  a  noble,  intelligent  man/  to  compose  foi 
him  six  cars.    Pontormo  painted  them,  and  Baccio  Ban^ 
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divdii  decorated  them  with  sculpture.  All  the  wealth 
and  aU  the  art  of  the  city  were  displayed  upon  them ; 
every  iDvention  and  every  resource  of  luxury  and  of  recent 
discovery,  every  image  and  souvenir  of  the  history  of  an- 
cient poetry  contributed  to  their  embellishment.  Chargers, 
caparisoned  with  the  skins  of  lions  and  tigers,  with  hous- 
ings and  stirrups  of  gold  and  bridles  fringed  with  silver, 
advanced  in  long  procession ;  behind  them  followed  heifers 
and  mules  superbly  decked,  and  monstrous  fantastic 
buffaloes  disguised  as  elephants,  and  horses  travestied  as 
winged  griffins.  Shepherds  in  sable  and  ermine  skins  and 
crowned  with  garlands,  priests  in  antique  togas  bearing 
candelabra  and  vases  of  gold,  senators,  lictors,  and  knights 
in  gay  armour,  displaying  their  fasces  and  trophies,  and 
jurisconsults,  in  long  robes  on  horseback,  all  surrounded 
the  cars,  on  which  eminent  Boman  personages  appeared 
amid  the  insignia  of  their  offices  and  the  monuments  of  their 
exploits.  Through  their  proud  nudity,  valiant  attitudes, 
and  grand  flowing  drapery,  these  painted  and  sculptured 
forms  heightened  the  pagan  effect  of  this  pagan  proces- 
sion, and  taught  energy  and  joyousness  to  living  com- 
panions, who  to  the  clang  of  trumpets  and  the  accla- 
mations of  the  crowd  displayed  themselves  on  the  horses 
and  cars  around  them.  The  generous  sun,  shining  over- 
head, again  illuminated  a  world  similar  to  that  of  former 
days  in  the  same  place,  that  is  to  say,  the  same  deep 
sentiment  of  natural  poetic  joyousness,  the  same  bloom- 
ing physical  health  and  energy,  the  same  eternal  youth- 
ful inspiration,  and  the  same  triumphant  reverential  devo- 
tion to  beauty.  And  when  the  spectators,  after  witness- 
ing this  long  and  rich  array  of  splendid  accoutrements, 
these  rustling,  flowing  draperies,  the  bright  glitter  of  silver 
scarfs,  the  yellow  reflections  of  golden  garlands  and  ara- 
besques, saw  the  last  car  approaching  with  its  pyramid 
of  living  figures,  and  above  these,  by  the  side  of  a  ver- 
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dant  laurel,  a  naked  infant,  personifying  the  Renaissance 
of  the  golden  age,  well  might  they  believe  that  they  had 
for  a  moment  reanimated  the  noble  lost  antiquity,  and, 
after  a  winter  of  fifteen  centuries  were  again  beholdiug 
the  human  plant  flowering  in  all  its  grandeur. 

These  are  the  spectacles  then  daily  witnessed  in  an 
Italian  city ;  such  the  luxurious  taste  of  princes,  cities, 
and  corporations.  The  humblest  artizan  devoted  his 
eyes,  his  hands,  and  his  heart  to  them.  Admiration  of 
fine  forms,  imposing  ceremony,  and  picturesque  decoration 
constituted  a  popular  sentiment.  The  carpenter  at  evening 
talked  to  his  wife  about  them,  and  they  were  discussed 
around  the  tables  of  taverns,  each  one  claiming  that  the 
decorations  on  which  he  had  laboured  were  the  most 
beautiful ;  each  one  with  his  own  preferences,  judgment, 
and  favourite  artist  as  nowadays,  the  pupils  of  a  painter's 
studio.  The  result  was  that  the  painter  and  the  sculptor 
addressed  not  merely  a  few  critics  but  the  entire  com- 
munity. What  now  remains  to  us  of  ancient  poetic 
pomp  ?  The  *  Descent  of  La  Courtille,'  •  with  its  foid 
yelling  drunkards,  and  the  procession  of  fat  oxen  in  which 
half-a-dozen  poor  fellows  shiver  in  flesh-coloured  *  tights,* 
amid  the  jokes  and  jeers  of  the  populace.  Picturesque  cus- 
toms are  now  reduced  to  two  street  parades,  and  athletic  life 
to  wrestling  at  fairs,  where  some  Herculean  clown  gets  ten 
cents  an  hour  to  turn  himself  inside  out  for  the  amusement 
of  soldiers  and  peasants.  These  customs  constitute  the 
vivifying  influences  which  everywhere  gave  birth  to  and 
developed  high  art.  They  have  disappeared,  and  hence 
our  inability  to  produce  the  same  results.  The  best  a 
painter  can  now  do  is  to  shut  himself  up  in  his  studio, 
and,  surrounding  himself  with  antique  vases,  nourishing 
himself  on  archaeology,  living  amidst  the  purest  models  of 
Greek  and  Benaissance  life  and  sequestrating  himself  from 

*  A  feto  in  Paris  of  a  low  popular  cliaructar. 
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all  modem  ideas,  by  dint  of  study  and  artifice,  create  for 
himself  a  similar  atmosphere.  We  are  familiar  with  pro- 
digies of  this  stamp,  such  as  an  Overbeck,  who,  through 
prayer,  fasting,  and  a  monastic  life  at  Rome,  imagines  he 
has  revived  the  mystical  forms  of  Fra  Arigelico ;  a  Gothe 
who,  converted  into  a  pagan,  and  having  copied  antique 
torsos  and  provided  himself  with  every  resource  which 
erudition,  philosophy,  observation,  and  genius  could  accu- 
mulate, succeeds  through  the  pliancy  and  universality  of 
the  most  cultivated  imagination  that  ever  existed  in 
mounting  on  a  German  pedestal  an  almost  Greciiin 
Iphigenia.  With  a  skilfully-constructed  hot-house,  and 
well-contrived  heaters,  a  man  may  raise  and  ripen  oranges 
even  in  Normandy ;  but  the  hot-house  costs  an  immense 
sum,  and  out  of  ten  oranges  produced  nine  will  prove  acid 
abortions, — and,  if  you  offer  the  tenth  to  a  Normandy 
peasant,  he  will  at  heart  much  prefer  his  cider  ancl 
brandy. 

"We  must  admit  that  a  singular  combination  of  things 
existed  in  those  days  ;  we  have  no  experience  of  the  same 
commingling  of  coarseness  and  culture,  of  a  swords- 
man's habits  with  the  tastes  of  the  antiquary,  of  the 
customs  of  bandits  with  the  conversations  of  a  man  of 
letters.  Man  then  is  in  a  transitional  state ;  he  is  issuinjr 
from  the  mediaeval  to  take  his  place  in  the  modem  epoch, 
or,  rather,  the  two  ages  are  at  their  confluence,  each  pene 
trating  the  other  in  the  mo&t  wonderful  manner  and  with 
most  surprising  contrasts.  As  government  centralisation 
and  monarchical  loyalty  could  not  be  established  in  Italy, 
the  middle  ages,  through  private  feuds  and  appeals  to 
force,  lasted  there  longer  than  elsewhere.  In  Italy, 
the  race  being  precocious,  the  crust  of  the  Germanic  in- 
vasion couid  only  partially  cover  it ;  the  modem  spirit 
developed  itself  earlier  there  than  elsewhere  through  the 
acquisition  of  wealth,  a  fertile  creative  power,  and  the  free* 
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dom  of  the  intellect.  They  are  farther  ftdvanced,  and  at 
the  same  time  more  backward  than  other  peoples ;  more 
backward  in  the  sentiment  of  justice^  more  advanced  in 
the  sentiment  of  beauty^  and  their  taste  conforms  to 
their  condition.  Always  will  a  society  place  before  itself 
in  its  spectacles  the  objects  in  which  it  is  most  interested. 
Always  has  society  some  representative  figure  which  it 
reproduces  and  contemplates  in  its  art.  At  the  present 
day  this  figure  is  the  ambitious  plebeian  who  covets  the 
pleasures  of  Paris^  who  desires  to  descend  from  his  plain 
room  in  the  attic  to  a  luxurious  apartment  on  the  first 
floor ;  in  short,  the  parvenu,  the  labourer,  the  intriguer, 
the  business  man  on  'Change,  or  in  his  cabinet,  such  as  the 
romances  of  Balzac  portray.  In  the  seventeenth  century 
it  was  the  courtier,  versed  in  good  breeding  and  a  recusant 
in  all  domestic  matters,  the  fine  talker,  the  most  elegant, 
the  most  polished  and  adroit  of  men,  such  as  Kacine 
portrays,  and  as  the  romances  of  Mdlle.  de  Scudery  at- 
tempt to  show  him.  In  the  sixteenth  century  in  Italy  he 
is  the  sound  healthy  man,  well-proportioned  and  richly 
clothed,  energetic  and  capable,  such  as  its  painters 
represent  him  in  their  beautiful  attitudes.  The  Duke 
d'Urbino,  and  Ca;sar  Borgia,  and  Alphonso  d'Este,  and 
Leo  X.,  undoubtedly  listened  to  poets  and  men  of  thought, 
but  only  at  an  evening  entertainment,  while  diverting 
themselves  after  supper  in  some  villa,  surrounded  by 
colonnades  and  under  richly  decorated  ceilings.  Sub- 
stantially, however,  they  delight  in  that  which  ministers  to 
the  eye  and  the  body,  such  as  masquerades,  cavalcades, 
grand  architectural  forms,  the  imposing  air  of  statues  and 
.  of  painted  figures,  and  the  superb  decoration  every- 
where around  them.  Any  other  diversion  would  be 
insipid  to  them.  They  are  not  critics,  philosophers,  and 
frequenters  of  the  drawing-room ;  they  require  something 
palpable  and  tangible.     If  you  doubt  tliis,  look  at  theif 
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amusements^  those  of  Paul  II.,  who  ordered  races  before 
him  of  horses,  asses,  cattle,  children,  old  men  and  Jews 

*  crammed '  beforehand,  to  render  them  as  stupid  as 
possible,  and  *  who  laughed  to  split  his  sides ;  '  those 
of  Alexander  VI.,  which  cannot  be  described,  and  of 
Leo  X.,  who,  booted  and  spuiTcd,  passed  the  season  in 
hunting  stags  and  wild  boars,  who  kept  a  monk  capable  of 

*  swallowing  a  pigeon  at  one  mouthful,  and  forty  eggs  in 
succession,'  who  was  served  at  table  with  dishes  in  the 
shape  of  monkeys  and  crows,  in  order  to  enjoy  the  sur- 
prise of  his  guests,  who  surrounded  himself  with  buffoons, 
who  had  *  La  Calandra '  and  *  La  Mandragora '  performed 
in  his  presence,  and  who  delighted  in  obscene  stories  and 
who  suppoi*ted  parasites.  The  natural  finesse  of  such 
minds  employed  itself  on  the  subtleties,  not  of  senti- 
ments or  of  ideas,  but  of  colours  and  forms,  and,  to 
satisfy  them,  a  world  of  artists  is  seen  to  form  itself  around 
tlicm,  chief  amongst  which  is  IMichael  Angelo. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

MICHABL  AK6EL0 — HIS  LIFE,  CHARACTER,  AND   WORKS — ^THE  SISTINE 

CHAPEL — THE   LAST  JUDGMENT. 

There  are  four  men  in  the  world  of  art  and  of  literature 
exalted  above  all  others,  and  to  such  a  degree  as  to  seem 
to  belong  to  another  race,  namely,  Dante,  Shakespeare, 
Beethoven,  and  Michael  Angelo.  No  profound  knoAV- 
ledge,  no  full  possession  of  all  the  resources  of  art,  na 
fertility  of  imagination,  no  originality  of  intellect,  sufficed 
to  secure  them  this  position,  for  these  they  all  had ;  these, 
moreover,  are  of  secondary  importance ;  that  which  ele- 
vated them  to  this  rank  is  their  soul,  the  soul  of  a  fallen 
deity,  struggling  irresistibly  after  a  world  disproportionate 
to  our  own,  always  suffering  and  combating,  always  toiling 
and  tempestuous,  and,  as  incapable  of  being  sated  as  of 
sinking,  devoting  itself  in  solitude  to  erecting  before 
men  colossi  as  ungovernable,  as  vigorous,  and  as  sadly 
sublime  as  its  own  insatiable  and  impotent  desire. 

Michael  Angelo  is  thus  a  modem  spirit,  and  it  is  for 
this  reason,  perhaps,  that  we  are  able  to  comprehend  him 
without  effort.  Was  he  more  unfortunate  than  other 
men?  Regarding  things  externally,  it  seems  that  he  waa 
not.  If  he  was  tormented  by  an  avaricious  family,  if  on 
two  or  three  occasions  the  caprice  or  the  death  of  a  patron 
prevented  the  execution  of  an  important  work,  designed 
or  commenced,  if  his  country  fell  into  servitude,  if 
minds  around  him  degenerated  or  became  weak,  all  these 
are  not  unusual  disappointments,  or  serious  and  painful 
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ol)siacle8.  How  many  among  his  contemporary  artists 
experienced  greater  ?  Suffering,  however,  must  be  mea- 
Buredby  inward  emotion,  and  not  by  outward  circumstance, 
and,  if  ever  a  spirit  existed  capable  of  transports  of  enthu- 
siasm and  tremors  of  indignation,  it  was  his.  He  waa 
sensitive  to  excess,  and  therefore  *  timid,'  lonely,  and  ill 
at  ease  in  the  petty  concerns  of  society,  and  to  such  an 
extent,  for  example,  that  he  could  never  bring  himself  to 
entertain  at  a  dinner.  Men  of  deep,  enduring  emotion, 
maintain  reserve  in  order  not  to  render  themselves  a  spec- 
tacle, falling  back  upon  introspection  for  lack  of  outward 
sympathy.  From  his  youth  up,  society  was  distasteful  to 
him ;  he  had  so  applied  himself  to  study  in  solitude,  as  to 
be  considered  proud  and  insane.  Later,  at  the  acme  of 
his  fame,  he  plunged  still  deeper  into  it ;  he  took  solitary 
walks,  was  served  by  one  domestic,  and  passed  entire 
weeks  on  scaffoldings  wholly  absorbed  in  self-communion. 
And  this  because  he  could  hold  converse  with  no  other 
mind.  Not  only  were  his  sentiments  too  powerful,  but 
again  they  were  too  exalted.  From  his  earliest  years  he 
cherished  a  passionate  love  for  all  noble  things,  and  first 
for  his  art,  to  which  he  gave  himself  up  entirely,  notwith- 
standing his  father's  brutality,  investigating  all  its  acces- 
sories with  compass  and  scalpel  in  hand,  and  with  such 
extraordinary  persistence  that  he  became  ill ;  and  next,  his 
self-respect,  which  he  maintained  at  the  risk  of  his  life, 
facing  imperious  popes  even  to  forcing  them  to  regard 
him  as  an  equal,  braving  them  *more  than  a  King  of 
France  would  have  done.'  He  held  ordinary  pleasures 
in  contempt ;  '  although  rich,  he  lived  as  a  poor  man  ; ' 
frugally,  often  dining  on  a  crust  of  bread;  and  laboriously, 
treating  himself  severely,  sleeping  but  little,  and  bften 
in  his  clothes,  without  luxury  of  any  kind,  without 
household  display,  without  care  fpr  money,  giving  away 
statues  and  pictures  to  his  friends,  20,000  francs  to  His  ser« 


188  ROME. 

vant,  30,000  and  40,000  francs  at  once  to  his  nephew,  be- 
sides countless  other  sums  to  the  rest  of  his  family.  And 
more  than  this ;  he  liVed  like  a  monk,  without  wife  or  mis- 
tress, chaste  in  a  voluptuous  court,  knowing  but  one  love 
and  that  austere  and  platonic,  and  for  one  woman  as  proud 
and  as  noble  as  himself.  At  evening,  after  the  labour  of 
the  day,  he  wrote  sonnets  in  her  praise  and  knelt  in  spirit 
before  her,  as  Dante  at  the  feet  of  Beatrice,  praying  to 
her  to  sustain  his  weaknesses  and  keep  him  in  the  *  right 
path.'  He  bowed  his  soul  before  her  as  before  an  angel 
of  virtue,  showing  the  same  fervid  exaltation  in  her  service 
as  that  of  the  mystics  and  knights  of  old.  He  felt  in  her 
beauty  a  revelation  of  divine  essence ;  he  beheld  her  *  still 
enveloped  in  her  fleshly  covering  ascending  radiant  to  the 
bosom  of  God.'  *  He  who  has  an  affection  for  her,'  he 
said,  exalts  himself  to  heaven  by  faith,  and  death  becomes 
Bweet.'  Through  her  he  attained  to  supreme  love;  in  the 
prime  source  of  all  things  he  first  formed  his  affection  for 
her,  and  led  by  her  eyes  he  would  return  thence  with  her.* 
She  died  before  him,  and  for  a  long  time  he  remained 
*  downstricken,  as  if  deranged ; '  several  years  later, 
his  heart  still  cherished  a  great  grief,  the  regret  at  not 
having  on  her  deathbed  kissed  her  brow  or  cheek  instead 
of  her  hand.  The  rest  of  his  life  corresponds  with  such 
sentiments.  He  took  great  delight  in  the  *  arguments  of 
learned  men,'  and  also  in  the  perusal  of  the  poets,  espe- 
cially Petrarch  and  Dante,  whom  he  almost  knew  by 
heart.  *  Would  to  heaven,'  he  one  day  wrote,  ^  I  were 
such  as  he,  even  at  the  price  of  such  a  fate  I  For  his 
bitter  exile  and  his  virtue  I  would  exchange  the  most  for- 
tunate lot  in  this  world  1 '  The  books  he  preferred  were 
those  noted  for  an  imprint  of  grandeur,  the  Old  and  New 
Testaments,  and  especially  the  terribly  earnest  discourses 

*  These  expressions  are  all  tiiken  from  Michael  Augelo*s  sonnsti. 
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of  Savonurola,  his  master  and  friend^  whom  he  flaw  attached 
to  the  pillory,  strangled  and  bumt»  and  whose  ^  living 
word  would  always  remain  in  his  soul.'  A  man  who  feels 
and  lives  thus  knows  not  how  to  accommodate  himself  to 
this  life ;  he  is  too  different  The  admiration  of  others 
produces  no  self-satisfaction.  ^  He  disparaged  his  own 
works,  never  finding  that  his  hand  expressed  the  concep- 
tion formed  within.  One  day,  aged  and  decrepit,  some 
one  encountered  him  near  the  Colosseum  on  foot  and  in 
the  snow;  on  being  asked,  *  Where  are  you  going?' 
*To  school,'  he  replied,  *to  try  and  learn  something.' 
Despair  seized  him  more  than  once  ;  having  hurt  his  leg, 
he  shut  himself  up  in  his  house  and  longed  for  death. 
Finally,  he  goes  so  far  as  to  sepaiate  himself  from  himself, 
from  that  art  which  was  his  monarch  and  his  idol ;  ^  pic- 
ture or  statue,  let  nothing  now  divert  my  soul  from 
that  divine  love  on  the  cross,  whose  arms  are  always  open 
to  receive  us  I '  The  last  sigh  of  a  great  soul  in  a  dege- 
nerate age,  and  among  an  enslaved  people!  Self-renun- 
ciation is  his  last  refuge.  For  sixty  years  his  works  do 
no  more  than  make  visible  the  heroic  combat  which  main- 
tained itself  in  his  breast  to  the  end. 

Superhuman  personages  as  miserable  as  ourselves, 
forms  of  gods  rigid  with  earthly  passion,  an  Olympus  of 
jarring  human  tragedies,  such  is  the  sentiment  of  the 
ceiling  of  the  Sistine  Chapel.  What  injustice  to  compare 
with  his  works  the  ^  Sibyls '  and  the  ^  Isaiah '  of  Kaphael  I 
They  are  vigorous  and  beautiful,  I  admit,  and  I  do  not 
dispute  that  they  testify  to  an  equally  profound  art ;  but 
the  fi]::st  glance  suffices  to  show  that  they  have  not  the 
same  soul :  they  do  not  issue  like  these  from  an  impe 
tuous,  irresistible  will ;  they  have  never  experienced  like 
these  the  same  thrill  and  tension  of  a  nervous  being, 
concentrated  and  launching  itself  forth  at  the  risk  ot 
ruin*     There  are  souls  whose  impressions  flash  out  likQ 
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lightning,  and  whose  actions  are  thunderbolts.  Such  are 
the  personages  of  Michael  Angelo.  His  colossal  Jere- 
miah, musing,  with  his  enormous  head  resting  on  his 
enormous  hand — on  what  does  he  muse  with  his  downcast 
€yes?  His  floating  beard  descending  in  curls  to  his 
breast,  his  labourer's  hands  furrowed  with  swollen  veins, 
his  wrinkled  brow,  his  impenetrable  mask,  the  low  mutter 
about  to  burst  forth,  all  suggest  one  of  those  barbarian 
kings,  a  dark  hunter  of  the  urus,  coming  to  dash  his 
impotent  rage  against  the  gates  of  the  Roman  empire. 
Ezekiel  turns  around  suddenly,  with  an  impetuous  inter- 
rogation on  his  lips,  and  so  suddenly,  that  the  air  raises 
from  his  shoulder  a  portion  of  his  mantle.  The  aged 
Persica,  under  the  long  folds  of  her  falling  hood.  Is  in- 
defaligably  reading  from  a  book  which  her  knotted 
hands  hold  up  to  her  penetrating  eyes.  Jonas  throws 
back  his  head,  appalled  at  the  frightful  apparition  before 
him,  his  fingers'  involuntarily  counting  the  forty  days  that 
still  remain  to  Nineveh.  Lybia,  in  great  agitation,  des- 
cends, bearing  the  enormous  book  she  has  seized.  Ery- 
thrasa  is  a  Pallas  of  a  haughtier  and  more  warlike  expres- 
sion than  her  antique  Athenian  sister.  Around  these,  on 
the  curve  of  the  arch,  appear  nude  adolescents  straining 
their  backs  and  displaying  their  limbs,  sometimes  proudly 
extended  and  reposing,  and  again  struggUng  or  darting 
^  forward,  while  some  are  shouting,  and  with  their  rigid 
thighs  and  grasping  feet  seem  to  be  furiously  attacking 
the  wall.  Beneath  is  an  old  stooping  pilgrim  seating 
himself,  a  woman  kissing  an  infant  wrapped  in  its  swad- 
dling  clothes,  a  despairing  man  looking  obliquely  and 
bitterly  defying  destiny,  a  young  girl  with  a  beautiful 
smiling  face  tranquilly  sleeping ;  and  twenty  others,  the 
grandest  of  human  forms,  that  speak  in  all  the  details 
of  their  attitudes^  and  in  the  least  of  the  folds  of  their 
garments. 
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These  are  simply  the  contours  of  the  arch.  The  arch 
itself,  two  hundred  feet  long,  displays  the  historical  record 
of  the  book  of  Genesis,  the  deliverance  of  Israel,  the 
creation  of  the  world,  of  man,  and  of  woman,  the  fall  and 
exile  of  the  first  couple,  the  deluge,  the  brazen  serpent, 
the  murder  of  Holophemes,  the  punishment  of  Haman — 
an  entire  population  of  figures  of  tragic  interest.  You 
lie  down  on  the  old  carpet  covering  the  floor  and  look  up. 
In  vain  are  they  a  hundred  feet  high,  smoked,  scaling  off 
and  crowded  to  suffocation,  and  so  remote  from  the  de- 
mands of  our  art,  our  age,  and  our  intellect — you  compre- 
hend them  at  once.  This  man  is  so  great,  that  differences 
of  time  and  of  nation  do  not  subsist  in  his  presence. 

The  difficulty  is  not  in  yielding  to  his  sway,  but  in 
accounting  for  it.  When,  after  your  ears  are  filled  with 
the  thunder  of  his  voice,  and  retiring  to  a  distance,  and 
in  repose,  so  that  only  its  reverberations  reach  you, 
and  when  reflection  has  succeeded  to  emotion,  and  you 
strive  to  discover  the  secret  by  which  he  renders  its  tones 
so  yibrating,  you  at  length  arrive  at  this.-he  possessed 
the  soul  of  Dante,  and  he  passed  his  life  in  the  study 
of  the  human  figure :  these  are  the  two  sources  of  his 
power.  The  human  form,  as  he  represents  it,  is  all  ex- 
pression, its  skeleton,  muscles,  drapery,  attitudes  and 
proportions ;  so  that  the  spectator  is  affected  simultane- 
ously by  all  parts  of  the  subject.  And  this  form  expresses 
energy,  pride,  audacity,  and  despair,  the  rage  of  un- 
governable passion  or  of  heroic  will,  and  in  such  a  way 
as  to  move  the  spectator  with  the  most  powerful  impres- 
sions. Moral  energy  emanates  from  every  physical  detail^ 
and  we  feel  its  startling  reaction  corporeally  and  instan- 
taneously. 

Look  at  Adam  asleep  near  Eye>  whom  Jehovah  haa 
just  taken  from  his  side.  Never  was  creature  buried  in 
Buch  profound,  deathlike  slumber.     His  enormous  body  ia 
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completely  relaxed,  and  its  enormity  only  renders  this  the 
more  striking.  On  awaking,  those  pendant  arms,  those 
inert  thighs,  will  crush  some  lion  in  their  embrace.  In 
the  ^  Brazen  Serpent'  the  man  with  a  snake  coiled  round 
his  waist,  and  tearing  it  off,  with  arm  bent  back  and  hi^ 
body  distorted  as  he  extends  his  thigh,  suggests  the  strife 
between  primitive  mortals  and  the  monsters  whose  slimy 
forms  ploughed  the  antediluvian  soil.  Masses  of  bodies, 
intermingled  one  with  the  other  and  overthrown  with 
their  heels  in  the  air,  with  arms  bent  like  bows  and  with 
convulsive  spines,  quiver  in  the  toils  of  the  serpents; 
hideous  jaws  crush  skulls  and  fasten  themselves  on  howl- 
ing lips ;  with  hair  on  end  and  their  mouths  open  miserable 
beings  tremble  on  the  ground,  wildly  and  furiously  kicking 
in  the  midst  of  the  heaps  of  humanity  around  them.  A 
man,  who  thus  handles  the  skeleton  and  muscles,  puts  rage, 
will,  and  terror  into  the  fold  of  a  thigh,  the  projection  of 
a  shoulder-blade,  and  the  flexions  of  thb  vertebra ;  in 
his  hands  the  whole  human  animal  is  impassioned,  active, 
and  combatant.  What  contemptible  mannikins  in  com- 
parison are  the  tame  frescoes,  the  lifeless  processions, 
allowed  to  remain  beneath  his!  They  subsist  like  the 
ancient  marks  on  the  quay  of  a  river,  by  which  one  sees 
what  torrents  have  arisen  there  and  overflowed  its  banks. 
Alone,  since  the  Greeks,  he  knew  the  full  value  of  all 
the  members.  With  him,  as  with  them,  the  body  lives  by 
itself,  and  is  not  subordinated  to  the  head.  By  dint  of 
genius  and  solitary  study,  he  rediscovered  that  sentiment 
of  the  nude  with  which  their  gymnastic  life  imbued  them. 
Before  his  seated  Eve,  who  turns  half  around  with  her 
foot  bent  under  her  thigh,  you  imagine  involuntarily  the 
spring  of  the  leg  which  is  to  raise  that  noble  form  erect. 
Before  his  Eve  and  Adam  expelled  from  Paradise  nobody 
thinks  of  looking  to  the  face  to  fin^  grief;  it  is  the  entire 
torso,  the  active  limbs,  the  human  frame  with  the  setting 
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of  its  internal  parts,  the  solidity  of  its  Herculean  supports, 
the  friction  and  play  of  its  moving  joints,  the  ensembhy  in 
short,  which  strikes  you.  The  head  enters  into  it  only  as 
a  portion  of  the  whole ;  you  stand  motionless,  absorbed  in 
contemplating  thighs  that  sustain  such  trunks  and  in« 
domi table  arms  that  are  to  subject  the  hostile  earth. 

But  what  to  my  taste  surpass  aU,  are  the  twenty 
youthful  figures  seated  on  the  cornices  at  the  four  comers 
of  each  fresco,  a  veritable  painted  sculpture  that  gives  one 
an  idea  of  a  superior  and  unknown  world.  These  are  all 
adolescent  heroes  of  the  time  of  Achilles  and  Ajax,  as  noble 
in  race,  but  more  ardent  and  of  fiercer  energy.  Here  are 
the.  grand  nudities,  the  superb  movements  of  the  limbs, 
and  the  raging  activity  of  Homer's  conflicts,  but  with  a 
more  vigorous  spirit  and  a  more  courageous,  bold,  and 
manly  will.  Nobody  would  suppose  that  the  various  atti- 
tudes of  the  human  figure  could  affect  the  mind  with  such 
diverse  emotions.  The  hips  support,  the  breast  respires,  the 
entire  covering  of  flesh  strains  and  quivers ;  the  trunk  is 
thrown  back  over  the  thighs,  and  the  shoulder,  ridged  with 
muscles,  is  going  to  raise  the  impetuous  arm.  One  of  them 
falls  backward  and  draws  bis  grand  drapery  over  his  thigh, 
whilst  another,  with  his  arm  over  his  brow,  seems  to  be 
parrying  a  blow.  Others  sit  pensive,  and  meditating,  with 
aU  their  limbs  relaxed.  Several  are  running  anfl  springing 
across  the  cornice,  or  throwing  themselves  back  and  shout- 
ing. Three  among  them,  above  the  ^EzekieF  the  *Per&ica* 
and  the  ^  Jeremiah,'  are  incomparable ;  and  one  especially^ 
the  noblest  of  all,  as  calm  and  intelligent  as  a  god,  gazes 
with  his  elbow  resting  on  some  fruit,  and  his  hand  resting  on 
his  knee.  You  feel  that  they  are  going  to  move  and  to  act, 
and  that  you  would  like  to  maintain  them  before  you  con- 
stantly in  the  same  attitude.  Nature  has  produced  nothing 
like  them ;  thus  ought  she  to  have  fashioned  us ;  here 
would  she  find  all  types :  giants  and  heroes,  alongside  of 
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modest  virgins  and  youths  and  sporting  children;  that 
charming  Eve,  so  young  and  so  proud;  that  beautiful 
Delphica,  similar  to  a  primitive  nymph,  who  turns  her  eyes 
filled  with  innocent  astonishment — all  sons  and  daughters, 
of  a  colossal  militant  race,  but  to  whom  their  century  has 
preserved  the  smile,  the  serenity,  the  pure  joyousness,  the 
grace  of  the  Oceanides  of  JEschylus,  and  of  the  Nausicaa 
of  Homer.  The  soul  of  an  artist  contains  within  itself  an 
entire  world,  and  that  of  Michael  Angelo  is  here  un- 
folded. 

He  had  given  it  expression,  and  he  ought  not  to  have  re- 
produced it.  His  *  Last  Judgment,'  near  by  this,  does  not 
produce  the  same  impression.  The  painter  was  then  in 
his  sixty-seventh  year,  and  his  inspiration  was  no  longei 
as  fresh.  After  having  lung  brooded  over  his  ideas  he 
has  a  better  hold  of  them,  but  they  cease  to  excite  him ; 
he  has  exhausted  the  original  sensation,  the  only  true  one, 
and  he  exaggerates  and  co{)ies  himself.  Here  he  intention- 
ally enlarges  the  body,  and  inflates  the  muscles;  he  is  pro- 
digal of  foreshortenings  and  violent  postures,  converting  his 
personages  into  well-fed  athletes  and  wrestlers  engaged 
in  displaying  their  strength.  The  angels  who  bear  away 
the  cross  clutch  each  other,  throw  themselves  backward, 
clench  their  fista,  strain  their  thighs,  and  gather  up  their 
feet  as  in  rf  gymnasium.  The  saints  toss  about  with  the 
insignia  of  their  martyrdom,  as  if  each  sought  to  attract 
attention  to  his  strength  and  agility.  Souls  in  purgatory, 
saved  by  cowl  and  rosary,  are  extravagant  models  that 
might  serve  for  a  school  of  anatomy.  The  artist  had  just . 
entered  on  that  period  of  life  when  sentiment  vanishes 
before  science,  when  the  mind  especially  delights  in  over- 
coming difficulties.  As  it  is,  however,  this  work  is  unique ; 
it  is  like  a  declamatory  speech  in  the  mouth  of  an  old 
warrior,  with  a  rattling  drum  accompaniment.  Some  of 
the  figures  and  groups  are  worthy  of  his  grandest  efforts. 
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The  powerful  Eve,  who  maternally  presses  one  of  her 
horror-stricken  daughters  to  her  side ;  the  aged  and  for- 
midable Adam,  an  antediluvian  Colossus,  the  root  of  the 
great  tree  of  humanity ;  the  bestial  carnivorous  demons ; 
the  figure  among  the  damned  that  covers  his  face  with  his 
arm  to  avoid  seeing  the  abyss  into  which  he  is  plunging ; 
that  in  the  coils  of  a  serpent  rigid  with  horror,  as  if  a 
stone  statue  ;  and  especially  that  terrible  Christ,  like  the 
Jupiter  in  Homer  overthrowing  the  Trojans  and  their 
chariots  on  the  plain  ;  also,  by  his  side,  almost  concealed 
imder  his  arm,  that  timorous,  shrinking  young  virgin,  so 
noble  and  so  delicate, — all  form  a  group  of  conceptions 
equal  to  those  of  the  ceiling.  These  animate  the  whole 
design.  We  cease  to  feel  the  abuse  of  art,  the  aim  at 
effect,  the  domination  of  mannerism;  we  only  see  the 
disciple  of  Dante,  the  friend  of  Savonarola,  the  recluse 
feeding  himself  on  the  menaces  of  the  Old  Testament,  the 
patriot,  the  stoic,  the  lover  of  justice  who  bears  in  his 
heart  the  grief  of  his  people  and  who  attends  the  funeral  of 
Italian  liberty,  one  who,  amidst  degraded  characters  and 
degenerate  minds,  alone  survives  and  daily  becomes  sadder, 
passing  nine  years  at  this  immense  work,  his  soul  filled 
with  thoughts  of  the  supreme  Judge  and  listening  before* 
band  to  the  tliunders  of  the  last  day 
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VILLAS,  PALACES,  AND   CEUBOEES. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  ITALIAN  GRAND  SEIGNEUR  OF  THE  SEVENTEENTH  CENTURY — ^THE 
MANNERS  OF  THE  PALACE  AND  THE  ANTE-CUAMBEB — ^THS  VILLA 
ALBANI — THE  VILLA  BORGHiSE. 

Nothing  has  interested  me  more  in  these  Roman  villas 
than  their  former  masters.  As  naturalists  are  aware, 
one  obtains  a  pretty  good  idea  of  an  animal  from  his 
shell. 

The  place  where  I  began  to  comprehend  him  is  the 
Villa  Albani,  erected  in  the  eighteenth  century  for 
Cardinal  Alexander  Albani,  and  according  to  his  own 
plans.  What  you  at  once  detect  here  is  the  grand  seigneur 
eourtier,  after  the  fashion  of  our  nobles  of  the  seventeenth 
century.  There  are  differences,  but  the  two  tastes  are 
kindred.  What  they  prize  above  all  things  is  art  and 
artistic  order ;  nothing  is  left  to  nature ;  all  is  artificial. 
Water  flows  only  in  jets  and  in  spray,  and  has  no  other 
bed  but  basins  and  urns.  Grass-plots  are  enclosed  withiii 
enormous  box-hedges,  higher  than  a  man's  head,  and 
thick  as  walls,  and  are  shaped  in  geometrical  triangles,  tho 
points  of  which  terminate  in  a  centre.  In  front  stretches  a 
dense  palisade  lined  with  small  cypresses.  You  ascend  from 
one  garden  to  another  by  broad  stone  steps,  similar  to 
those  at  Versailles.     Flower-beds  are  enclosed  in  little 
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fraines  of  box,  and  form  designs  tesembling  Avell-bordered 
carpets,  regularly  variegated  with  shades  of  colour.  This 
Tilla  is  a  fragment,  the  fossil  skeleton  of  an  organism  that 
lived  two  hundred  years,  its  chief  pleasure  being  conver- 
sation, fine  display,  and  the  manners  of  the  salon  and 
ante-chamber.  Man  was  not  then  interested  in  inanimate 
objects ;  he  did  not  recognise  in  them  a  spirit  and  beauty 
of  their  own ;  he  regarded  them  simply  as  an  appendix  to 
bis  own  existence ;  they  served  as  a  background  to  the 
picture,  and  a  vague  one,  of  less  than  accessory  im- 
portance. His  attention  was  wholly  absorbed  by  the 
picture  itself,  that  is  to  say,  by  its  human  drama  and  in- 
trigue. In  order  to  divert  some  portion  of  attention  to 
trees,  water,  and  landscape,  it  was  necessary  to  humanise 
them,  to  deprive  them  of  their  natural  forms  and  ten- 
dencies, of  their  savage  aspect,  of  a  disorderly  desert  air, 
and  to  endow  them  as  much  as  possible  with  the  air  of  a 
saloTij  or  a  colonnade  gallery,  or  a  grand  palatial  court. 
The  landscapes  of  Poussin  and  Claude  Lorraine  all  bear 
this  imprint.  They  are  architectural  constructions — the 
scenery  is  painted  for  courtiers  who  wished  to  reinstate 
the  court  on  their  own  domain.  It  is  curious,  in  this 
relation,  to  compare  the  island  of  Calypso  in  Homer  with 
that  of  F^nelon.  In  Homer  we  have  a  veritable  island, 
wild  and  rocky,  where  sea-birds  build  their  nests  and 
screech ;  in  Fenelon  a  sort  of  Marly,  ^  arranged  to  please 
the  eye.'  Thus  do  the  English  gardens  as  now  imported 
by  us  indicate  the  advent  of  another  race,  the  reign  of 
another  taste  and  literature,  the  ascendency  of  another 
mind,  more  comprehensive,  more  solitary,  more  easily 
fatiffued,  and  more  devoted  to  the  world  within. 

A  second  remark  is  this,  that  our  grand  seigneur  is  an 
antiquary.  Besides  two  galleries,  and  a  circular  portico 
filled  with  antique  statues,  there  are  pieces  of  sculpture  of 
every  description  scattered  about  the  gardens :  caryatides. 
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torsos,  colossal  busts,  gods,  columns  topped  with  busts* 
urns,  lions,  huge  vases,  pedestals,  and  other  innumer- 
able remains,  often  broken  or  mutilated.  In  order  to 
turn  everything  to  account,  a  wall  is  frequently  encrusted 
with  quantities  of  shapeless  fragments.  Some  of  these 
sculptures,  such  as  a  caryatides,  a  mask  of  Antinous,  and 
certain  statues  of  emperors  are  fine ;  but  the  greater  part 
forms  a  singular  collection.  Many  of  them  belonged, 
evidently,  to  small  municipalities  and  private  dwellings ; 
they  are  workshop  stock,  already  familiar  to  the  ancients, 
and  the  same  as  would  subsist  with  us,  if  after  a  long 
period  of  inhumation  our  stairway  statues  and  hotel  de 
ville  busts  should  be  discovered ;  they  may  be  regarded 
as  museum  documents  rather  than  as  works  of  art.  No 
house  is  thus  decorated  except  through  pedantry  ;  ftnc-a- 
brac  forms  the  taste  of  an  old  man,  and  is  the  last  that  sub- 
sisted in  Italy.  Literature  being  dead,  there  still  existed 
dissertations  on  vases  and  coins ;  among  gallant  sonnets 
and  academical  phrases,  when  all  intellectual  effort  was  in- 
terdicted or  paralysed  in  the  grand  void  of  the  last  century, 
the  taste  of  former  days  and  the  curiosity  of  archaeologists 
were  still  preserved,  as  in  the  times  of  Politian  and 
Lorenzo  de' Medici.  This  sort  of  employment  diverts  minds 
from  serious  questions ;  an  absolute  prince  or  a  cardinal 
may  well  favour  it,  and  thus  occupy  his  leisure  hours ;  he 
may  assume  the  air  of  a  connoisseur,  or  of  a  Macsenas  and 
merit  dedicatory  epistles,  mythological  frontispieces,  and 
Latin  and  Italian  superlatives. 

A  third  point,  no  less  visible,  is  this :  our  seigneur  anti« 
quary  is  Italian,  a  man  of  the  south.  This  architecture  is 
adapted  to  the  climate.  Many  of  our  structures  imitated 
during  our  classic  centuries,  and  absurd  under  our  skies,  are 
reasonable  here,  and  accordingly  beautiful.  First  is  the 
grand  portico  with  open  arcades ;  windows  are  unneces- 
sary, and  it  is  even  better  to  be  without  them ;  it  is  a 
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promenade^  and  especially  one  in  which  to  enjoy  fresh 
breezes.  It  is  proper,  too,  to  have  everything  of  marble ;  in 
the  north  we  would  feel  cold  through  the  imaorination 
alone;  we  would  involuntarily  recur  to  curtains,  rings, 
heaters,  carpets,  the  entire  apparatus  indispensable  to 
physical  comfort.  A  duke,  on  the  contrary,  or  a  prelate 
in  his  purple  robe,  in  state,  and  surrounded  by  his 
gentlemen,  is  just  where  he  should  be  to  discuss  political 
affairs  or  to  listen  to  the  reading  of  sonnets.  Prom 
time  to  time,  on  his  majestic  promenade,  he  may  bestow  a 
glance  on  statues  and  emperors'  busts,  and  descant  on 
them  as  a  latinist  and  politician,  earnestly  interested  in 
their  lives  and  images,  through  a  sort  of  relationship 
belonging  to  the  right  of  succession.  He  is  again  well 
placed  here  to  receive  artists,  patronise  debutants ^  and  to 
order  and  examine  architectural  plans.  If  he  enters  an 
avenue,  it  is  so  wide  and  smooth,  that  his  robe  is  not 
likely  to  be  caught,  besides  furnishing  plenty  of  space  for 
his  train  of  attendants.  The  garden  and  buildings  are 
admirable  for  an  out-of-door  lev^e. 

The  prospects  and  landscape  vistas  obtained  at  the 
ends  of  the  galleries,  thus  framed  in  by  columns,  are  of 
the  same  taste.  The  superb  ilex  rises  above  a  terrace, 
with  its  monstrous  pilasters  and  evergreen  dome  of  monu- 
mental foliage.  Avenues  of  sycamores  diverge  in  rows 
shaped  like  porticoes.  Lofty  solemn  cypresses  clasp  their 
knotty  branches  against  their  grey  trunks  and  rise  in 
the  air  gravely  and  monotonously  like  pyramids.  The 
aloe  stretches  itself  against  a  white  wall,  its  strange  trunk 
scaled  and  tortuous  like  a  serpent  writhing  in  convulsions. 
Beyond,  outside  the  garden,  on  a  neighbouring  hill-side, 
a  confused  mass  of  structures  and  pines  elevate  them^ 
selves,  rising  and  falling  according  to  the  surface  of  the 
ground*  On  the  horizon  runs  the  sharp  broken  line 
of  the  mountains,  one  of  which,  blue  like  a  heavy  ndn 
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cloud,  rises  triangularly  and  shuts  off  a  portion  of  the  sky 
From^his  the  eye  reverts  back  to  the  series  of  arcades 
forming  the  circular  portico,  to  the  balustrades  and 
statues  diversifying  the  crest  of  the  roof,  to  columns 
scattered  here  and  there,  and  to  the  squares  and  circles  of 
the  hedges  and  fish-pools.  Surrounded  by  this  mountain 
frame  the  landscape  is  precisely  like  that  of  Perelle, 
and  it  corresponds  with  an  intellectual  state  of  things, 
of  which  a  modern  man,  and  especially  a  northern  man, 
has  no  idea.  People  nowadays  are  more  delicate,  less 
capable  of  relishing  painting,  and  more  capable  of  relish- 
ing music ;  men  in  those  days  had  coarser  nerves,  and 
senses  more  alive  to  external  objects ;  they  did  not  feel 
the  spirit  of  outward  objects,  but  readily  appreciated 
their  forms.  A  well-selected  and  well-arranged  land- 
scape pleased  them  the  same  as  a  lofty  and  spacious  apart- 
ment, solidly  constructed,  and  handsomely  decorated ;  this 
sufficed  for  them ;  they  never  held  a  conversation  with  a 
tree. 

On  the  first  story,  andjTrom  the  large  marble  balcony, 
the  mountain  in  front  seems  like  an  edifice,  a  veritable 
piece  of  architecture.  Below,  you  see  ladies  and  visitors 
promenading  the  compartments  of  the  alleys  ;  give  them 
brocade  silk  skii'ts,  velvet  coats,  lace  frills,  and  a  nobler 
and  easier  deportment,  and  you  would  behold  a  court  as  it 
defiled  before  and  lived  indolently  under  the  eye,  and  at 
the  expense  of  a  grand  seignor.  He  needed  it  in  order  to 
impress  others  with  his  importance,  also  to  protect  him- 
Bclf  from  enemies;  only  in  these  dajs  has  man  learned 
to  live  by  himself,  or  alone  with  his  family.  The 
grand  saloon,  likewise,  wainscotted  and  decorated  with 
marble,  adorned  with  columns,  bas-reliefs,  great  vases,  and 
gilded  and  painted  in  fresco,  is  the  most  beautifully 
arranged  place  for  a  reception.  One  can  recompose 
without  much  effort  of  the  imagination  the  ertire  scene 


THE  VILLA  ALBANL  201 

with  all  its  personages.  Here  and  there,  awaiting  the 
master,  are  amateurs  and  abb6s  discussing  and  examining 
the  merits  of  pictures.  Their  eyes  look  upward  at  the 
*  Parnassus*  of  Mengs;  they  compare  it  with  that  of 
Raphael  and  thus  furnish  evidences  of  culture  and  good 
taste;  they  avoid  dangerous  converse  and  may  depart 
without  being  compromised.  Alongside,  in  small  saloons, 
are  others  contemplating  a  superb  bas-relief  of  Antinous 
— ^that  breast  so  vigorous,  those  manly  lips,  that  air  of 
the  valiant  wrestler ;  and,  farther  on,  an  admirable  pale 
Cardinal  by  Domenichino,  and  the  two  little  bacchanals^ 
so  animated,  by  Giulio  Romano.  People  still  comprehend 
these;  traditions  are  still  maintained;  new  intellectual 
views — a  rhetorical,  philosophical  culture — have  not  yet 
effaced,  as  in  France,  the  manners,  customs,  and  ideas 
of  the  sixteenth  century  ;  assassinations  are  still  common, 
and  the  streets  in  the  evening  are  by  no  means  safe. 
Whilst,  in  France,  the  boudoir  painters  reign,  Mengs  is 
here  imitating  the  Renaissance,  and  Winckelmann  is 
reviving  the  antique.  They  appreciate  their  works  and 
those  of  the  great  masters ;  patient  attendance  in  ante- 
chambers, the  emptiness  of  prudent  conversation,  the 
dangers  of  unreserved  gaiety  and  a  mutual  distrust 
have  augmented  sensibility  while  hindering  its  expan- 
gion.    There  is  still  a  place  in  man  for  strong  impressions. 

How  remote  these  habits  and  sentiments  from  our 
own  !  How  refined  culture,  widely  diffused  wealth,  and 
an  effective  police  have  laboured  amongst  us  to  leave  of 
man  no  master  intellect  but  that  of  the  Bohemian,  the 
nervous  ambitious  being  of  Musset  and  of  Heine  I 

I  prolonged  my  walk  two  miles  beyond  this.  There 
are  quantities  of  grand  villas  decked  with  ridiculous 
ruins  expressly  manufactured  for  them,  and  many  duly 
modernised;  opposite  styles  contend  with  each  other; 
it  is  not  worth   one's   trouble   to    enter    these   villas. 
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Other  structures^  more  commonplace^  afford  glimpses  ci 
groves  of  palms,  and  of  the  cactus  and  white  rushes  scat* 
tered  about  among  flowing  fountains — nothing  can  be  more 
graceful  and  original.  The  poorest  inns  contain  in  their 
courts  large  spreading  trees,  or  thick  trellises  overhead 
forming  roofs  of  verdure.  You  drink  bad  wine,  yellow 
and  sweet,  but  your  eyes  dwell  on  landscapes  of  delicate 
tints,  bordered  with  the  long  blue  mountains,  budding  ver- 
dure, white  almond  trees,  elegant  outlines  of  brown  and 
grey  foliage,  and  a  sky  flecked  with  soft  vapoury  clouds. 

Villa  Borghese, — I  have  not  much  to  say  to  you  of  the 
other  villas :  they  suggest  similar  ideas ;  the  same  way  of 
living  produced  the  same  tastes.  Some  of  them  are  grander, 
more  rural,  and  on  a  larger  scale,  and  among  them  is  the 
Villa  Borghese.  You  reach  it  through  the  Piazzo  del 
Popolo.  This  square,  with  its  churches,  obelisks,  and 
fountains,  and  the  monumental  steps  of  the  Pincio,  is  both 
peculiar  and  beautiful. 

I  am  always  mentally  comparing  these  monuments 
with  those  of  Paris,  to  which  I  am  accustomed.  You 
find  here  less  space  and  stonework,  less  material 
grandeur  than  in  the  Place  de  la  Concorde  and  in  the 
Arc  de  Triomphe :  but  more  invention,  and  more  to 
interest  you. 

The  Villa  Borghese  is  a  vast  park  four  miles  in  cir- 
cumference, with  buildings  of  all  kinds  scattered  over  it. 
At  the  entrance  is  an  Egyptian  portico,  in  the  poorest 
possible  taste — some  modem  importation.  The  interior 
is  more  harmonious,  and  quite  classical.  Here  is  a  little 
temple,  there  a  peristyle,  further  on  a  ruined  colonnade,  a 
portico,  balustrades,  large  round  vases,  and  a  sort  of  amphi- 
theatre. The  undulating  surface  rises  and  falls  in  beauti- 
ful meadows,  red  with  the  delicate  trembling  anemone. 
Italian  pines,  purposely  separated,  display  their  elegant 
forms  and  stately  heads  in  profile  against  the  white  sky ; 
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fouu tains  murmur  at  every  turn  of  the  avenues,  and  in 
small  valleys  grand  old  oaks^  still  naked,  send  up  their 
Taliant,  heroic,  antique  forms.  I  was  bom  and  nurtured 
in  the  north ;  you  can  imagine  how  the  sight  of  these  trees 
dissipated  all  the  beauties  of  Rome  ;  how  its  churches  and 
structures  vanished  before  tliese  gnarled  old  trunks, 
the  mighty  combatants  of  my  cherished  forests,  now 
reviving  under  the  moist  winds,  and  already  putting 
forth  their  buds.  They  refresh  one  delightfully  in  this 
world  of  monuments  and  stone.  All  that  is  human  is 
limited,  and  on  this  account  wearies;  lines  of  buildings 
are  always  rigid ;  a  statue  or  picture  is  never  aught  but 
ft  spectre  of  the  past ;  the  sole  objects  that  afford  unalloyed 
pleasure  are  nature's  objects,  forming  and  transforming, 
which  live,  and  the  substance  of  which  is,  so  to  say,  fluid* 
You  remain  here  entire  afternoons  contemplating  the 
ilex,  the  vague,  bluish  tint  of  its  verdure,  its  rich 
rotundity,  as  ample  as  that  of  the  trees  of  England ;  there 
is  an  aristocracy  here  as  there;  only  can  grand  hereditary 
estates  save  beautiful  useless  trees  from  the  axe.  By 
the  side  of  these  rise  the  pines,  erect  like  columns,  bearing 
aloft  their  noble  canopies  in  the  tranquil  azure ;  the  eye 
never  wearies  in  following  those  round  masses,  com* 
mingling  and  receding  in  the  distance,  in  watching  the 
gentle  tremor  of  their  leaves  and  the  graceful  inclina- 
tion of  so  many  noble  heads,  dispersed  here  and  there 
through  the  transparent  atmosphere.  At  intervals,  a 
poplar,  ruddy  with  blossoms,  sends  up  its  vacillating 
pyramid.  The  sun  is  slowly  declining;  gleams  of  ruddy 
light  illumine  the  grey  trunks,  and  the  green  slopes  are 
sprinkled  with  blooming  daisies.  The  sun  sinks  lower 
and  lower,  and  the  palace  windows  flash,  and  the  heads  of 
statues  are  lit  up  with  mysterious  flames,  while  from  the 
distance  one  catches  the  faint  music  of  Bellini's  aira 
borne  along  at  intervals  by  the  swelling  breeze. 


CHAPTER  IL 

THE  VILLA  LUDOVISI — ^STATUES — THE  AURORA  OF  QUERCINO — LA17IH 
SCAPES — NEPOTISM  IN  THE  SEVENTEENTH  CENTURY — ^THE  DECADENCfl 
OF  THE  SEVENTEENTH  CENTURY — THE  PALACE  AT  THE  PRESENT  DAT. 

All  these  villas  have  their  collections  of  antiques.  That 
of  the  villa  Ludovisi  is  one  of  the  finest;  a  pavilion 
has  been  expressly  erected  to  contain  it^  Since  the  days 
of  Lorenzo  de'  Medici  the  possession  of  antiquities  here 
has  been  a  compulsory  luxury,  a  complement  of  every 
great  aristocratic  life.  Accordingly,  on  regarding  things 
closely,  you  perceive  throughout  the  history  of  modem 
Rome  a  souvenir,  a  continuation  as  it  were  of  antique 
Rome ;  the  Pope  is  a  sort  of  spiritual  Caesar,  and,  in  many 
points,  the  people  who  live  beyond  the  Alps  are  always 
barbarians.  We  have  been  able  only  to  renew  the  chain 
of  tradition ;  with  them  this  chain  has  never  been  broken. 
I  have  notes  on  all  this  gallery;  but  I  will  not  over- 
whelm you  with  notes 

There  is  a  head  of  ^  Juno,  Queen,'  possessing  a  grandeur 
and  seriousness  altogether  sublime.  I  do  not  believe 
that  there  is  anything  superior  to  it  in  Rome. 

I  noticed  a  seated  *  Mars,'  Avith  his  hands  crossed  on  his 
knees,  and  a  nude  *  Mercury.'  But  I  cannot  repeat  what 
I  have  already  written  you  on  this  sculpture ;  what  you 
feel  for  the  twentieth  time  is  the  serenity  of  a  beautiful^ 
complete  existence,  well-balanced,  in  which  the  brain  is  not 
an  oppressor  of  the  rest  of  the  body.  In  vain  you  admire 
Michael  Angelo,  and  heartily  give  him  your  sympathy 
as  to  a  mighty  heroic  tragedy ;  you  say  to  yourself  re- 
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peatedly  that  this  wonderful  calmness  is  more  beautiful, 
because  it  is  healthier.  The  torso  of  this  Mercury  scarcely 
shows  any  modelling — you  simply  see  the  line  of  the 
pelvis;  instead  of  muscles  in  activity  the  sculptor  has 
represented  only  the  human  form,  and  that  suffices  for  the 
spectator. 

A  modem  group,  by  Bernini,  called  *  Pluto  bearing  off 
Proserpine,'  affords  a  striking  contrast.  The  head  of 
Pluto  is  vulgarly  gay ;  his  crown  and  beard  give  him  a 
ridiculous  air,  while  the  muscles  are  strongly  marked  and 
the  figure  poses.  It  is  not  a  true  divinity,  but  a  decorative 
god,  like  those  at  Versailles — a  mythological  Jigurant 
striving  to  catch  the  attention  of  connoisseurs  and  the  king. 
Proserpine's  body  is  very  effeminate,  very  pretty,  and  very 
contorted ;  but  there  is  too  much  expression  in  the  face ; 
its  eyes,  its  tears,  and  its  little  mouth  are  too  attractive. 

The  weather  was  perfectly  beautiful,  the  sky  of  a  cloud- 
less blue,  and  the  more  charming  that  for  the  last  eight 
days  we  had  no  rain  and  no  mud ;  but  an  effort  was  ne- 
cessary in  order  to  see  anything,  so  depressed  was  I  by 
the  death  of  our  poor  friend  Wocpke. 

The  villa,  however,  is  charming ;  its  fields,  intact  and 
refreshed  by  the  rains,  sparkled;  the  blooming  laurel  hedge, 
the  oak  forests  and  the  avenues  of  old  cypress  trees  cheered 
and  revived  one's  spirit  with  their  grace  and  grandeur. 
This  kind  of  landscape  is  unique ;  you  find  the  vegetation 
of  all  climates  mingled  and  grouped  together;  on  one 
Bide  are  knots  of  palms,  and  the  grand  feathery  cane 
shooting  up  like  a  wax-taper  from  its  nest  of  glittering 
leaves ;  beyond,  a  poplar  and  enormous  grey  naked  chestnut 
trees,  just  beginning  to  blossom.  And  a  still  more  peculiar 
sight  is  the  old  walls  of  Kome,  a  veritable  natural  ruin,  that 
serves  as  an  enclosure.  Hot-houses  are  supported  against 
red  arcades ;  lemon  trees  in  pale  rows  hug  the  disjointed 
bricks,  and  in  the  vicinity  fresh  green  grass  is  growing 
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abundantly;  from  time  to  time  you  detect  from  some 
elevation  the  outermost  circle  of  the  horizon  and  the  blue 
mountains  varied  by  snow.  All  this  exists  within  Bome. 
Nobody  comes  here,  and  I  do  not  even  know  if  anyone 
lives  here.  Kome  is  a  museum  and  a  sepulchre  where 
past  forms  of  life  subsist  in  silence. 

You  reach  the  large  central  pavilion  and  enter  a  hall 
wainscotted  with  mosaics,  where  grand  busts  look  gravely 
down  on  you  from  their  lofty  niches.  The  name  of  the 
founder  of  this  villa,  Cardinal  Ludo^asi,  is  inscribed  over 
each  door.  Through  the  windows  you  perceive  gardens 
and  verdure.  The  *  Aurora'  of  Guercino  fills  the  ceiling 
and  its  curves.  This  is  the  vast  naked  dining-hall  of  a 
grand  seigneur ;  we  have  halls  nowadays  as  brilliant  and  as 
convenient,  but  have  we  any  as  beautiful  ?  Aurora,  on  a 
chariot,  quits  old  Tithonus  half  enveloped  in  drapery,  which 
a  Cupid  raises,  whilst  another,  nude  and  plump,  seizes  with 
infantile  playfulness  some  flowers  in  a  basket.  She  is  a 
young  vigorous  woman,  her  vigour  almost  inclining  to 
coarseness.  Before  her  are  three  female  figures  on  a  cloud, 
all  large  and  ample,  and  much  more  original  and  natural 
than  those  of  the  Aurora  of  Guide.  Still  farther  in  advance 
are  three  laughing  young  girls  frolicking  and  extinguish- 
ing the  stars.  A  ray  of  morning  light  half  traverses  their 
faces,  and  the  contrast  between  the  illuminated  and 
shadowed  portions  is  charming.  Amid  ruddy  clouds  and 
the  morning  mists  that  are  disappearing,  you  perceive 
the  deep  blue  of  the  sea. 

On  one  of  the  hollows  of  the  arch  is  a  seated  female 
figure,  sleeping,  clad  in  grey,  and  supporting  her  head  mth 
her  hand ;  near  her  is  a  naked  infant  couched  on  some 
white  drapery,  also  asleep.  This  sleep  is  of  admirable 
truthfulness ;  the  profound  stupor  characteristic  of  children 
in  this  state  is  strongly  marked  in  the  slight  pout  of  the 
lips  and  in  a  light  frown  on  the  brow.     Guercino  did  not. 


NEPOTISM   IN  THE  SEVENTEENTH   CENTURY.       207 

like  Guido,  oopj  antiques ;  he  studied  living  models,  like 
CaravaggiOj  always  observing  the  details  of  actual  life,  the 
changes  of  impression  from  grave  to  gay,  and  all  that  is 
capricious  in  the  passion  and  expression  of  the  face.  His 
figures  are  often  heavy  and  short,  but  they  live;  the 
mingling  of  light  with  transparent  shadows  on  the  bodies 
of  the  two  sleepers  is  the  very  poetry  of  sleep. 

The  Palace. — These  villas  and  gardens,  and  these  pa- 
laces that  fill  the  Corso,  are  the  remains  of  Kome*s  grand 
old  aristocratic  life.  Neither  Paris  nor  London  possesses 
anything  like  them ;  private  parks  in  these  cities  have 
become  public  promenades ;  a  great  family  has  retained 
only  a  mansion,  or  more  frequently  an  ordinary  house,  with 
a  small  plot  of  ground  around  it,  on  which  its  master  may 
take  his  walks,  subject  to  the  gaze  of  his  neighbours. 
Whilst  in  northern  lands  equality  was  being  established, 
the  aristocracy  were  here  strengthening  themselves  and 
renewing  their  existence  through  nepotism.  For  three 
centuries  the  popes  employed  the  best  part,  of  the  public 
revenues  in  the  founding  of  families ;  they  were  good 
relatives,  and  provided  well  for  the  children  of  thr'r 
brothers  and  sisters.  Sixtus  V.  gave  to  one  of  his  grand 
nephews  a  cardinal's  hat  and  a  hundred  thousand  crowns 
out  of  the  ecclesiastical  benefices.  Clement  VTII.  in 
thirteen  years,  distributes  among  his  nephews,  the  Aldo- 
brandini,  and  in  ready  cash  only  a  million  of  crowns. 
Paul  V.  bestows  on  Cardinal  Borghese  one  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  crowns  of  the  Church  income ;  on  Marc« 
Antoine  Borghese  a  principality,  several  palaces  in  Rome, 
the  most  beautiful  in  its  vicinity ;  and  to  others,  diamonds, 
plate,  carriages,  and  complete  sets  of  furniture,  amounting 
to  a  million  of  crowns  in  specie.  With  such  profuse  sup- 
plies the  Borghese  family  purchased  eighty  estates,  all  on 
the  Roman  Campagna,  besides  others  elsewhere.  The  truth 
is,  the  Pope  is  simply  an  aged  functionary,  whose  office  in 
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but  a  life  tenure,  hiii  family  being  obliged  to  make  the  most 
of  it  in  the  shortest  space  of  time.  These  prodigalities 
increase  under  every  successive  reign.  Under  Gregory 
XV.,  Cardinal  Ludovisi  receives  two  hundred  thousand 
crowns  of  benefices ;  his  uncle,  the  Pope's  father,  is  treated 
as  handsomely.  The  pope  founds  luoghi  di  monte  for 
eight  hundred  thousand  crowns,  which  he  gives  to  them. 
*  The  possessions  of  Ihe  Peretti,  the  Aldobrandini,  the 
Borghfese,  and  the  Ludovisi,'  says  a  contemporary,  *  with 
their  principalities,  their  enormous  revenues,  so  many 
magnificent  edifices,  such  superb  furniture,  decorations, 
and  rare  pleasure-grounds,  surpass  not  only  the  state  of 
nobles  and  princes  not  sovereign,  but  approach  that  of 
kings  themselves.'  Under  Urban  VIII.  the  Barberini 
receive  to  the  amount  of  one  hundred  and  five  million 
crowns,  and  things  go  so  far,  that  the  Pope  entertains 
scruples  and  appoints  a  commission  to  take  the  matter 
in  hand.  In  short,  in  order  to  provide  the  means  for  these 
liberal  endowments,  it  becomes  necessary  to  borrow  money, 
and  the  finances  get  to  be  in  a  dreadful  plight ;  at  the  end 
of  the  sixteenth  century,  the  interest  of  the  debt  amounted 
to  three  quarters  of  the  revenue,  and  six  years  later  it  ab* 
Borbed  it  entirely,  excepting  seventy  thousand  crowns ;  a 
few  years  after  this,  certain  branches  of  the  revenue  no 
longer  sufficed  to  discharge  the  burdens  imposed  on  them. 
The  commission  nevertheless  declared  that  the  Pope,  as 
prince,  might  bestow  his  savings  and  all  surplus  income 
on  whom  he  pleased.  Nobody  then  considered  a  sovereign 
as  a  magistrate  entrusted  with  the  administration  of  the 
public  funds;  such  an  idea  did  not  prevail  in  Europe  until 
after  the  time  of  Locke,  the  state  being  regarded  as  pro- 
perty which  anyone  might  either  use  or  abuse.  The  com- 
mission declared  that  the  Pope  could  conscientiously  found 
a  majorat  for  his  family  at  eighty  thousand  crowns. 
When  a  little  later  Alexander  VII.  wished  to  heal  thia 
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lore,  good  strong  arguments  were  advanced  to  him  to 
prove  that  he  was  wrong.  He  had  forbidden  his  nephews 
to  come  to  Borne,  and  the  rector  of  the  Jesuits'  College, 
Oliva,  decided  that  he  ought  to  summon  them  there 
'  under  penalty  of  committing  mortal  sio.'  It  is  interest- 
ing to  see  in  contemporary  narratives*  how  money  flows 
and  overflows,  descending  from  pope  to  pope  in  new  reser- 
voirs and  in  magnificent  golden  streams,  their  glittering 
waves  sparkling  with  the  precious  efligies  of  sequins, 
crowns,  and  ducats.  The  reader  sees,  as  in  the  vicinity  of 
a  vivifying  water-course,  the  most  beautiful  aristocratic 
flowers  spring  up;  all  that  sumptuousness  represented 
in  pictures  and  in  engravings,  gentlemen  in  satin  and 
velvet,  gay  lackeys,  footmen,  guards,  and  corpulent 
majordomos,  oflicers  of  the  kitchen,  the  table,  and  the 
stable ;  a  population  of  men-at-arms  and  noble  domestics 
purposely  selected  for  show  and  expense,  forming  a  retinue 
for  the  master  on  his  visits,  adorning  his  antichamber  at 
his  receptions,  mounting  behind  his  carriage,  lodging  in 
his  attics,  eating  in  his  kitchen,  assisting  at  his  bedside, 
and  Uving  in  lordly  style,  Tnth  nothing  to  do  but  to  make 
their  embroidered  coats  last  as  long  as  possible  and 
defend  at  all  hazards  the  honour  of  their  master's  house. 

How  support  such  a  throng  of  people  ?  And  note  this, 
that  they  had  to  be  supported ;  they  were  necessary  in 
order  to  ensure  their  patron  proper  respect.  Rome  was 
not  a  place  of  security ;  '  On  the  death  of  Urban  YIIL,* 
gays  one  of  his  contemporaries, '  society,  during  the  con- 
clave, seemed  to  have  disintegrated.  There  were  so  many 
armed  people  in  the  city,  I  do  not  remember  ever  to  have 
seen  so  many.  There  is  no  wealthy  house  that  does  not 
provide  itself  with  a  garrison  of  soldiers.  If  all  were 
massed  together  they  would  form  a  grand  army.   Violent 

*  Bee  Ranke*8  History  of  the  Popes. 
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acts^  and  all  kind  of  license  are  committed  with  impn* 
nity;  men  are  slain  in  all  quarters:  the  report  the 
oftenest  circulated  is  that  this  or  that  well-known  person 
has  just  been  killed/  As  soon  as  the  pope  is  elected,  his 
predecessor's  nephews  have  a  busy  time ;  every  effort  is 
made  to  force  them  to  disgorge  their  plunder,  their  enemies 
commencing  trials  at  once,  and  often  compelling  them  to 
fly.  Amidst  so  much  danger,  a  party  of  dependants  and 
clients  whose  swords  are  always  ready  and  faithful, 
becomes  an  imperative  necessity.  Borne  had  not  then 
taken  the  step  which  separates  the  middle  ages  from 
modem  times.  Security  and  justice  did  not  exist.  She 
is  not  an  organised  state,  and  still  less  a  soil  of  pa- 
triotic sentiment ;  every  one  is  obliged  to  protect  him- 
self either  by  force  or  by  stratagem ;  every  one  enjoys 
privileges,  that  ,is  to  say,  the  power  and  the  right  in 
certain  circumstances  to  set  himself  above  the  law. 
Even  a  hundred  years  later,  De  Brosses  writes,  *  whoever 
cares  to  disturb  society  may  do  so  with  impunity  pro- 
vided he  is  known  to  a  noble,  and  is  within  reach  of  a 
place  of  refuge.  Places  of  refuge  abound 

everywhere,  the  churches,  the  enclosure  <^aii  ambassador's 
quarter,  the  house  of  a  cardinal,  to  such  an  extent,  that 
the  poor  devils  of  sbirri  (these  are  archers)  belonging  to 
the  'police,  are  compelled  to  carry  maps  of  the  particular 
streets  and  places  in  Rome  through  which  they  may  pass 
in  pursuit  of  a  malefactor.* 

A  noble  lives  in  his  palace,  like  the  feudal  baron  in  hia 
castle.  His  windows  are  cross-barred  and  strongly 
bolted,  so  as  to  resist  lever  and  axei ;  the  stones  of  his 
fa9ade  are  long,  half  the  length  of  a  man's  body,  so  that 
neither  bullet  nor  pick  can  affect  their  mass ;  the  waUsof 
his  gardens  are  thirty  feet  high,  and  the  copings  and 
corner  stones  are  such  that  few  would  risk  an  attack  on 
them.     The  park,  again,  is  large  enough  to  hold  a  small 
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army ;  two  or  three  hundred  men  in  slashed  doublets 
easily  find  room  in  the  antichambers  and  galleries^  and 
all  can  be  lodged  without  difficulty  under  the  roof.  As 
to  recruits,  these  are  never  wanting.  As  in  the  middle 
ages,  the  feeble,  in  order  to  exist,  are  forced  to  commend 
themselycs  to  the  strong.  *  My  lord,'  says  a  poor  man^ 
•Hke  my  father  and  my  grandfather,  I  am  the  servant  of 
your  family.'  Also,  as  in  the  middle  ages,  the  strong,  to 
sustain  themselves,  require  to  enlist  a  corps  of  the  weak. 
*  There  is  a  coat,  and  so  many  crowns  a  month,'  says  the 
powerful  man, '  march  by  the  side  of  my  carriage  on 
entries  and  at  ceremonies.'  There  are  thus  at  Home 
hundreds  of  petty  leagues,  and  the  more  men  a  man  has 
under  his  control  and  in  his  service,  the  stronger  he  is. 

Such  a  system  brings  ruin,  and  the  first  thing  is  to 
borrow.  In  this  respect  the  nobles  imitate  the  state,  or, 
in  order  to  obtain  ready  money  they  mortgage  their 
revenues,  and  fail  to  keep  their  engagements.  For  seven 
years  the  creditors  of  the  Famese  do  not  receive  a  crown ; 
and  as  among  these  creditors  there  are  hospitals  and  chari- 
table establishments^  the  pope  is  compelled  to  dispatch 
soldiers  to  occupy  the  Famese  territory  at  Castro. 
In  these  days,  moreover,  disputes  grow  out  of  breaches  of 
etiquette,  and  provoke  veritable  wars,  and  you  may 
imagine  the  expense  of  these.  The  Barberini,  having 
received  no  visit  from  Odoardo  Famese,  deprive  him 
of  the  right  of  exporting  his  com,  whereupon  the  latter 
invades  the  States  of  the  Church  with  a  body  of  three 
thousand  horse,  declaring  that  he  does  not  come  to  attack 
the  pope  but  only  his  nephews.  The  nephews  in  their 
toiB  raise  an  anny ;  the  soldiers  on  both  sides  are  merce- 
naries,  French  and  German,  and  the  country  is  pillaged 
by  the  two  cavalcades  until,  finally,  peace  is  effected,  and 
both  parties  find  themselves  with  empty  pockets.  In 
order  to  refill  them  the  natural  course  is  to  oppress  th^ 

r2 
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people.  Donna  Olympia,  sister-in-law  of  Innocent  X,, 
sells  public  offices.  The  brother  of  Alexander  VL,  chief 
judge  at  Borgo,  makes  a  market  of  justice.  Taxes 
become  frightful.  A  contemporary  writes  *that  the 
people,  without  revenue,  clothes,  beds,  and  kitchen  utensils 
to  satisfy  the  requirements  of  the  commissaries,  have 
only  one  resource  left  with  which  to  pay  taxes,  and  that 
is  to  sell  themselves  as  slaves.'  They  cease  to  work  and 
the  country  becomes  impoverished.  In  the  following 
century  De  Brosses  writes,  *  The  government  is  as  bad  as 
one  could  possibly  conceive  of.  Imagine  what  a  people 
must  be  of  whom  one  third  are  priests,  and  another  third 
idlers  ;  where  there  is  neither  agriculture,  commerce,  nor 
manufactures,  in  the  midst  of  a  fertile  country,  and  on  a 
navigable  river,  and  in  which  at  every  change  fresh 
robbers  come  to  take  the  place  of  those  who  no  longer 
need  to  plunder.' 

In  such  a  country  labour  is  a  delusion.  Why  should 
I  take  the  trouble  to  work,  knowing  that  the  exchequer 
or  some  noble,  or  some  protected  knave,  will  rob  me 
of  the  fruits  of  my  labour  ?  It  is  much  better  to  attend 
the  levee  of  a  valet^de-chambre  of  some  dignitary  ;  he  will 
obtain  for  me  a  slice  of  the  cake.  *  If  a  common  girl 
enjoys  protection  through  the  bastard  of  a  cardinal's 
apothecary,  she  has  secured  to  her  five  or  six  dowries 
charged  on  five  or  six  churches,  and  no  longer  desires  to 
learn  how  to  sew  or  to  spin ;  another  scoundrel  espouses  her 
through  the  attraction  of  this  ready  money,'  and  they  live 
by  sponging ;  later  as  panders,  solicitors,  and  beggars  they 
fish  for  their  dinner  wherever  they  can  find  it.  High 
life  then  begins,  such  as  the  picaresco  novels  portray  it, 
and  not  merely  in  Bome  but  throughout  Italy.  Labour  is 
regarded  as  an  indignity,  and  people  aim  at  display ;  they 
hire  servants  and  forget  to  pay  them  their  wages ;  they 
dine  on  a  turnip  and  wear  lace ;  they  obtain  credit  of  the 
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merchants  and  repel  their  demands  with  lies  and  entresitie». 
Goldoni's  comedies  are  full  of  these  well-bom  personages, 
clever  and  cultivated  and  living  at  the  expense  of  other:'. 
Thejget  themselves  invited  into  the  country;  thej  are 
always  gay,  dashing,  and  conversational,  poetic  in  honour 
of  their  host  and  advisory  in  all  his  building  enterprises ; 
above  all  they  borrow  his  money  and  do  full  justice  to 
his  table,  being  called  ^  cavaliers  of  the  tooth ; '  buifoons, 
flatterers,  and  gluttons,  they  would  readily  accept  a 
kick  for  a  crown.  The  memoirs  of  the  day  furnish 
hundreds  of  examples  of  this  degeneracy.  Carlo  Gozzi, 
on  returning  home  from  his  travels  with  a  friend,  stops  a 
moment  to  contemplate  the  superb  facade  of  the  palace  of 
his  family.  They  ascend  a  broad  marble  staircase  and  are 
astonished  at  what  they  behold,  the  house  seeming  to  have 
been  given  up  to  pillage.  *  The  floor  of  the  great  hall  was 
entirely  destroyed.  There  were  deep  cavities  everywhere, 
over  which  one  stumbled  with  a  severe  shock ;  the  broken 
windows  let  the  wind  in  from  all  quarters,  and  the  soiled 
tapestry  hung  on  the  walls  in  shreds.  Not  a  trace  was  left 
of  a  magnificent  gallery  of  old  paintings  ;  I  could  find  but 
two  portraits  of  my  ancestors,  one  by  Titian  and  the  other 
by  Tintoretto.*  The  women  pawn,  hire,  or  sell,  whirt  they 
can  and  how  they  can.  When  necessity  prompts  thom  they 
no  longer  stop  to  reason.  One  day  the  sister-in-law  oi 
Gozzi  sells  to  a  sausage-maker  by  weight  a  bundle  of  old 
papers  consisting  of  contracts,  trust-deedf ,  and  titles  to 
property.  All  these  circumstances  provide  the  expedients, 
intrigues,  and  humorous  features  of  the  Roman  comique. 
It  is  only  necessary  to  read  that  scape^/ace  Casanova,  iit 
order  to  know  to  what  gilded  misery  can  descend.  He 
undoubtedly,  like  all  rogues,  kept  the  company  of  faia 
equals  ;  but  French  rascality  has  with  him  a  different  air 
and  quite  other  actors  than  Italiau.  He  accosts  a  count, 
an  officer  of  the  Venetian  Sepublic,  an  amuible  man, 
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whose  wife  and  daughter  are  refined  both  in  manners  and  in 
address ;  on  the  following  day  he  visits  them^  and  £nd3 
the  window  blinds  almost  closed ;  he  opens  them  slightly 
and  perceives  two  poor  women  dressed  in  rags  and  in  linen 
by  no  means  attractive ;  they  hire  fine  clothes  for  Sunday 
in  order  to  attend  mass^  without  which  they  would  obtain 
no  share  of  the  ecclesiastical  alms  that  enable  them  to 
keep  body  and  soul  together.  Some  few  years  after  this 
he  returns  to  Milan.  Husbands  and  brothers,  all  gentle- 
men and  well  bred  and  many  quite  proud,  play  the  part 
of  panders  in  their  own  families ;  a  count  with  whom  he 
lodges,  and  who  is  without  fuel  to  make  &  fire,  blushingly 
offers  to  negociate  the  honour  of  his  wife.  Another, 
Count  Einaldi,  on  learning  that  his  daughter  brings  a 
hundred  crowns  instead  of  fifty  weeps  for  joy.  Charming 
women  who,  for  lack  of  money,  could  not  visit  Milan,  are 
imable  to  resist  a  supper  and  a  dress.  The  son  of  a  noble 
Venetian  keeps  a  gambling-hell,  cheats  at  play  and  con- 
fesses it.  A  young  lady  of  the  nobility  confesses  that 
'  her  father  taught  her  to  cut  the  cards  at  faro  so  as  never 
to  lose.'  Men  and  women  go  down  on  their  knees  before 
a  sequin.  Quotations  are  impossible  ;  the  actual  words 
of  the  swindling  charlatan  adventurer  can  alone  make 
visible  the  extraordinary  contrast  between  morals  and 
manners ;  on  the  one  hand  fine  clothes,  polished  phrases, 
elegant  style,  and  the  taste  and  deportment  of  the 
best  society;  and  op  the  other  the  effrontery,  the  acts, 
the  gestures,  and  the  filth  of  the  vilest.  It  is  to  this  low 
level  that  the  seigneurial  life  of  the  sixteenth  century 
descended.  When  the  people  no  longer  work,  and  the 
great  rob,  we  see  chevaliers  dCindustrie  and  female  adven- 
turers in  swarms ;  honour  is  an  article  of  merchandise 
like  other  things,  and  it  is  bartered  for  coin  when  naught 
else  remains. 
And  yet  it  is  to  this  society  of  the  idle  and  the  privileged 
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that  we  owe  the  great  works  of  art  which  now  attract 
visitors  to  Rome.  In  the  absence  of  all  other  interests 
caen  occupied  themselves  with  forming  galleries  and  with 
architecture ;  the  pleasure  of  building  and  the  tastes  of 
the  antiquary  and  connoisseur  were  all  that  remained  to 
a  nobleman  weary  of  ceremonies  in  a  country  where  the 
chase  and  violent  bodily  exercises  were  no  longer  in 
fashion,  where  politics  was  interdicted,  where  neither 
public  spirit  nor  humanitarian  sympathy  existed,  and  where 
a  noble  literature  had  become  extinct,  having  been  sup- 
planted by  the  grossest  ignorance  and  insignificant  verses. 
What  could  he  do  after  he  had  provided  for  the  interests 
of  his  house,  returned  his  visits,  and  made  love  ?  He 
builds  and  he  buys.  Until  the  eighteenth  century,  and 
in  full  decadence,  this  noble  tradition  subsists.  He  prefers 
beauty  to  convenience.  ^  The  houses,*  says  President  De 
Brosses,  *  are  covered  with  antique  bas-reliefs  from  top  to 
,  bottom,  but  there  is  not  a  bedroom  in  them.'  The  Italian 
is  not  ostentatious,  like  the  Frenchman,  in  his  receptions 
and  in  gormandising ;  in  his  eyes  a  fine  fluted  column  is 
worth  more  than  fifty  repasts.  *  His  mode  of  self- 
display,  after  having  acquired  a  fortune  by  a  life  of  fru- 
gality, is  to  expend  it  in  the  construction  of  some  grand 
public  edifice  .  ...  in  order  to  trapsmit  to  posterity  in  a 
durable  manner  his  name,  his  magnificence,  and  his  taste.' 
The  traces  of  this  peculiar  life  are  visible  at  every  step 
in  the  hundred  and  fifty  palaces  that  crowd  Bome.  You 
Bee  immense  courts,  high  walls  like  prison  walls,  and 
monumental  fa9ades.  Nobody  is  in  the  court — it  is  a 
desert;  sometimes  at  its  entrance  are  a  dozen  loungers 
seated  on  the  stones,  appearing  to  be  pulling  up  the  grass ; 
you  would  imagine  the  palace  abandoned.  This  is  fre- 
quently the  case,  its  ruined  master  lodging  in  the  fourth 
story  and  trying  to  let  a  portion  of  the  rest,  all  these  build- 
ings being  too  grand,  too  disproportionate  to  the  standard 
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of  modem  living,  and  unfit  for  anything  but  museunifl 
and  ministerial  purposes.  You  ring  and  a  *  Swiss/  some 
solemn-visaged  lackey,  slowly  answers  the  bell;  these 
people  all  look  like  the  doleful  birds  of  the  Jardin  des 
Plantes,  begilded,  striped,  befeathered,  and  sad,  but 
roosting  on  a  suitable  perch.  Very  often  nobody  comes, 
although  you  are  there  at  the  proper  day  and  hour,  because 
the  custode  is  executing  some  commission  for  the  princess : 
and  thereupon  the  visitor  curses  a  country  in  which  all 
support  themselves  on  strangers,  and  in  which  nobody  is 
prompt.  You  mount  countless  flights  of  steps,  of  extrar- 
ordinary  width  and  height,  and  find  yourself  in  a  range  of 
apartments  of  still  greater  width  and  height ;  you  advance 
—  there  is  no  end  to  them;  you  walk  for  five  minutes 
before  reaching  the  dining  ball,  in  which  four  regiments 
of  infantry  with  their  sappers  and  musicians  might  all  be 
lodged ;  the  Austrian  embassy  at  Venice  is  as  much  lost 
in  one  of  these  palaces  as  a  nest  of  rats  in  an  old  mill. — 
Suppose,  for  instance,  that  you  have  a  visit  to  pay;  in  vain' 
does  the  family  occupy  the  palace — it  seems  to  be  empty. 
You  ngtice  a  few  servants  in  the  antichamber ;  beyond 
this  solitude  begins — five  or  six  enormous  halls,  filled  with 
faded  furniture,  most  of  it  in  the  fashion  of  the  Empire. 
You  cast  your  eyes  out  of  a  window  as  you  pass,  and  see 
lofty  heavy  walls,  moss-covered  pavements,  and  the  corn- 
ices of  a  mutilated  and  leprous  roof.  At  length  human 
figures  reappear — one  or  two  oflicers ;  they  announce 
you,  and  you  stand  before  a  plain-looking  man  in  a  frock- 
•  coat  seated  in  a  modern  fauteil  in  a  smaller  chamber,  and 
duly  arranged  with  a  view  to  comfort  and  warmth.  If 
there  is  a  melancholy  abode  in  the  world,  one  more  dis- 
cordant with  modern  usages,  it  is  that  which  this  man 
occupies.  By  way  of  contrast  remark,  on  leaving  it,  a 
renovated  hotel  such  as  you  encounter  among  the  lesser 
nobility, —  the  house  of  an  artist,  of  which  there  are  a 
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number  near  the  Piazza  di  Spagna,  with  its  carpets  and 
flower-stands,  its  fresh  new  and  elegant  furniture,  the 
many  charming  evidences  of  prosperity,  its  moderate  and 
convenient  dimensions,  everything  it  c<mtain3  that  is 
attractive,  brilliant,  comfortable,  and  delightful.  On  the 
contrary,  the  palace  requires  sixty  liveried  lackeys  and 
eighty  dependent  gentlemen  on  wages ;  these  constitute 
tlie  natural  fumitm'e  for  each  apaj-tment:  the  courts 
require  the  twenty  carriages  and  the  hundred  horses  of 
its  ancient  masters;  add  to  this  various  services  of 
plate,  tapestries,  and  millions  of  cash  in  hand  to  regild  or 
renew  its  furniture  as  in  the  days  of  the  popes  of  two 
centuries  ago.  Its  pictures,  all  those  grand  figures  in 
action,  those  splendid  nudities  hung  on  the  walls,  are 
nothing  now  but  monuments  of  an  extinct  existence,  too 
voluptuous  and  too  corporeal  for  the  life  of  the  present, 
A  lizard  quartered  in  the  carcase  of  an  antediluvian  croco- 
dile, his  ancestor,  is  a  symbol  of  the  aristocratic  life  of 
Borne ;  the  crocodile  was  a  fine  one,  but  he  is  now  dead. 


CHAPTER  IIL 

THE  FARKESE  PALACE — ^THE  SCIARRA,  DORIA,  BORGIIESE,  BARBERINI, 
AND  ROSPIGLIOSI  P^VLACES  AND  GALLERIES — THE  PAINTERS  OF  THB 
SIXTEENTH  AND  SEVENTEENTH  CENTURIES. 

Op  all  these  fossils  the  grandest,  noblest,  most  im- 
posing and  rigidly  magnificent  is,  in  my  opinion,  the 
Farnese  palace.  It  is  situated  in  a  vile  quarter.  In 
order  to  reach  it  you  pass  near  the  gloomy  and  dilapidated 
Cenci  palace.  Five  minutes  before  I  had  traversed  the 
Ghetto  of  the  Jews,  a  veritable  nest  of  pariahs  in  a  labyrinth 
of  crooked  streets  and  foul  gutters,  its  houses  with  their 
dislocated  bulging  fronts  reminding  one  of  dropsical 
hernia,  their  dark  courts  discharging  exhalations,  and 
their  winding  stone  steps  clinging  to  walls  reeking  with 
the  filth  of  centuries.  Ugly,  dwarfed,  and  pallid  figures 
Bwarmed  here  like  mushrooms  growing  on  a  heap  of 
rubbish. 

You  arrive,  your  mind  filled  with  images  of  this  de- 
scription. Alone,  in  the  middle  of  a  dark  square,  rises 
the  enormous  palace,  lofty  and  massive,  like  a  fortress 
capable  of  giving  and  receiving  the  heaviest  ordinance. 
It  belongs  to  the  grand  era;  its  architects,  San.  Grallo, 
Michael  Angelo  and  VignoUes,  and  especially  the  first 
named,  have  stamped  upon  it  the  veritable  Renaissance 
character,  that  of  virile  energy.  It  is  indeed  akin  to  the 
torsoes  of  Michael  Angelo  ;  you  feel  in  it  the  inspiration 
of  the  great  pagan  epoch,  the  age  of  tragic  passions  and 
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of  unimpaired  energies  that  foreign  dominion  and  the 
catholic  restoration  were  about  to  weaken  and  degrade. 
The  exterior  is  a  colossal  square  form,  with  strong  barred 
windows,  and  almost  wholly  without  ornament ;  it  has  to 
resist  attack,  endure  for  centuries,  and  lodge  a  prince  and 
a  small  army  of  retainers ;  this  is  the  first  idea  of  its 
master  and  of  its  architect ;  that  of  the  pleasing  comes 
afterward.  But  the  term  pleasing  is  badly  chosen ; 
amidst  bold  and  dangerous  customs,  amusement,  and 
graceful  amiability  as  we  comprehend  it,  are  never  thought 
of;  what  they  prize  is  grave  masculine  beauty,  and  they 
express  it  by  lines  and  by  constructions  as  well  as  by 
frescoes  and  statues.  Above  this  grand,  almost  bare 
fa9ade,  the  cornice  that  forms  the  edge  of  the  roof  is  both 
rich  and  severe,  and  its  continuous  framework,  so  noble 
and  appropriate,  maintains  the  entire  mass  together,  so 
that  the  whole  is  a  single  form.  The  enormous  bossagea 
of  the  angles,  the  variety  of  the  long  lines  of  windows, 
the  thickness  of  the  walls,  constantly  mingle  together 
the  ideas  of  force  and  beauty.  You  enter  through  a 
sombre  vestibule,  as  solid  as  a  postern,  peopled  with 
arabesques  and  supported  by  twelve  short  Doric  columns  of 
red  granite.  The  admirable  interior  court  here  presents 
itself,  and  the  finest  portion  of  the  edifice.  The  exterior 
is  for  defence,  the  interior  for  promenade,  repose,  and 
to  enjoy  the  cool  air.  Each  story  has  its  own  inner  pro- 
menade and  portico  of  columns,  every  column  being  inserted 
in  a  strong  arch  and  forming  a  resisting  echinus,  which 
adds  considerably  to  its  energetic  appearance ;  the  balus 
trades  however,  and  the  diversity  of  the  stories,  one 
being  Doric  and  another  Ionic,  and  especially  the  garland 
of  fruits  and  flowers  separating  them,  and  the  lilies  sculp- 
tured in  arabesque,  overspread  this  severity  with  beauty 
like  a  bright  light  in  the  midst  of  a  powerful  shadow. 
The  Sciarra  and  Doria  Palaces* — As  the  former  king  of 
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Naples  occupies  the  Farnese  palace  it  is  difficult  to  get 
access  to  it  in  order  to  examine  the  paintings ;  the  others 
are  open  on  fixed  days.  Proprietors  have  the  taste  and 
good  sense  to  convert  their  private  galleries  into  public 
museums.  Hand-cards  are  placed  upon  the  tables  and 
serve  as  catologues  for  the  convenience  of  visitors,  while 
the  concierges  and  keepers  gravely  pocket  their  two 
pauls'  gratuity ;  they  are,  in  fact,  functionaries  that  serve 
the  public  and  must  be  paid  1by  the  public. — This  shows 
the  transition  from  aristocratic  to  democratic  life ;  mas- 
ter-pieces and  palaces  have  ceased  with  us  to  be  the 
property  of  individuals,  in  order  to  become  the  usufruct 
of  all. 

Tlie  Soiarra  Palace. — Two  precious  pictures  here  are 
under  glass,  the  first  and  the  most  beautiful  being  the 
'  Violin-player '  by  Raphael.  This  represents  a  young 
man  in  a  black  cap  and  green  mantle  with  a  fur  collar,  and 
thick  brown  hair  descending  over  it.  There  is  good 
reason  for  pronouncing  Raphael  the  prince  of  painters.  It 
is  impossible  to  be  more  sober  and  more  simple,  to 
comprehend  grandeur  more  naturally  and  with  less  of  effort. 
His  faded  frescoes  and  defaced  .ceilings  do  not  fully  re- 
present him ;  one  must  see  works  like  this  in  which 
the  colouring  is  not  impaired  and  the  relief  remains 
intact  The  young  man  slowly  turns  his  head,  fixing  his 
eye  on  the  spectator.  The  nobleness  and  calmness  of  the 
head  are  incomparable,  also  its  gentleness  and  intelligence; 
you  cannot  imagine  a  more  beautiful,  a  more  delicate 
spirit,  one  more  worthy  of  being  loved.  His  seriousness 
is  such  that  one  might  imagine  he  detected  a  shade  of  me- 
lancholy; but  the  truth  is  he  is  in  repose  and  he  has  a  noble 
nature.  The  more  one  contemplates  Raphael  the  more  does 
one  recognise  that  he  had  a  tender  confiding  soul,  similar  to 
that  of  Mozart,  that  of  a  man  of  genius  who  displayed  hia 
genius  witliout  suffering,  and  ever  dwelt  with  ideal  fonns ; 
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he  remained  good,  like  a  superior  creature  traversing 
the  baseness  and  miseries  of  life  -without  being  affected 
by  them. 

The  other  picture  is  a  portrait  of  Titian's  mistress,  noble 
also  and  calm  like  a  Greek  statue ;  one  hand  rests  on  a 
casket  and  the  other  touches  the  magnificent  hair  which 
falls  from  her  neck.  The  white  chemise  lies  in  carelesa 
folds,  and  a  large  red  mantle  encircles  the  shoulders. 
What  folly  to  compare  together  these  two  painters  and 
these  two  pictures !  Is  it  not  better  to  enjoy  in  them  both 
aspects  of  life. 

Two  '  Magdalens '  by  Guide,  Here  you  make  compa- 
risons in  spite  of  yourself;  you  turn  away  immediately 
from  these  chalky,  feeble  productions,  executed  mechani- 
cally and  barren  of  all  ideas. 

One  of  the  masterpieces  of  this  gallery,  and  perhaps 
the  greatest,  I  find  to  be  the  '  Modesty  and  Vanity  *  of 
Leonardo  da  Vinci  It  is  simply  two  female  figures  on 
a  dark  background.  Here,  and  as  if  by  contrast,  what 
there  is  of  ideas  is  incredible.  This  man  is  the  most  pro- 
found, the  most  thoughtful  of  painters ;  his  was  a  subtle 
intellect  full  of  curious  questionings,  caprices,  refinements, 
intricacies,  sublime  conceptions,  and  perhaps  of  sad  expe- 
riences beyond  all  his  contemporaries.  He  was  universal — 
painter,  sculptor,  architect,  machinist,  engineer;  antici- 
pating modem  science  and  defining  and  pursuing  its 
method  anterior  to  Bacon ;  inyentiye  in  all  things,  eyen  to 
appearing  eccentric  to  the  men  of  his  age ;  diving  into 
and  pressing  onward  through  coming  centuries  and  ideas, 
without  confining  himself  to  any  one  art  or  occupation,  or 
contenting  himself  with  what  he  knew  or  had  done,  but 
on  the  contrary  dissatisfied  at  the  very  time  when  the 
self-love  of  the  most  ambitious  would  have  been  most 
gratified,  always  preoccupied  in  outstripping  himself  and 
in  advancing  on  his  own  discoveries,  like  a  navigator,  who 
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indifferent  to  success  and  oblivious  of  the  possible^  plunges 
irresistibly  into  the  infinite  and  unknown.  The  expression 
of  the  face  representing  Vanity  is  extraordinary.  We 
can  never  know  the  research^  the  combinations,  the  sen- 
sations,  the  internal  spontaneous  reflective  labour,  the 
ground  traversed  by  his  spirit  and  intellect  in  order  to 
evolve  a  head  like  this.  She  is  much  more  delicately 
formed  and  more  noble  and  elegant  than  Monna  Lisa. 
The  luxuriance  and  taste  of  the  coiffure  are  remarkable. 
Beautiful  clusters  of  curls  tower  above  the  head  and  reflect 
hyacinthine  hues,  while  waving  tresses  descend  upon  the 
shoulders.  The  face  is  almost  fleshless ;  the  features  on 
which  expression  depends  absorb  it  entirely*  She  has  a 
strange  melancholy  smile,  one  peculiar  to  Da  Vinci, 
combining  the  sadness  and  irony  of  a  superior  nature ;  a 
queen,  a  goddess,  an  adored  mistress  possessing  all  and 
finding  that  all  but  little,  would  thus  smile. 

The  landscape  saloon  is  one  of  the  richest ;  it  contains 
several  Claude  Lorraines,  some  LocateUis,  and  a  vast 
landscape  by  Poussin,  representing  St  Matthew  writing 
near  a  large  sheet  of  water  in  a  country  composed  of 
broad  monumental  features — ever  the  same  Italian  land- 
scape as  understood  in  this  country,  that  is  to  say,  the 
villa  magnified,  just  as  the  English  garden  is  a  transcript 
in  miniature  of  the  open  country  of  England.  The  two 
races,  the  German  and  the  Latin,  show  here  their 
opposition;  one  loves  nature  for  itself,  while  the  other 
accepts  it  only  as  decoration  in  order  to  appropriate  it  and 
•  subordinate  it  to  man.  The  finest  picture  here  is  a 
large  landscape  by  Poussin  representing. a  winding  river, 
a  forest  on  the  left,  in  the  foreground  a  ruined  colonnade 
with  a  tower  in  the  middle  distance,  and  beyond  a  range  of 
blue  mountains.  These  parts  are  thus  arranged  architecta« 
rally,  and  the  masses  of  colour,  like  the  forms,  are  simple, 
powerful,  quiet,  and  well  contrasted.     This  gravity,  this 
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regularity,  satisfies  the  mind  if  not  the  eyes ;  in  order  fully 
to  appreciate  it,  however,  one  must  love  tragedy,  classic 
verse,  the  pomp  of  etiquette,  and  seigneurial  or  monarchi- 
cal grandeur.  The  distance  between  these  and  modem 
sentiments  ia  infinite.  Who  would  recognise  the  life  of 
nature  here  as  we  comprehend  it,  such  as  our  poets 
portray  it — undulating  and  subject  to  caprices,  by  turns 
delicate,  strange,  and  powerful,  expressive  in  itself  and  as 
-varied  as  man's  physiognomy? — Just  as  the  Sciarra 
palace  is  dilapidated  so  is  the  Doria  palace  magnificent. 
Among  the  Koman  families  that  of  the  Doria  is  one  of 
the  richest ;  there  are  eight  hundred  pictures  in  the 
various  apartments.  You  pass  through  a  long  series  of 
rooms  covered  with  them,  and  then  enter  the  gallery,  a 
superb  square  promenade,  extending  around  a  court  filled 
with  verdant  plants  and  painted  in  fresco  and  decorated 
with  largo  mirrors.  Three  of  its  sides  are  filled  with 
pictures,  and  the  fourth  with  statues.  Here  and  there 
are  family  busts  and  portraits,  that  of  Admiral  Andre 
Doria  the  leading  citizen  and  liberator  of  Genoa,  and  that 
of  Donna  Olympia,  who  governed  the  Church  under 
Innocent  X.  Such  a  gallery  on  a  reception  day,  illu- 
minated and  crowded  with  the  rich  costumes  of  officers, 
cardinals,  ambassadors  and  others  must  afford  a  unique 
spectacle.  I  have  seen  in  other  places  two  or  three  of 
these  grand  entertainments.  The  staircases  and  vesti* 
bules  are  decked  with  the  laurel  and  the  orange,  mingled 
with  busts  and  statues ;  the  animated  flesh  of  the  pictures 
glows  magnificently  in  their  golden  frames  on  their 
dark  backgrounds;  long  galleries  and  spacious  saloons, 
thirty  feet  in  height,  allow  groups  to  assemble  and  dis- 
perse with  the  utmost  facility :  flaming  candelabra  and 
lustrous  chandeliers  fill  a  vast  space  with  light  without 
dazzling  the  eye  with  its  profusion ;  while  half-shadows 
and  middle-tints  do   not   disappear,    as  in    our    small 
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drawing-rooms,  beneath  the  crudity  and  uniformity 
of  a  white  light.  Each  group  has  its  own  peculiar  tint  and 
lives  in  its  own  atmosphere :  amongst  silken  hangings, 
between  chaste  marble  statues,  under  the  sombre  reflec- 
tions of  bronzes  the  assembly  swims  in  a  sort  of  fluid,  the 
softness  and  depth  of  which  the  eye  delights  in. 

The  landscapes  of  Poussin  and  of  Gaspar  Poussin,  his 
pupil^  almost  fill  an  entire  hall.  They  are  the  largest  I 
ever  saw,  one  of  them  being  twenty  feet  long.  By  dint 
of  regarding  the  skilfully  composed  details  of  the  country 
before  you,  that  dark  foreground  of  large  trees  contrast^ 
ing  with  the  delicate  tint  of  the  distant  mountain,  and 
that  broad  opening  of  the  sky,  you  succeed  in  abstracting 
yourself  from  your  own  age  and  in  taking  the  position  of 
the  painter.  If  he  does  not  feel  the  life  of  nature  he  feels 
its  grandeur,  and  solenm  gravity,  and  even  its  melancholy. 
He  lived  in  solitude,  in  meditation,  in  an  age  of  decline. 
Landscape  perhaps  may  be  but  the  last  moment  of  paint* 
ing,  that  which  closes  a  grand  epoch  and  adapted  to  wearied 
spirits.  When  man  is  still  young  in  heart  he  is  interested 
most  in  himself,  nature  being  to  him  no  more  than  an 
accompaniment.  At  least  it  is  so  in  Italy ;  if  landscape 
art  is  developed  there  it  is  towards  the  end,  in  the  time 
of  the  Arcadians  and  of  pastoral  academies;  it  already  fills 
the  larger  portion  of  the  canvasses  of  Albano  and  it  entirely 
absorbs  those  of  Canealetti,  the  last  of  the  Venetians. 
Zuccarelli,  Tempesta,  and  Salvator  are  landscapists.  On 
the  contrary,  in  the  time  of  Michael  Angelo  and  even 
in  that  of  Vasari,  trees  and  structures  were  disdained, 
everything  but  the  human  figure  being  regarded  as 
accessory. 

There  are  several  works  here  by  Titian;  a  *HoIy 
Family,'  in  his  early  style ;  the  superb  corporeal  type  he 
is  afterwards  to  develop  in  his  mistresses  here  begins  to 
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appear.  Two  portraits  reprpsent  these;  they  are  only 
Kealthy^  good-looking  women^  one  of  whom,  decked  in 
jiearls  and  with  a  small  collar,  being  the  most  appetising 
of  well-fed  servant  girls.  A  merpy  *  Magdalen,'  fully 
exposing  her  breast,  is  simply  an  animal.  A  '  St  Agnes' 
is  only  a  good  little  pouting  girl,  very  childlike  and  quite 
free  of  any  mystic  sentiment.  In  his  '  Sacrifice  of 
Abraham '  poor  Isaac  cries  like  a  little  boy  with  a  cut 
finger.  Titian,  almost  as  much  as  Rubens,  dares  portray 
the  temperament  of  man,  the  passions  of  flesh  and  blood, 
the  low,  unrestrained  instincts — in  short,  the  brutal  life  of 
the  body ;  but  he  does  not  give  it  full  rein ;  he  maintains 
the  rebellious  flesh  within  the  confines  of  harmonious  form ; 
voluptuousness  with  him  is  never  unaccompanied  with 
nobleness.  Happiness  with  him  is  not  the  satisfaction  of 
the  senses,  but  besides  this  the  gratification  of  poetic 
instincts ;  he  does  not  descend  to  kermesses  but  delights 
in  fStes,  and  not  those  of  rustics  but  of  epicureans  §.nd  of 
grand  seigneurs.  Instinct  with  such  natures  may  be  as 
strong,  as  intemperate  as  among  the  vulgar,  but  it  is 
accompanied  with  another  intellect,  and  is  not  gratified  at 
Bo  litUe  cost ;  it  does  not  demand  turnips  on  a  pewter 
dish  but  oranges  on  a  salver  of  gold.  You  cannot 
imagine  truer  and  healthier  colour  than  that  of  his 
*  Three  Ages  of  Man,'  a  more  blooming  and  fresher  form 
than  this  superb  blonde  woman,  in  a  red  robe  with  tiie 
sleeves  of  her  white  chemise  gathered  at  the  shoulders, 
exposing  the  solid  whiteness  of  her  lovely  arms.  The  ex- 
pression is  calm  and  serious.  We  are  no  longer  capable 
of  painting  the  beauty  which  might  provoke  but  does  not 

provoke. 

Several  pictures  of  the  Bolognese  school  are  all  of  the 

same  character.      One,  by   Ouercino,  and  very  black, 

represents  Herminia  meeting  Tancred  wounded  and  in  a 

8W00XL      The  attendant  is  an  academy  head,  and  the 

Q 
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figure  in  a  swoon  is  copied  from  life  with  a  melodramatio 
aim, — The  second  picture  is  by  Guido,  a  *  Madonna 
adoring  the  infant  Jesus.'  The  Madonna  is  a  pretty 
boarding-school  miss;  this  picture  already  smacks  of  the 
devout  affectation  and  other  influences  of  the  *  sacred- 
heart.* — The  third  is  a  Pleta  by  Annibal  Carrache.  His 
Christ,  a  handsome  young  fellow,  has  a  head  distingue 
and  sentimental,  such  as  would  please  a  pretty  woman« 
The  little  weeping  clierubs  point  touchingly  to  the  holes 
in  the  feet  and  try  to  raise  the  heavy  arm.  Pretty  senti- 
mental efforts  like  these  suited  the  fashionable  pietism 
of  the  seventeenth  century — a  religion  adapted  to  mystic 
and  worldly  women. 

But  the  most  striking  examples  are,  in  my  opinion,  the 
portraits.  On*?  by  Paul  Veronese  represents  Lucrezia 
Borgia  in  black  velvet,  the  breast  slightly  exposed, 
with  bows  of  lace  on  the  sleeves  and  corsage,  a  large  and 
mature  form,  her  hair  combed  back,  her  forehead  low,  and 
with  a  singular  look  out  of  the  eyes,  as  she  appeared  at 
the  time  Bembo  addressed  to  her  the  periods  and  pro- 
testations of  his  ceremonious  letters. — Admiral  Andrea 
Doria  by  Sebastian  del  Piombo  is  that  of  a  superb  states- 
man and  warrior,  with  a  commanding  air  and  calm  look, 
his  large  head  appearing  still  larger  through  its  ample 
grey  beard.  There  is  another  head  by  Bronzino,  that  of 
Machiavelli,  animated,  humorous,  and  suggestive  of  a 
burlesque  actor ;  you  would  call  him  a  sly  fellow,  attentive 
to  all  that  goes  on  around  him,  and  in  search  of  the  comic. 
In  Machiavelli  the  historian,  philosopher,  and  statesman, 
conceal  the  comedian,  and  this  comedian  is  coarse,  licen- 
tious, often  bitter,  and  at  last  desponding.  His  jesting  after 
liis  torture  is  well-known,  and  his  funereal  gaiety  during  the 
plague.  When  one  is  too  sad  he  must  laugh  in  order  not 
to  weep.  In  the  seventeenth  century  and  in  France  he 
might  perhaps  have   been  a  Moli^e. — Two  portraits 
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attributed  to  Kaphael^  or  in  his  manner,  those  of  Bartolo 
and  Baldo^  are  rough  jolly  fellows;  he  has  seized  the 
entire  man  without  any  omission^  in  the  very  centre  of 
his  being.  Other  painters  by  the  side  of  Kaphael  lack 
equilibrium  and  are  eccentric. — The  masterpiece  of  all 
the  portraits  is  that  of  Pope  Innocent  X.  by  Velasquez ; 
on  a  red  chair  before  a  red  curtain  under  a  red  hat  and 
above  a  red  mantle  is  a  red  face,  that  of  a  miserable  fool  and 
pedant;  make  a  picture  out  of  thiswhich  is  never  forgottenl 
One  of  my  friends,  on  returning  from  Madrid,  remarked 
that,  by  the  side  of  Velasquez'  great  pictures  all  the  others, 
however  true  and  magnificent,  seemed  dead  and  academic. 
The  Borghese  Palace. — If  on  turning  the  comer  of  a 
copse  you  were  to  see  a  fawn  advancing  its  head  and 
listening,  you  would  admire  the  gracefully  bending  neck, 
and  feel  the  supple,  waving  motion  of  the  body,  as  it 
darted  off  at  the  first  alarm  to  scamper  away  in  the  un- 
derwood; when  a  horse  near  you  tries  to  jump,  and  gathers 
up  his  hind-quarters  to  springs  you  feel  the  swelling  of  the 
muscles  that  throw  him  on  his  haunches,  and  you  interest 
yourself  sympathetically  in  the  attitude  and  in  the  effort. 
You  do  not  expect  anything  more ;  you  do  not  require  an 
additional  moral  idyl,  a  psychological  intention  such  as 
Landseer  seeks.  Such  is  the  spirit  in  wldch  the  pictures 
of  the  great  Italian  century  must  be  considered ;  ex- 
pression comes  later,  along  with  the  Caracci.  That  which 
occupies  men  about  the  year  1500  is  the  human  animal, 
and  its  accompaniment,  a  simple  easy  costume.  Add  to 
this  the  pompous  superstition  of  the  time,  the  need  of 
Baints  for  churches  and  of  decoration  for  palaces.  Out  of 
these  two  sentiments  the  rest  all  flow ;  the  second,  again, 
has  simply  furnished  the  motive ;  the  substance  of  art 
comes  from  the  first.  They  were  right;  grief,  joy,  rage, 
pity,  all  the  shades  and  varieties  of  passion  visible  to 
the  inward  eye,  if  I  subordinate  the  body  to  them ;  if 
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muscles  and  drapery  are  only  there  to  translate  tliese^  I 
employ  forms  and  colours  simply  as  means,  and  do  thai 
which  I  could  better  do  with  another  art,  as  for  example, 
poetry.  I  commit  the  same  mistake  as  is  made  in  music 
when  a  strain  of  the  clarionette  attempts  to  express  the 
triumphant  ruse  of  the  young  Horatius ;  the  same  error  as 
in  literature  when  with  twenty-five  lines  of  ink  on  white 
paper  it  attempts  to  convey  an  idea  of  the  curve  of  a  nose 
or  a  chin.  I  fall  short  of  picturesque  effect  and  only  half 
attain  to  a  literary  effect ;  I  am  only  half-painter,  half- 
author. 

This  idea  recurs  to  one  constantly,  for  example,  before 
the '  Madonnas  *  and  the  *  Venuses '  of  Andrea  del  Sarto — 
all  pretty  young  girls  related  to  each  other ;  and  before  the 
*  Visitation  *  of  Sebastian  del  Poimbo — ^which  is  a  Visita- 
tion if  you  choose  to  call  it  so,  but  if  properly  named  would 
be  entitled,  an  erect  young  woman  standing  by  the  side  of 
an  old  woman  stooping.  Two  different  men  were  embodied 
in  the  spectator  of  that  day :  the  devotee,  who,  in  commis- 
sioning  a  picture  for  a  church  believed  he  was  gaining  a 
hundred  years'  inoulgence,  and  the  man  of  action,  whose 
.head  was  filled  with  physical  imagery  and  who  delighted 
in  the  contemplation  of  healthy  bodily  activity  and  fine 
drapery. 

The  *  Sacred  and  Profane  Love*  by  Titian  is  still 
another  masterpiece  of  the  same  spirit  A  beautiful 
woman  dressed  appears  by  the  side  of  another  naked, 
which  is  all,  and  enough.  One,  calm  with  noblest  Berenify, 
and  the  other  white  with  the  amber  whiteness  of  living 
flesh  between  red  and  white  drapery,  the  breasts  slightly 
defined,  and  the  head  free  from  licentious  vulgarity,  gives 
an  idea  of  love  of  the  happiest  kind.  By  their  side  is  • 
sculptured  fountain,  and  behind  them  a  broad  landscape 
of  a  blue  tone  with  warm  patclies  of  earth  intersected  by 
the  darks  of  sombre  forests,  and  in  the  distance  the  sea « 
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two  cavaliers  arc  visible  in  the  background^  also  a  spire 
and  a  town.  People  loved  the  actual  landscapes  which 
they  saw  daily,  and  these  were  put  into  their  pictures 
without  much  thought  of  their  suitableness ;  everything 
is  designed  to  please  the  eye,  nothing  to  please  the 
reasoning  faculties.  The  eye  passes  from  the  simple 
tones  of  that  ample  and  healthy  flesh  to  the  rich  subdued 
tints  of  the  landscape,  as  the  ear  passes  from  a  melody 
to  its  accompaniment.  Both  are  in  harmony,  and  in 
going  from  one  to  the  other  you  feel  a  pleasure  that 
continues  to  be  a  pleasure  of  the  same  order.  In  his 
other  picture  of  the  ^  Three  Graces,*  after  contemplating 
the  first  with  her  beautiful  calm  countenance,  the  golden 
diadem  sown  with  pearls  extending  up  to  the  middle  of 
her  crisped  locks,  and  those  blonde  tresses  descending  in 
silken  waves  on  the  neck  down  to  her  robe,  you  let  the 
eye  pass  to  the  magnificent  landscape  of  naked  rocks  made 
blue  by  distance  and  atmosphere,  and  the  poesy  of  nature 
completes  that  of  the  body. 

There  are  seventeen  hundred  pictures  in  this  gallery. 
How  speak  of  them?  Enumerate  all  the  museums  of 
Italy,  all  beyond  the  mountains  and  those  that  have 
perished,  and  add  to  this  that  there  is  not  a  private  house 
of  any  pretension  which  does  not  possess  one  or  more  old 
pictures.  It  is  with  Italian  painting  as  with  that  Greek 
sculpture  which  formerly  accumulated  at  Bome  sixty 
thousand  statues.  Each  of  these  arts  corresponds  to  a 
peculiar  epoch  in  the  human  mind ;  men  thought  then 
through  colours  and  through  forms. 

One  of  these  pictures  remains  in  the  mind — the 
^Diana's  Chase'  by  Domenichino.  This  represents 
naked  and  half-naked  young  girls,  gay  and  somewhat 
vulgar,  bathing,  playing,  and  drawing  the  bow.  One, 
lying  on  her  back,  displays  a  charmingly  infantile  arch 
expression.     Another,  having  just  shot  an  arrow,  smiles 
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-with  the  gaiety  of  a  pretty  village  lass.  A  little  thing 
about  fifteen,  with  a  solid  hearty  torso,  is  removing  the  last 
of  her  two  sandals.  All  these  young  creatures  are  plump, 
alert,  and  pretty,  somewhat  grisettish  in  character,  and 
accordingly  with  not  much  of  the  goddess  about  them. 
But  what  natural  youthful  faces  and  charms  I  Dome- 
nichino  is  an  original  earnest  artist,  and  quite  the 
opposite  of  Guido,  Among  the  exigencies  of  fashion 
and  the  conventionalities  of  partisans  he  maintains  his 
own  sentiment  and  dares  to  adhere  to  it ;  he  resorts  to 
nature  and  interprets  her  his  own  way.  His  contem- 
poraries punished  him  for  it,  for  he  lived  unhappy  and 
unknown. 

The  Barherini  and  Rospigliosi  Palaces. — It  is  pleasant 
to  follow  up  an  idea.    I  went  to  see  his  other  pictures, 
one  of  which  in  the  Barberini  palace  represents  Adam  and 
Eve  before  the  Creator  after  their  fall.     In  this  work  the 
painter  shows  himself  as  conscientious  as  he  is  bungling. 
Adam  with  the  air  of  a  stupid  domestic  apologises  for 
himself  and  pitifully  points  to  'Eve,  who  with  a  not  less 
exaggerated   concern  for  herself  points  to  the  serpent. 
•It  is  not  my  fault  she  is  to  blame.*    'It  is  not  my 
fault  but  his.'    The  artist  evidently  pursues  the  moral 
aspect  of  the  subject,  insisting  on  it  with  the  scrupulous 
fidelity  of  a  declining   school   of  art.     Raphael   never 
descended  to  this  point.    Another  sign  of  the  time,  one  of 
ecclesiastical  decency,  is  that  Eve  and  Adam  wear  aprons 
of  leaves.     The  body  and  head  of  the  woman,  however, 
and   the  cherubs  bearing  Jehovah  are  of  the  greatest 
beauty,  and  the  painting  is  solid.     Domenicliino  was  a 
shoemaker's  son,  slow,  painstaking,  of  a  modest  gentle 
nature,  very  ugly,  unfortunate  in  love,  poor,  criticised, 
oppressed,  wholly  absorbed  with  himself  and  seJf-intcrro- 
gating,  and  without  always  getting  a  response,  like  a 
plant  which,  incompletely  developing  in  a  bad  atmosphere 
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and  nncler  frequent  showers,  produces  among  manyaborfdye 
blossoms  here  and  there  a  beautiful  flower. 

There  is  in  the  Rospigliosi  palace  another  *  Eve  *  by 
him,  this  time  plucking  the  apple.  Eve  is  a  beautiful 
figure,  and  there  is  no  part  of  the  picture  that  does  not 
show  careful  study.  But  what  an  odd  idea  the  display  of 
that  menagerie  of  animals  around  them-,  and  that  red 
paroquet  on  the  tree  of  life  !  The  tree  has  on  it  a  hump, 
a  sort  of  step  by  which  Adam  is  mounting  upward.  On 
the  other  hand  his  ^  Triumph  of  David,'  by  the  side  of 
this  overflows  with  genius  and  naturalness.  Nothing  can 
be  found  more  charming  and  animated  than,  that  group  of 
females,  playing  on  musical  instruments ;  one  especially, 
bending  forward  and  extending  her  arms  with  a  sistrum 
in  her  hands,  with  a  blue  tunic  and  the  leg  bare,  is  in  an 
attitude  of  indescribable  grace ;  the  flesh  seems  to  be  im- 
pregnated with  light*  No  pose  of  the  human  structure, 
so  as  to  display  every  part  of  the  fine  animal  to  greater 
advantage,  could  possibly  be  given.  The  heads  are 
youthful,  and  of  true  virginal  grace  and  sincerity;  they 
are  creations.  We  see  a  man,  with  the  true  heart  of  a 
painter,  one  who  felt  the  beautiful  in  and  for  itself,  one 
who  is  seeking,  creating,  and  wrestling  with  his  conception 
and  labouring  with  all  his  power  to  express  it,  and  not  a 
simple  manufacturer  of  figures  like  Guido.  *He  was 
never  weary,'  says  his  biographer,  *  of  attending  large 
assemblies  of  people,  in  order  to  observe  the  attitudes  and 
expressions  by  which  innate  senAnents  are  made  mani- 
fest.' You  remark  throughout  all  his  productions  this 
effort  at  expression  and  sometimes  too  great,  as,  for  in- 
stance, the  irritated  aspect  of  Saul,  who  is  violently  clutch- 
ing his  tunic.  The  painter  aimed  to  show  the  jealousy 
of  one  who  half-betrays  and  half-restrains  himself. 
Painting,  however,  poorly  renders  complications  and  shades 
of  sentiment;  psychology  is  not  its  business. 
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This  palace  contains  the  celebrated  frescoed  ceiling  by 
Guido  called  the  '  Aurora.'     The  god  of  day  is  seated  on 
his  chariot  surrounded  by  a  choir  of  dancing  Hours,  pre- 
ceded by  the  early  morning  Hour  scattering  flowere.   The 
deep  blue  of  the  sea,  still  obscure,  is  charming.     There  ia 
a  joyousness,  a  complete  pagan  amplitude  about  these 
blooming  goddesses,  with  their  hands  interlinked,  and 
all  dancing  as  if  at  an  antique  fete.     In  fact  he  copied 
the  antique,  the  Niobe  group,  for  instance,  and  in  this 
way  formed  his  style ;   the  type  once  found  he  always 
repeated  it,  consulting,  not  nature,  but  the  agreeablenesa 
of  the  effect  on  the  spectator's  mind.     Accordingly  his 
figures  generally  resemble  those  of  fashion  plates ;  for 
instance,  the  ^Andromeda*  of  the  neighbouring  apart- 
ment, which  has  no  form  or  substance,  and  which,  in  fact, 
is  not  a  living  existence  but  only  a  combination  of  pleas- 
ing   contours,       Guido    was    an     admired,    fortunate, 
worldly  artist,  accommodating  himself  to  the  taste  of  the 
day,  and  pleasing  the  ladies.     He  declared  that  he  had 
*two  hundred  ways  of  making  the  eyes  look  up  to 
heayen*'    What  he  contributes  to  this  trifling,  gallant, 
already  satiated  society,  flourishing  with  Hgisbes,  is  a 
delicate  effeminate  expression  unknown  to  the  old  masters 
— the  physiognomies  and  conventional  smiles  of  society. 
Veritable  energy,  the  interior  force  of  undisguised  pas- 
sion, had  already  disappeared  in  Italy ;  people  no  longer 
admired    the   true    virgins,  the    primitive    spirits,  the 
simple  peasants  of  RiJEael,  but  the  sentimental  inmates 
of  convents  and  parloifersin  the  shape  of  highly  cultivated 
young  ladies.   The  bold  £ree  spirit  of  former  times  is  gone ; 
traces  of  republican  familiarity  no  longer  exist ;  people 
converse  ceremoniously  according  to  etiquette,  using  sound- 
titles  and  obsequious  phrases ;  since  the  Spanish  conquest 
they  cease  to  address  each  other  as  brother  or  neighbour, 
but  don   the  title  of  monseigneur.      Tastes  change  as 
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natures  change.  EfFeminate^  fastidious  people  dislike 
simple  and  strong  figures;  thej  require  conventional 
smoothness^  sweet  smiles^  curiouslj  intermingled  tints, 
sentimental  visages,  the  pleasing  and  far-fetched  in 
everything ;  sometimes,  and  by  the  way  of  contrast,  they 
admire  the  audacity  of  Caravaggio,  the  crudity  and 
triviality  of  literal  imitation,  just  as  they  accept  a  glass  of 
brandy  after  twenty  of  sweetened  orgeat.  The  contrast 
is  apparent  in  the  Barberini  gallery  on  comparing  two 
celebrated  portraits,  which,  a  hundred  years  apart,  have 
been  regarded  affectionately  and  as  models  of  beauty. 
The  '  Fomarina'  by  Kaphael  is  simply  a  body  with  a 
brunette  head,  a  hardened  look,  an  expression  vulgarly 
joyous,  8t2x>ngly  marked  eyelids,  the  arms  too  large  below 
the  elbow,  and  the  shoulders  too  suddenly  falling,  in  short  a 
common  vigorous  woman  of  the  masses,  similar  to  the  baker 
girl  who  was  Lord  Byron's  mistress,  and  who  thee^d  and 
t/iou^d  him,  and  called  him  a  cane  della  Madonna.  Raphael 
certainly  found  nothing  in  this  figure,  but  a  human 
animal,  healthy  and  of  good  parts,  and  furnishing  him  with 
useful  suggestions  of  lines.  The  ^  Cenci,'  on  the  contrary, 
by  Guido,  is  a  pale,  pretty,  and  delicate  creature ;  her 
small  chin,  mincing  mouth,  and  the  curves  of  the  face 
are  pleasing ;  draped  in  white  and  her  head  surrounded 
with  white  she  poses  like  a  model  to  be  studied.  She  is 
interesting  and  fragile ;  deprive  her  of  the  pallor  due  to  her 
melancholy  situation,  and  nothing  remains  but  an  amiable 
young  lady»  like  the  virgin  of  die  ^  Annunciation '  in  the 
Louvre  before  the  Angel,  and  a  pretty  page.  This  is 
what  the  sonnet  writers  and  ladies  admire ! 


CHAPTER  IV. 

CHURCHES — CHA'RACTER  OF  THE  CHURCHES  OF  ROME — TEt  FISTT 
OF  THE  MIDDLE  AGES  AND  THE  DECORATION  OF  THE  SIXTEENTH 
CENTURY — STRASBOCRG  CATHEDRAL — TRANSFORMATION  OF  CATHO- 
LICISM AFTER  THE  RENAISSANCE — ^THE  GESU — THE  JESUITICAL 
SPIRIT — ^TASTE   OF  THE   SIXTEENTH   CENTURY. 

It  seems  that  your  friends  accuse  me  of  irreverence. 
One  visits  Borne  then  to  admire  everything,  and  to  take 
no  notice  of  the  dirty  beggars  and  garbage  on  the  comers 
of  the  streets !  As  you  please  my  worthy  friends ;  I  am 
going  to  give  you  greater  offence.  Admit  that  I  am 
here  in  the  wrong  season,  that  I  record  hasty  impressions, 
that  I  talk  sacrilegiously  prompted  merely  by  curiosity  and 
a  love  of  history,  and  that  I  handle  neither  brush,  graver, 
nor  modelling  stick — all  of  which  is  true ;  but  let  every 
instrument  utter  its  own  music,  and  do  not  exact  from 
me  a  common,  monotonous  tune,  transmitted  from  one 
bird-organ  to  another  for  the  greater  glorification  of 
tradition*  I  could  never  admit,  for  instance,  that  the 
churches  of  Rome  are  Christian,  and  this  pains  me,  for  it 
will  prove  prejudicial  to  me.  If  there  is  any  place  on  the 
earth  where  it  is  proper  to  experience  compassion,  com* 
punction,  veneration,  the  sublime  and  solemn  sentiment 
of  the  infinite,  of  the  be,yond^  it  is  here;  unfortunately,  one 
feels  only  sentiments  of  the  opposite  character.  How  often 
bv  contrast  have  I  thought  of  our  Gothic  churche3 — of 
Rheims,  Chartres,  Paris,  and  especially  Strasbourg  1  I 
had  revisited  Strasbourg  three  months  before  this,  and 
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had  passed  an  afternoon  alone  in  its  vast  interior 
drowned  in  shadow;  A  strange  lights  a  sort  of  dark 
flickering  purple,  died  away  in  the  impenetrable  black- 
ness. In  the  background  the  choir  and  apsis  with  their 
massive  circle  of  round  columns,  the  strong  primitive  half- 
Roman  church,  disappeared  in  night — an  antique  root 
buried  in  the  ground,  a  trunk  thick  and  indestructible, 
around  which  the  entire  Gothic  vegetation  had  expanded 
and  flourished.  There  were  no  chairs  in  the  grand  nave, 
and  scarcely  more  than  four  or  five  of  the  devout  knelt 
there  or  wandered  about  like  spectres.  No  miserable 
housekeeping,  no  frippery  of  commonplace  worship,  no 
agitation  of  human  insects,  existed  there  to  trouble  the 
sanctity  of  solitude.  The  ample  space  between  the  pillars 
expanded  dark  beneath  the  vault,  filled  with  dubious  light 
and  almost  palpable  shadows.  Alone,  above  the  black 
choir  one  luminous  window  detached  itself,  crowded  with 
radiant  figures  as  if  a  glimpse  into  paradise. 

The  choir  was  filled  with  priests,  but  from  the  entrance 
one  could  distinguish  nothing,  so  deep  waa  the  gloom  and 
00  great  the  distance.  There  were  no  ornaments  visible 
and  no  petty  idols.  Alone  in  the  obscurity,  amongst 
grand  forms  scarcely  discernible,  two  chandeliers  with 
their  lighted  tapers  illuminated  the  two  comers  of  the 
^  altar  like  two  trembling  spirits.  Chants  arose  and  fell 
at  regular  intervals  like  swinging  censers.  Occasionally 
the  clear  voices  of  children  in  the  distant  choir  made  one 
think  of  the  melody  of  cherubs,  and  from  time  to  time  an 
ample  modulation  of  the  organ  covered  aU  sounds  with 
its  majestic  harmony. 

On  advancing.  Christian  ideas  invaded  the  mind  with 
fresh  power  proportionately  to  every  newly-disclosed 
aspects  When,  on  reaching  the  apsis,  and  the  cold  deserted 
crypt  is  seen  in  which  the  stone  archbishop  lies  couched 
for  eternity,  like  a  Pharaoh  on  his  sepulchre,  and:»  leaving 
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the  funereal  vault  70U  turn  away,  the  western  rose  window 
bursts  out  above  the  vast  obscurity  of  the  near  arches  in 
its  border  of  black  and  blue,  with  its  embroideries  of 
crimson  and  purple,  its  innumerable  petals  of  amethyst 
and  emerald,  its  mournful  ardent  splendour  of  mystio 
jewels  flashing  and  sparkling  in  ruddy  magnificence* 
Here  is  heaven,  as  disclosed  in  the  evening  dream  of  a 
spirit  that  loves  and  suffers.  Beneath,  like  a  silent 
northern  forest,  the  pillars  extend  their  colossal  filea. 
Deep  shadows  and  the  violent  opposition  of  radiant  day- 
light image  the  Christian  life  plunged  into  this  melan- 
choly world  with  glimpses  of  the  world  beyond,  while  on 
both  sides,  lost  in  the  distance,  the  violet  and  crimson 
processions  on  the  window-panes,  the  whole  of  sacred 
history,  sparkle  in  revelations  appropriate  to  the  weak 
nature  of  man. 

How  these  barbarians  of  the  middle  ages  felt  the  con-* 
trast  of  lights  and  shadows  I  What  Rembrandts  there 
were  among  the  masons  who  prepared  these  mysterious 
undulations  of  glimmer  and  gloom!  How  true  it  is 
that  art  is  only  expression,  that  above  all  one  most 
have  a  soul, ,  that  a  temple  is  not  a  heap  of  stones 
or  a  combination  of  forms,  but  at  once  and  uniquely  a 
religion  which  speaks!  This  cathedral  throughout 
appeals  to  the  eyes  at  the  first  glance,  to  the  first  comer, 
to  a  poor  wood-chopper  of  the  Vosges  or  of  the  Black 
Forest,  half  brutish,  stupified  and  mechanical,  whose  thick 
envelope  no  reasoning  could  penetrate,  but  whose  mise- 
rable life  amidst  the  snows,  and  solitude  in  his  hut,  and 
dreams  under  pines  lashed  by  storms,  filled  with  sen- 
sations  and  instincts  here  aroused  by  every  form  and 
every  hue.  The  symbol  gives  all  at  the  first  impression 
and  makes  all  felt ;  it  goes  straight  to  the  heart  through 
the  eyes,  without  requiring  to  traverse  the  reasoning 
intellect.     A  man  has  no  need  of  culture  to  be  affected 
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by  this  enormous  aisle  with  its  grave  pillars  regularly 
arranged  and  never  weary  in  upholding  this  sublime  vault ; 
it  suffices  him  to  have  wandered  during  the  winter  months 
through  the  gloomy  forests  of  the  mountains*  There  is  a 
world  here^  an  abridgement  of  the  great  world  as  Christi- 
anity conceives  it;  to  crawly  to  grope  with  both  hands 
against  damp  walls  in  this  obscure  lifCj  amongst  vacilla* 
ting  uncertain  gleams^  amongst  the  buzzings  and  bitter 
whisperings  of  the  human  hive^  and  tor  consolation,  to 
perceive  here  and  there  aloft  in  the  air  radiant  figures, 
the  mantle  of  azure,  the  divine  eyes  of  a  Virgin  and  child, 
the  good  Christ  extending  his  benevolent  hands,  whilst  a 
concert  of  clear  silvery  notes  and  triumphant  hosannahs 
bear  the  soul  away  on  their  rolling  chords  and  sym« 
phonies. 

The  Gesu,  March  15. — These  are  the  souvenirs,  and 
others  similiar  to  them,  which  spoil  for  me  or  rather 
which  explain  to  me  the  churches  of  Kome.  They  are 
almost  all  of  the  seventeenth  century  or  of  the  end  of  the 
sixteenth,  and  bear  the  mark  of  the  Catholic  restoration 
following  upon  the  council  of  Trent.  Departing  from 
this  epoch,  the  religious  sentiment  becomes  transformed ; 
tiie  Jesuits  have  the  ascendency.  They  possess  a  taste,  as 
they  possess  a  theology  and  a  political  scheme ;  always 
a  new  conception  of  divine  and  human  things  produces  a 
new  mode  of  comprehending  beauty ;  man  speaks  in  his 
decorations,  in  his  capitals,  in  his  cupolas,  often  more 
clearly  and  always  more  sincerely  than  in  his  actions  and 
in  his  writings. 

In  order  to  see  this  taste  in  full  display  it  is  necessary 
to  visit  the  Gesu  near  the  piazza  in  Venice,  the  central 
monument  of  the  society,  built  by  VignoUes  and  Jacques 
della  Porta  in  the  last  quarter  of  the  sixteenth  century. 
The  grand  pagan  renaissance  perpetuates  itself  here,  but 
with  modifications.    The  semi-cu*cular  arches,  the  cupola^ 
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the  pilasters,  the  pediments,  all  the  great  parts  of  archi- 
tecture are,  as  in  the  renaissance  itself,  renewed  from  the 
antique ;  but  the  rest  is  a  decoration,  and  turns  into  luxury 
and  gewgaws.  With  the  solidity  of  its  foundation  and  the 
soundness  of  its  forms,  with  the  pompous  majesty  of 
its  pilasters  crowned  with  gilded  capitals,  its  painted 
domes  eddying  with  grand  figures  draped  and  half-naked, 
its  paintings  framed  in  with  borderings  of  sculptured  gold, 
its  angels  in  relief  springing  over  the  edges  of  their 
brackets,  this  church  resembles  a  magnificent  banquet* 
hall,  some  regal  hotel  de  ville  decked  out  with  all  its  silver 
and  glass,  its  damask  hangings,  and  curtains  garnished  with 
lace,  in  order  to  receive  a  monarch  and  do  him  the  honours 
of  a  city.  The  cathedral  of  the  middle  ages  suggested 
sublime  and  melancholy  reveries,  a  sentiment  of  human 
nilfiery,  the  vague  divination  of  an  ideal  kingdom  in  which 
the  passionate  heart  finds  its  consolation  and  its  transports. 
The  temple  of  the  Catholic  restoration  inspires  sentiments 
of  submission,  of  admiration,  or  at  least  of  deference  to 
this  personage  so  powerful,  so  long-established,  and  espe- 
cially so  acoredited  and  so  richly  furnished,  called  the 
Church. 

Out  of  all  this  imposing  and  dazzling  decoration  one 
idea  issues  in  the  shape  of  a  proclamation:  ^Ahcient 
Borne  reunited  the  universe  in  a  single  empire ;  I  re- 
new it  and  I  succeed  to  her.  What  she  has  done  for 
the  body  I  will  do  for  minds«  Through  my  missions,  my 
seminaries,  my  hierarchy,  I  will  establish  universally, 
eternally,  and  magnificently,  the  Church.  This  Church  is 
not,  as  Protestants  desire  it,  an  assembly  of  awakened  and 
independent  spirits,  each  active  and  reasoning  over  hifl 
Bible  and  his  conscience;  nor,  as  the  early  Christiana 
desired,  an  assembly  of  trader  saddened  souls,  mystically 
united  through  ecstatic  oonununion  and  the  expectation 
of  tho  kingdom  of  God ;  but  an  organisation  of  ordained 
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powers,  a  sacred  institution  subsisting  through  itself  and 
Bovereign  over  all  minds.  She  is  not  a  part  of  them,  is 
not  dependent  on  them,  but  has  her  source  within  herself. 
She  is  a  kind  of  intermediary  Deity,  substituted  for  the 
Creator,  and  endowed  with  all  his  rights.' 

Such  an  ambition  has  its  own  grandeur^  and  gives  rise 
to  powerful  sentiments.  Undoubtedly  it  has  nothing  in 
common  witli  the  inward  life  of  the  spiritj  with  the  con- 
stant questioning  of  the  Christian  conscience  occupied  in 
self  examination  bef(M*e  a  just  God ;  but  is  wholly  hunian^ 
and  resembles  the  zeal  which  a  monk  felt  for  his  order, 
or  a  French  subject  of  the  seventeenth  century  for  the 
monarchy ;  man  feels  himself  comprehended  in  a  vast 
durable  institution  which  he  prefers  to  himself,  in  which  he 
forgets  himself,  for  which  he  labours  and  to  which  he  de* 
votes  himself.  It  was  the  passion  of  a  Roman  for  Rome ; 
the  new  Rome  in  fact  is  to  antique  Rome  what  one  of 
its  churches  with  its  dome  is  to  the  Pantheon  of  Agrippa, 
that  is  to  say,  an  altered  overloaded  copy;  the  same 
however  at  bottom,  save  this  difference,  that  the  govern- 
ment of  the  second  Rome  is  spiritual  and  not  temporal, 
and  goes  from  soul  to  body  and  not  from  body  to  soul* 
In  one  as  in  the  other  the  object  is  to  regulate  all  human 
life  accoi*ding  to  a  preconceived  plan,  to  subject  it  to  an  abso- 
lute  authority,  outside  of  which  all  seems  disorder  and  bar- 
barism. Where  one  employed  force  the  other  employs  skill, 
management,  patience,  and  the  calculations  of  diplomacy 
and  of  policy;  but  fundamentally  the  heart  has  not 
changed,  and  in  respect  to  spiritual  habits,  nothing  is  more 
like  a  Roman  senator  than  a  Catholic  priest. 

It  is  at  this  point  of  view  that  one  must  place  himself 
in  order  to  comprehend  the  ecclesiastical  edifices  of  this 
country.  They  glorify  not  Christianity  but  the  Church. 
This  new  Catholicism  rests  upon  numeroos  supports  and 
all  of  them  are  solid. 


S40  VILLAS,  PALACES,  AND  CHUBCnES. 

On  habit. — Man  has  a  sheep-like  intelligence;  out 
of  a  hundred  persons  not  three  possess  leisure  or 
mind  with  which  to  shape  for  themselves  an  opinion  on 
religious  matters.  The  way  is  marked  out ;  ninety-seven 
follow  it:  of  the  remaining  three,  two  and  a  half  having 
groped  about  fruitlessly,  return  wearied  to  the  beaten 
track. 

On  the  beautiful  regularity  and  imposing  exterior  of 
the  institution. — Since  the  Council  of  Trent  ecclesiastical 
discipline  has  become  more  stringent ;  under  the  counter- 
blow of  the  Keformation  they  have  provided  for  the  educa- 
tion and  decent  deportment  of  the  clergy. 

On  the  pomp  and  prestige  of  the  cult  and  of  edifices ;  on 
the  great  works  accomplished,  missions,  conversions ;  on 
the  antiquity  of  the  institution;  and  on  all  that  which 
Chateaubriand  has  developed  in  his  beautiful  style. 

On  a  superstitious  imagination  more  or  less  great 
according  to  climate,  very  strong  in  southern  countries, 
and  terrible  at  the  hour  of  death. — A  man  of  warm  blood, 
with  highly  coloured,  passionate  conceptions,  is  possessed 
through  the  eyes.  I  have  seen  many  who  believed  them- 
selves rationalists  and  Voltaireans ;  a  funeral  ceremony, 
the  sight  oi  a  Madonna  in  her  glittering  shrine  amidst  the 
flashing  ot  tapers  and  clouds  of  incense,  put  them  beside 
themselves,  and  brought  them  to  the  ground  on  their 
knees. 

On  repressive  utility. — Governments,  people  of  esta- 
blished position,  proprietors  and  conservatives,  find  in  it 
additional  police  security,  that  of  the  moral  order  of  things. 

On  the  portion  of  virtue  developed  in  it.  —  Certain 
noble  souls  are  born  into  it,  or,  through  natural  delicacy, 
recover  the  poesy  of  mystic  tradition,  like  Eugenie  de 
Guerin. 

These  are  only  general  demarcations ;  there  are  other 
traits  more  special  added  by  the  Jesuits,  and  which  are 
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peculiar  to  the  order;  you  advance  twenty  paces  in  thia 
church  and  they  are  at  once  perceptible.  In  these  delin- 
eate, ingenious  hands  religion  becomes  worldly^  and 
strives  to  please;  she  decks  her  temple  like  a  saloon, 
and  even  overdecks  it ;  it  might  be  said  that  she  displays 
her  wealth ;  she  tries  to  please  the  eyes,  to  dazzle  tibem, 
to  pique  wearied  attention,  to  appear  gallant  and  smart. 
The  little  rotundas  on  the  two  sides  of  the  great  nave  are 
charming  marble  cabinets,  cool,  and  dimly  lighted,  like 
the  boudoirs  and  bathing  rooms  of  pretty  women.  Pre- 
cious marble  columns  raise  their  polished  shafts  on  all 
sides,  or  are  entwined  with  tints  of  orange,  rose^  and 
verd-antique.  A  tapestry  of  marble  covers  the  walls 
with  its  motley  hues ;  pretty  angeljf,  in  white  marble, 
spring  about  over  the  cornices  and  <^play  their  elegant 
legs.  Multiplied  gildings  run  amongst  the  capitals, 
flash  around  the  paintings,  spread  themselves  in  halos 
over  the  altars,  crawl  along  the  balustrades  in  luminous 
threads,  mount  upward  in  the  sanctuaries  in  laboured 
bouquets  of  prodigal  efflorescence,  giving  the  air  of  a 
fete,  and  suggesting  a  princely  gallery  arranged  for  a 
ball.  Amidst  these  glimmering  golden  reflections,  among 
these  incrustations  of  coloured  marbles,  through  an 
atmosphere  still  fragant  with  incense,  one  sees  grand 
groups  of  white  marble  in  motion,  proclaiming  the  new 
spirit  of  orthodoxy  and  obedience.  Religion  striking 
Heresy  to  the  ground^  and  the  Church  overtthelming  false 
teachers*  On  the  left,  behind  a  bronze  balustrade, 
rises  the  throne  of  the  patron  saint  of  the  place,  the 
grand  altar  of  St.  Ignatius,  crowded  with  pretty 
gilded  cherubs  playing  in  frames  of  agate,  so  adorned 
and  embellished  as  to  be  unequalled,  except  by  the 
scaflblding  of  figures,  flambeaux,  foliage,  and  gilding 
overheadf  forming  a  pile  as  confused  as  the  garniture  of  a 
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royal  chimney,  or  that  of  a  reposoir.*  Here,  in  the  hand 
of  the  Eternal  is  the  celebrated  orb  of  lapis-lazuli,  the 
largest  piece  known  in  the  world,  and  the  silver  statue  of 
St.  Ignatius,  nine  feet  high.  A  priest,  sweeping  in  the 
inclosure,  raised  the  carpet  in  order  to  show  me  the 
marble  incrustations;  he  passes  his  hand  complacently 
over  the  lustrous  agates,  and  mournfully  alludes  to  the 
golden  flambeaux  carried  off  during  the  wars  of  the 
Revolution  i  he  is  very  glad  to  be  attached  to  such  a 
beautiful  altar,  much  preferring  it  to  that  of  the  choir, 
which  he  regards  as  too  simple.  He  entreats  me  to  return 
on  the  following  day  in  order  to  see  with  my  own  eyes  the 
silver  statue  nine  feet  high ;  to-day  it  is  under  cover ;  *  It 
is  all  silver,  mons^ur,  and  nine  feet  high  I  There  is 
nothing  like  it  in  the  world  I '  The  peasant,  the  labourer 
of  the  seventeenth  century,  timidly  imcovered  himself  on 
entering  the  house  of  so  rich  a  personage.  The  gentle- 
man, the  dandy,  found  kindred  society  amidst  furniture 
as  pompous  and  as  flashy  as  his  own.  Besides,  he 
encountered  ladies  in  rich  attire,  and  listened  to  excel- 
lent music. 

All  this  forms  part  of  a  system.  You  become  sensible 
of  it  on  overrunning  southern  countries.  It  was  already 
familiar  to  me  in  Belgium,  on  the  good,  peaceable,  docile 
soil  recovered  by  the  Duke  of  Parma ;  in  the  Jesuits' 
church  at  Antwerp ;  in  the  inner  decoration  of  almost  all 
the  old  cathedrals ;  in  that  famous  pulpit  of  St.  Gudule, 
a  veritable  garden,  on  which  is  sculptured  foliage,  trellises, 
leaves,  a  peacock,  an  eagle,  all  kinds  of  beasts,  the  entire 
menagerie  of  Eden,  Adam  and  Eve  decently  clothed,  and 
the  would-be  angry  angel,  but  nevertheless  smiling.  All 
Jesuitical  objects  thus  wear  a  smiling,  concocted  aspect, 
awakening  ideas  of  convenience  and  pleasure :  above 
the  head  of  the  preacher,  for  example,  is  a  celestial  bed  of 

*  An  altar  erected  for  ceremonies  in  the  open  air. 
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clouds  similar  to  an  alcove^  and^  still  higher^  tlie  Madonna, 
in  the  shape  of  a  tall  graceful  young  lady  with  pretty 
dainty  arms,  ready  for  a  ball.  The  commentary  on  this 
system  of  decoration  is  the  Imago  primi  soecuHy  a  splendid 
illustrated  work,  which  serves  as  the  manifest  of  Jesuitic 
taste.  In  this  the  Jesuit  appears  as  nurse  rocking  the 
divine  doll^  or  again  as  the  Jesuit  fisherman  hauling  up 
souls  in  a  net,  while  underneath  its  designs  are  Latin  and 
French  /verses  in  true  collegiate  style,  nice  little  conceits, 
precious  wordplay,  intellectual  recreations,  and  sweet 
nothings ;  in  brief,  all  the  sugar  plums  of  devout  con- 
fectionery. 

If  they  have  manufactured  sugar  plums  it  is  with 
genius.  The  proof  is  that  they  have  reconquered  the  half 
of  Europe,  and  if  they  have  been  successful,  it  is  owing 
to  their  having  discovered  one  of  the  leading  ideas  of 
their  age.  Catholicism  at  this  time  had  to  wheel  about 
in  order  to  save  itself,  and  it  was  through  them  that  the 
manceuvre  was  accomplished.  Aftet  the  universal  glorious 
renaissance,  in  the  midst  of  the  industrial  pursuits  and  the 
arts,  and  the  new  sciences  which  sheltered,  embellished, 
and  expanded  human  Hfe,  the  aecetic  religion  of  the 
middle  ages  could  no  longer  subsist.  The  world  could 
no  longer  be  regarded  as  a  dungeon,  man  as  a  worm,  and 
nature  as  a  temporary  fragile  veil,  miserably  interposed 
between  God  and  the  soul,  with  only  glimpses  here  and 
there  through  its  rents  of  a  supernatural  sphere  alone 
substantial  and  subsistent.  People  began  to  rely  on 
human  force,  and  on  reason ;  they  began  to  realise  the 
Btability  of  natural  laws,  to  enjoy  the  partial  protection 
arising  from  the  establishment  of  regular  monarchies,  and 
to  relish  greedily  the  prosperity  flowing  in  upon  them 
from  all  sides.  Health  and  energy  had  revived,  and 
stout  muscles,  a  well-balanced  brain,  the  warm  ruddy 
glow  of  life  coursing  through  the  veins  repelled  the  fever 
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of  mysticism,  the  gloomy  visions,  the  agonies  and  ecstatic 
transports  due  to  a  spare  diet  and  over-excitement  ot' 
the  nervous  system.  Keligion  was  compelled  to  ac- 
commodate herself  to  man's  new  condition ;  she  was 
forced  to  become  more  moderate,  to  withdraw  or  modify 
her  maledictions  of  this  earthly  sphere,  to  authorise  or 
tolerate  natural  instincts,  to  accept  openly  or  indirectly 
the  expansion  of  a  temporal  life,  and  no  longer  to  con- 
demn the  taste  for,  and  the  quest  of  comfort  and. wealth. 
She  conformed  to  the  times,  and  north  ab  well  as  south, 
amongst  Germans  as  well  as  amongst  Latins,  Christianity 
could  be  seen  insensibly  approaching  this  world.  The 
Protestant  honoured  free  institutions,  useful  labour,  a 
solemn  marriage,  family  life,  the  honest  accumulation  of 
wealth,  the  modest  enjoyment  of  domestic  happiness  and 
bodily  comfort.  *  Our  business,'  says  Addison ;  *  is  to 
be  easy  here,  and  happy  hereafter.'  The  Jesuit  modified 
the  formidable  doctrine  of  grace ;  he  explained  away  the 
rigid  prescriptions  of  oouncils  and  of  the  Fathers  of  the 
Church ;  he  invented  peculiar  indulgences,  an  easy  system 
of  morality,  an  accommodating  casuistry,  convenient 
devotional  duties,  and,  through  an  adroit  management  of 
distinctions,  restrictions,  interpretations,  probabilities, 
and  other  theological  briars,  succeeded  with  his  supple 
hands  in  setting  man  free  in  the  realm  of  pleasure. 
'  Amuse  yourself,  keep  young  and  see  me  occasionally, 
and  tell  me  what  you  are  doing.  Rely  upon  it J[  will 
show  you  many  favours.' 

But  in  letting  one  rein  go  slack  another  had  to  be 
tightened.  Against  unruly  instincts^  only  half-restrained, 
the  Protestant  erected  a  barrier  in  the  shape  of  a  tender 
conscience,  an  appeal  to  reason,  and  an  orderly  laborious 
activity.  The  Jesuit  sought  one  in  a  methodical  and 
mechanical  control  of  the  imagination.  This  is  his 
great  stroke  of  genius.     He  discovered  in  human  nature 
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a  deep  unknown  stratum^  the  support  of  all  the  rest,  and 
which,  once  inclined,  communicated  its  inclination  to  all 
the  others,  so  that  henceforth  everything  moves  along  the 
orb  it  thus  formed.  The  spring  within  us  is  not  reason 
nor  reasoning,  but  imagery,  Sensuous  appearances  once 
introduced  into  our  brains  they  shape  and  repeat  them- 
selves, and  take  root  there  along  mth  involuntary  affinities 
and  adhesions,  so  that  afterwards,  when  we  act,  it  is  in 
the  sense  of,  and  through  the  impulsion  of  forces  thus  pro- 
duced ;  our  will  wholly  springs  up,  like  growing  vegeta- 
tion, from  invisible  seeds,  which  an  internal  fermentation 
causes  to  germinate  without  our  assistance.  Whoever  is 
master  of  the  obscure  cavern  in  which  this  operation  takes 
place  is  master  of  the  man ;  all  he  has  to  do  is  to  sow  the 
seed,  direct  the  subterranean  growth,  and  the  adult  plant 
becomes  whatever  he  chooses  to  make  it.  It  is  necessary 
to  read  their  Exercitia  Spiritualia  in  order  to  knoV  how, 
without  poetry,  without  philosophy,  without  employing  any 
of  the  noble  impulses  of  religion,  man  is  got  possession 
of.  They  have  a  prescription  for  rendering  people 
devout ;  they  make  use  of  it  in  their  retreats,  and  its 
eifect  is  certain. 

*  The  first  point,'  say  these  clever  psychologists,*  *  is 
to  construct  an  imaginary  place,  that  is  to  say,  to  figure 
to  oneself  the  synagogues,  the  hamlets,  and  the  towns 
which  Christ  visited  on  his  mission.  ....  Represent  to 
yourself  as  if  in  a  vision  of  the  imagination,  a  material 
locality,  for  example,  a  temple  or  a  mountain,  on  which 
you  observe  Jesus  Christ  or  the  Virgin  Mary,  and  other 

objects  relating  to  meditation The  second  point  is 

to  understand  interiorly  what  all  these  personages  say ; 
for  example,  the  divine  personages  conversing  together  in 
heaven  on  the  redemption  of  the  human  race,  or  rather 
the  Virgin  and  the  angel  in  a  small  apartment  treating 

*  Edition  of  1644,  pp.  62,  80,  96,  120,  104,  106. 
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together  of  the  mystery  of  the  Incarnation If  an 

incorporeal  object  forras  the  substance  of  our  meditation, 
as,  for  instance,  the  consideration  of  sin,  a  place  may  be 
constructed  by  the  imagination  in  such  a  way  as  to  enable 
us  to  contemplate  our  soul  enchained  in  a  prison,  in  this 
corruptible  body,  and  man  himself  an  exile  in  the  valley 
of  tears  among  senseless  brutes.'  Likewise,  in  order 
seriously  to  feel  the  condition  of  the  Christian,  it  is  well 
to  conceive  two  armies,  Christ  with  the  saints  and  angels 
in  a  vast  field  near  Jerusalem,  and  Lucifer,  *  chief  of  the 
impious,  in  another  field  near  Babylon,  on  a  seat  of  raging 
fire  and  smoke,  horrible  in  his  aspect,  and  with  a  terrible 
countenance.  After  this,  it  is  important  to  place  before 
your  eyes  this  same  Lucifer  invoking  innumerable 
demons  and  despatching  them  to  do  all  possible  injury  to 
the  universe,  without  exempting  from  their  attacks  any 
city,  any  place,  or  any  class  of  persons.'  Every  turn  of 
the  wheel  is  labelled.  If  it  concerns  hell,  *  the  first 
point  is  to  contemplate  through  the  imagination  the  vast 
conflagrations  of  that  region,  and  the  souls  surrounded 
by  material  fire  as  in  a  dungeon.  The  second  is  to  hear 
through  the  imagination  the  plaints,  the  sobs,  the  yells, 
bursting  forth  against  Christ  and  the  saints.  The  third 
is  to  inhale  through  the  imagination  the  smoke,  sulphur, 
and  stench  of  a  sink  of  filth  and  corruption.  The  fourth 
is  to  taste  through  the  imagination  the  most  bitter  things, 
like  tears,  sourness,  and  the  gnawing  worm  of  con- 
science. The  fifth  is  to  touch  these  fires,  the  contact  with 
which  consumes  souls.'  Every  cog  of  the  wheel  grinds 
at  every  revolution  ;  first  come  the  images  of  sight,  then 
of  hearing,  then  of  smell,  then  of  taste,  and  then  of  touch ; 
the  repetition  and  persistency  of  the  shock  deepen  the  im- 
l)ression.  One  must  thus  labour  at  this  five  hours  a  day. 
No  diversion  is  permitted  in  the  intervals  of  repose.  No- 
body is  to  be  seen  in  the  world  outside.     All  conversation 
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With  the  brethren  within  is  interdicted.  They  must  care- 
fully abstain  from  reading  or  writing  jmything  irrelevant 
to  the  day's  meditations,  and  at  night  they  again  resume. 
Based  upon  experience,  this  treatment  produces  its  effect 
in  five  weeks.  In  my  opinion,  this  is  too  long.  I  know  of 
many  who,  subjected  to  such  a  system,  would  experience 
hallucinations,  in  a  fortnight,  and  to  the  ardent  imagina- 
tion of  women,  children,  or  shattered  and  saddened  brains, 
ten  days  is  ample.  Thus  beaten  and  hammered  in,  the 
imprint  remains  indestructible.  Let  the  torrent  of  passion 
or  of  worldly  joys  flow  as  it  will,  at  the  end  of  twenty  or 
thirty  years,  in  periods  of  anguish  and  on  the  approach  of 
death,  the  profound  impression  over  which  it  will  have 
vainly  flowed  always  reappears. 


CHAPTER  V. 

8AKTA  MARIA  DEL  POPOLO — ^THE  CAPUCHIN  CON\'ENT — SANTA  MARIA 
DEGLI  ANGELI — THE  CARTHUSIAN  CONVENT — RELICS — SANTA 
MARIA  DELLA  VITTORIA — ST.  THERESA  BY  BERNINI— DEVOTION 
AND  LOVE  IN  THE  SEVENTEENTH  CENTURY — THE  QUIRINAL 
GARDENS. 

March  18. — ^We  have  to-day  visited  five  or  six  churches ; 
their  architecture  is  often  too  pretentious^  too  affected  aud 
even  extravagant,  but  never  vulgar. 

The  first  is  Santa  Maria  del  Popolo,  a  church  of  the 
fifteenth  century,  modernised  by  Bernini,  but  still  impreis- 
sive.  Wide  arcades  in  rows  separate  the  great  nave  from 
the  lesser  ones,  and  the  effect  of  these  bold  curves  is 
grave  and  grand.  So  many  tombs  produce  a  tragical 
impression ;  the  church  is  crowded  with  them ;  twenty 
cardinals  have  their  monuments  here.  Their  statues  re- 
pose on  stone ;  other  efiigies  dream  or  pray  half  reclin- 
ing; frequently  a  bust  only  is  seen,  and  sometimes  a 
death's  head  above  a  monumental  tablet  bearing  an  in- 
scription; several  sepulchres  Ue  beneath  the  pavement^ 
and  the  feet  of  the  faithful  have  worn  ofi^  the  relief  of  the 
figures  on  the  stones  that  cover  them.  Death  is  present 
and  palpable  everywhere ;  under  the  funereal  slab  you  feel 
that  there  are  bones,  the  miserable  remains  of  a  man,  and 
that  those  cold  motionless  marble  forms  reposing  eternally 
in  a  comer  of  the  chapel,  mth  uplifted  meagre  fingers,  are 
all  that  subsists  of  the  warm  palpitating  life,  which  con- 
sumed itself  in  its  own  fiame  before  the  world  to  leav« 
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nothing  but  this  heap  of  ashes.  Our  French  churches  have 
not  this  funereal  pomp.  In  this  marble  cemetery,  among 
these  magnificences  and  menaces,  before  these  chapels 
as  brilliant  as  agate  and  decked  with  crossbones,  before 
these  statues  of  imposing  saints  and  these  bronze  skulls 
inlaid  and  glittering  in  the  stone,  one  is  bewildered  and 
afraid.  Our  popular  theatres  catch  the  people  with  rich 
decoration  and  murderous  denouements. 

This  process  is  still  more  apparent  among  the 
Capuchins  of  the  Piazza  Barberini.  As  we  reached  this 
square  we  encountered  a  passing  funeral  procession. 
Behind  marched  a  file  of  monks  in  white,  bearing  tapers, 
their  black  eyes,  the  only  signs  of  animation  about  them, 
gleaming  beneath  their  cowls.  After  these  a  second  file 
followed,  composed  of  Capuchins  with  grey  beards  and 
white  heads,  rolling  the  beads  of  their  rosaries  in  their 
fingers  and  chanting  doleful  psalmody.  We  see  similar 
characters  at  the  opera,  and  they  excite  laughter.  Here 
the  solemnity  of  death  is  overwhelming. 

We  entered  their  convent,  which  is  quite  mediocre. 
The  long  aircade  within  is  tapestried  with  bad  portraits  of 
monks,  bearing  inscriptions  in  verse  on  death,  and  very 
edifying,  that  is  to  say,  terrifying.  It  is  painful  to  see 
these  poor  creatures,  almost  all  of  ripe  age,  without  family 
or  friends,  uselessly  devoting  their  lives  to  self-extinction. 
On  the  walls  hang  printed  notices  prescribing  the  prayers 
and  stations  of  holy  week  that  secure  plenary  indulgence, 
also  the  duties  of  lesser  eflScacy  by  which  ten  years  of  in- 
dulgence are  gained  for  other  parties  and  therefore  trans- 
ferable. What  can  an  ordinary  monk  think  of  here  but 
of  laying  up  a  store  of  pardons  ?  It  is  capital  for  him  ;  if 
he  has  friends,  a  nephew  or  a  god-child,  or  an  old  dead 
father,  he  can  present  them  with  his  surplus.  He  is 
simply  anxious  to  employ  his  time  advantageously,  to 
select  the  most  productive  chapels,  to  execute  as  many 
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genuflexions  and  recitations  as  possible.  If  he  is  a  good 
manager,  and  perseveres,  he  will  redeem  five  or  six  souls 
besides  his  own.  The  great  Saint  Liguori,  the  most  ac- 
credited theologian  of  the  last  century,  held  to  this 
principle  :  a  zealous  Christian  is  almost  sure  of  avoiding 
hell ;  but  as  no  one  is  exempt  from  sin,  it  is  almost  certain 
that  nobody  will  escape  purgatory ;  accordingly,  if  a  man 
is  wise,  he  will  daily  add  to  his  capital  stock  of  in- 
dulgences. Suppose  tiiat  he  gains  a  hundred  days 
to-day — and  he  can  do  this  with  a  single  prayer — ^he 
will  get  out  of  purgatory  just  three  months  and  ten  days 
earlier. 

For  lack  of  other  outlets,  and  through  poverty,  the 
peasantry  have  to  furnish  recruits,  and,  once  becoming 
monks,  hoard  up  indulgences,  as  a  rustic  lays  up  crowns ; 
such  an  occupation  befits  their  condition,  education,  and 
intelligence*  Besides  this,  they  go  outside  their  convent) 
and  for  a  few  sous  attend  at  funerals.  Ab  the  order  has 
preserved  somewhat  of  its  ancient  popular  spirit,  they  visit 
respectable  women  and  recommend  curatives ;  they  teach 
prayers  and  make  presents  of  amulets,  and,  moreover, 
offer  pinches  of  snuff*,  and  furnish  the  recipe  for  a  certain 
kind  of  salad.— There  are  about  four  thousand  monks  in 
Rome.* 

We  went  through  the  church  and  saw  several  pictures 
by  Guido  :  a  charming  *  St.  Michael,'  with  bare  legs  and 
bootees,  an  amiable  brilliant  military  page,  with  the  head 
of  an  amoroso ;  by  its  side,  and  by  way  of  contrast,  is  a 
*  St.  Francis,'  by  Domenichino,  a  wasted,  haggard  figure. 
In  another  building  is  the  cell  of  a  celebrated  monk ;  an 
altar  is  placed  here,  to  which  the  Pope  comes  to  say 
mass.  All  these  traces  of  mediaeval  asceticism,  this  in- 
fantile and  barbarian  devotion,  this  mode  of  exalting  and 

*  State  delleAnime  dell*  alma  cittadiHoma»  1863;  in  all  64M  eodo* 
liasticB. 
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debasing  man,  is  distressing.  The  monk  that  conducted 
us  about  the  convent  is  ahnost  a  fool^  a  miserable  idiot ;  he 
utters  profound  sighs,  and  always  repeats  himself  in  a 
shattered  voice^  and  with  a  vacant  stare.  Intende  poco^ 
exclaims  the  monk  that  replaces  him* 

The  latter  led  us  into  a  subterranean  chapel,  containing 
a  horrible  and  extraordinary  pile  of  mummies.  Five 
years  in  the  ground  of  this  cemetery  suffice  to  dry  up  a 
body ;  no  other  preparation  is  necessary,  and  tlie  body 
IS  then  displayed  with  the  rest.  Four  chambers  are 
filled  with  these  skeletons,  arranged  in  groups  in  a  deco- 
rative manner.  Thigh-bones,  shoulder-blades,  arms,  and 
the  pelvis  are  fashioned  into  bouquets,  garlands,  and 
elegant  tapestry.  A  singular  taste  and  ingenuity  have 
regulated  the  disposition  of  this  furniture :  sometimes  a 
skull  is  suspended  at  the  end  of  a  chain  of  vertebras, 
which  descends  from  the  ceiling,  and  forms  a  lamp ;  again, 
a  couple  of  arms  spread  out  their  joints  and  knotty 
fingers  in  the  guise  of  pendants  above  a  mantel-piece : 
hollow  thigh  bones  are  arranged  one  above  another  like 
rows  of  pitchers  upon  a  handsome  bufFet ;  while  along 
the  wall,  and  over  the  arch,  the  radius  runs  in  compli- 
cated designs  and  pretty  capricious  arabesques ;  here  and 
there  in  a  corner  numerous  thoracic  cages  bristle  with 
white  stories  of  ribs  and  clavicles.  The  soil  consists  of 
ranges  of  graves,  some  full,  and  others  awaiting  their  oc- 
cupants. The  recent  dead  lie  in  their  cowls,  one  of  whom 
the  monk  pointed  out  as  his  friend,  deceased  in  1658 ;  he 
was  a  very  large  man,  but  the  cemetery  has  so  attenuated 
and  reduced  him  that  his  yellow  skin  clings  to  his  rigid 
arms  and  face,  and  the  flesh  seems  to  have  melted  away. 
Our  monk  added  that  two  of  the  brethren  are  now  quite 
ill,  and  that  one  would  probably  die  that  night,  and  hedesig- 
nated  the  grave  already  prepared  for  him.  This  poor  man  in 
his  grey  beard  and  old  swimming  eyes,  narrated  all  thia 
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quite  merrily,  laughing  as  he  spoke  ;  it  is  impossible  to  de- 
BQribe  the  effect  of  such  gaiety  in  such  a  place,  and  on  such 
a  subject.  Each  monk,  remember,  resorts  to  this  chapel 
daily  to  pray ;  imagine  the  physical  gripe  of  such  machi- 
nery on  a  man,  and  how  it  must  shape  and  distort  him  I 

We  required  a  change  of  air,  and  went  to  Santa  Maria 
degli  Angeli,  near  by.  It  was  once  the  library  of  the 
Baths  of  Diocletian.  The  Bomans  came  here  after 
bathing  to  converse,  and  to  pass  away  the  hot  hours  of 
the  day.  Michael  Angelo  converted  it  into  a  church,  and 
under  Benedict  XIV.,  Vanvitelli  remodelled  the  entire 
edifice.  For  a  reading-room  or  promenade  one  cannot 
imagine  a  graver,  more  airy,  and  more  suitable  place.  It 
was  admirable  for  thought;  the  magnificent  gigantic 
columns  still  remaining  are  worthy  to  support  the  noble 
span  and  ample  rotundity  of  the  enormous  vault  above  I 
Always  does  the  same  impression  recur  to  you  at  Borne, 
that  of  a  Christianity  badly  veneered  on  ancient  pa^ 
ganism. 

An  honest  grey-headed  Carthusian  led  the  way  to  a 
fresco  by  Domenichino  in  the  choir.  This  vast  painting 
represents  the  martyrdom  of  St.  Sebastian,  and  is  very 
beautiful;— but  look  at  its  effect.  The  artist  evidently 
intended  to  portray  a  collection  of  attitudes ;  you  see  a 
man  on  horseback,  several  executioners  bending  forward 
and  backward,  another  on  his  knees  selecting  arrows,  a 
woman  resting  entirely  on  one  leg,  as  if  about  to  run,  and 
another  kneeling  almost  under  a  horse's  feet,  all  of  which 
personages  are  going  to  come  in  collision.  Above,  ard 
angels  supporting  a  crown,  soaring  and  seeming  to  swim 
along  as  if  they  delighted  in  displaying  their  limbs.  The 
flesh  is  animated ;  some  portions  of  the  bodies  remind  you 
of  the  Venetian  style  ;  besides  this  there  are  several  females 
with  most  expressive  physiognomies,  and,  throughout,  a 
kind  of  joyousness  and  a  lustre  diffused  over  the  agitated. 


BEUCS  IN  THE  CARTHUSIAN   CONVENT.  255 

struggling  mass  of  figures,  floating  draperies,  and 
beautiful,  luminous  flesh.  The  total  effect  is  that  of  a 
grand,  rich,  studied,  successful  sentiment  of  bravery. 
This  painting,  so  worldly,  is  an  accompaniment  of  the 
Jesuit  restoration. 

The  cloister  of  the  Carthusians,  behind  this,  was 
designed  by  Michael  Angelo.  In  my  opinion  few  objects 
in  the  world  are  so  grand  and  so  simple ;  simplicity,  espe* 
dally,  so  rare  in  Roman  edifices,  produces  a  unique  im- 
pression, and  one  you  do  not  forget.  A  vast  court, 
square  and  solitary,  suddenly  discloses  itself,  framed  in  by 
white  columns  supporting  an  arcade  of  small  arches. 
Overhead  the  pale  red  of  the  tiles  gaily  glows.  There  is 
nothing  more;  on  each  side  for  a  hundred  and  thirty 
paces  the  elegant  curves  of  arches  rise  and  fall 
to  meet  their  slender  shafts,  which  seem  never  to 
be  weary  of  repeating  themselves.  A  fountain  issues 
from  the  centre,  and  flows  between  four  cypresses,  twelve 
feet  in  circumference:  these  rustle  eternally  with  a 
charming  sonorous  murmur,  bringing  to  the  lips  a  line 
of  Theocritus : 

The  babbling  cjpreiSM  an  contest  with  thy  hymeneal. 

Their  murmur  is  a  genuine  song,  and  beneath  them  as 
gently  as  they  the  water  sings  in  its  basin  of  stone.  One 
never  wearies  in  contemplating  these  grey  old  trunks,  their 
bark  scored  century  after  century  by  the  superabun- 
dant sap,  and  ascending  abruptly  in  clusters  of  branches 
straightened  and  closely  pressed  against  their  sides.  This 
black  pyramid,  of  a  strong  healthy  colour,  stirs  incessantly 
and  rises  aloft  in  the  light,  intersecting  the  clear  azure 
of  the  sky.  The  court,  planted  with  lettuce,  artichokes, 
and  strawberries,  smiles  with  its  early  verdure,  while  at 
long  intervals,  under  the  arcades,  appear  the  long  white 
robes  of  Carthusians,  silently  passing. 
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In  order  to  complete  our  pleasure  our  good  monk  in- 
sisted on  showing  us  the  treasures  of  the  convent,  that  is 
to  say,  the  relics  deposited  in  the  chapel.  This  is  a  sort 
of  crypt ;  they  light  little  wax  torches,  and  apply  the 
burning  end  close  to  the  glass  sashes.  At  the  first 
glance  you  would  imagine  yourself  in  a  museum ;  every 
piece  is  labelled,  and  there  ar^  pieces  of  every  part  of  the 
body.  Some  of  the  skeletons  are  complete,  and  you  see 
cartilages,  and  portions  of  the  skin  underneath  the 
bandages.  In  one  sash,  under  the  altar,  is  a  mummy  of 
Saint  Liber;  in  front  is  an  infant,  found,  with  its  father 
and  mother,  in  the  catacombs.  Nothing  is  lost  in  Rome. 
Here  the  darkest  devotion  of  the  dark  ages  still  exists, 
just  as  it  prevailed  in  the  eleventh  century,  when  King 
Kanute,  on  visiting  Italy,  purchased  the  arm  of  St.  Angus* 
tine  for  a  hundred  talents  in  gold.  It  began  with  the 
invasion  of  the  barbarians,  and  lasted  till  the  time  of 
Luther.  From  this  period,  under  Pius  V.,  Paul  IV., 
and  Sixtus  Y.,  another  religion,  purified  and  learned,  arose ; 
one  which  through  seminaries,  discipline,  and  restored 
canons,  formed  the  priest  as  we  now  know  him,  such  as 
the  learned  and  noble  Catholicism  of  France  in  the  seven- 
tenth  century  exhibited  him,  that  is  to  say,  regular  iu 
conduct,  correct  and  decent  in  deportment,  watched  and 
watching  himself,  a  sort  of  moral  prefect  or  sub-prefect, 
the  functionary  of  a  grand  intellectual  administration 
aiding  laic  governments,  and  maintaining  order  in  minds 
generally.  The  difference  is  enormous  between  the 
belligerient,  epicurean,  and  pagan  popes  of  the  begin- 
ning of  the  sixteenth  century,  and  the  devout,  pious,  and 
ecclesiastical  popes  of  the  end  of  it ;  between  Leo  X.,  m 
b&n-vivant,  ardent  huntsman,  and  amateur  of  coarse  farces, 
surrounded  by  buffoons,  and  passionately  fond  of  antique 
fables,  and  Sixtus  Y.,  once  a  Franciscan  monk,  who  de« 
molished  the   Septizonium  of  Septimus  Severus,  who 
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> 
transported  an  obelisk  to  the  square  of  St.  Peter's  in  order 

to  make  it  Christian,*  and  who  wished  to  purge  Borne  of 
every  trace  of  ancient  paganism. 

We  returned  to  Santa  Maria  della  Vittoria  in  order  to 
8ee  the  *  St.  Theresa  '  of  Bernini.  She  is  adorable.  In  a 
Bwoon  of  ecstatic  happiness  lies  the  saint,  with  pendant 
hands,  naked  feet,  and  half-closed  eyes,  fallen  in  transports 
of  blissful  love.  Her  features  are  emaciated,  but  how 
noble !  This  is  the  true,  high-bom  woman,  *  wasted  by 
fire  and  tears,'  awaiting  her  beloved.  Even  to  the  folds 
of  the  drapery,  even  to  the  languor  of  her  drooping  hands, 
even  to  the  sigh  that  dies  on  her  half*  closed  lips,  nothing 
k  there  in  or  about  this  form  that  does  not  express  the 
voluptuous  ardour  and  divine  enthusiasm  of  transport. 
Words  cannot  render  the  sentiment  of  this  affecting  rap- 
turous attitude.  Fallen  backward  in  a  swoon  her  whole 
being  diMolvee ;  the  moment  of  agony  has  come,  and  she 
gasps ;  this  is  her  last  sigh,  the  emotion  is  too  power- 
fuL  Meanwhile  an  angel  arrives,  a  graceful,  amiable 
young  page  of  fourteen,  in  a  light  tunic  open  in  front 
below  the  breast,  and  aa  pretty  a  page  as  could  be  de- 
spatched to  render  an  over-fond  vassal  happy.  A  semi- 
complacent  half-mischievous  smile  dimples  the  fresh  glow- 
ing cheeks ;  the  golden  dart  he  holds  indicates  the  ex- 
quisite, and  at  the  same  time  terrible  shock  he  is  about 
to  inflict  on  the  lovely  impassioned  form  before  him. 
Nobody  has  ever  executed  a  tenderer  and  more  seductive 
romance.  This  Bernini,  who  in  St.  Peter's  seemed  to  me 
so  ridiculous,  here  conforms  to  the  modem  standard  of 
sculpture,  wholly  based  on  expression ;  and  to  com- 
plete the  effect  he  has  arranged  the  light  in  a  way  to 
throw  over  the  pale  delicate  countenance  an  illumination 
seeming  to  be  that  of  an  inward  flame,  as  ifj  through 

*  Bee  tho  inBcriptlon  in  which  he  boa&ts  of  his  triumph  over  false  godi. 
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the  transfigured  palpitating  marble^one  saw  the  spirit  glow- 
ing like  a  lamp,  flooded  with  rapture  and  felicity. 

The  commentary  on  such  a  group  is  to  be  found  in 
contemporary  mystic  treatises,  like  the  famous  '  Guida 
Spirituali '  of  Molinos,  a  work  reprinted  twelve  times  in 
twenty  years,  and  which  in  indolent  Rome  <jirculated 
from  palace  to  palace,  directing  souls  along  the  intricate 
pathways  of  a  new  spirituality  up  to  a  point  of  love 
without  a  lover,  and  then  beyond.*  Whilst  exalted  Spain 
consumed  itself  with  its  Catholicism  like  a  taper  in  its 
own  flame,  and,  through  its  poets  and  painters,  prolonged 
the  feverish  excitement  with  which  St.  Ignatius  and  St. 
Theresa  burned,  sensual  Italy,  stripping  oiF  the  thorns  of 
devotion,  breathed  it  as  a  full*blown  rose,  and,  in  the 
pretty  saints  of  its  Guido,  in  the  seductive  Magdalens  of  its 
Guercino,  and  in  the  graceful  rotundities  and  glowing  car- 
nality of  the  later  masters,  accommodated  religion  to  the 
voluptuous  softness  characteristic  of  its  sonnets  and  society. 
'  There  are  six  degrees  of  contemplation,'  said  MolinoSy 
'  and  these  are:  fire,  unction,  exaltation,  illumination,  taste, 
and  repose.  •  •  •  Unction  is  a  sweet  spiritual  fluid  which, 
in  circulating  through  the  soul,  instructs  and  fortifies  it. 

•  .  .  Taste  is  a  savoury  relish  of  the  divine  presence. 
.  .  .  Repose  is  a  pleasing,  wonderful  state  of  tranquillity 

in  which  so  great  is  the  felicity  and  power  of  peace  that 
the  soul  seems  to  have  sunk  into  a  gentle  sleep,  as  if  she 
were  abandoned  to,  and  rested  on,  the  loving  divine 
bosom.  •  •  .'  There  are  many  degrees  of  contemplation 
beside  these,  such  as  ecstaoy,  transports,  melting,  swoon* 
ing,  triumph)  kissing,  embraces,  exaltation,  union,  tnuu^ 
formation,  betrothal,  marriagcf     He  professed  all  thia 

*  See  Articles  41  and  42  in  his  intenogatory :  *In  9uch  cams,   and 
others  which  otherwise  would  be  culpable,  there  ia  no  sin,  because  Uiare  ia 

BO  consent/ 

t  Guida  Spirituali. 
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and  put  it  into  practice.  In  this  corrupt,  enfeebled 
society,  where  the  mind,  unoccupied  with  serious  things, 
devoted  itself  wholly  to  intrigues  and  ostentation,  the 
passionate  and  imaginative  part  of  it  could  find  no  outlet 
but  in  sentimental  and  gallant  conversation.  From 
terrestrial  love,  when  remorse  came,  they  passed  over  to 
celestial  love,  and,  in  the  natural  course  of  things  with 
such  a  doctrine,  experience  showed  them  that  between 
the  lover  and  the  director  nothing  was  changed. 

I  have  lately  read  the  *  Adone '  of  Marini ;  in  this 
poem,  the  most  popular  of  this  age,  one  sees  more  clearly 
than  elsewhere  the  great  transformation  of  sentiments, 
manners,  and  arts  which  already  appeared  in  the  Armida 
and  Aminta  of  Tasso.  What  a  contrast,  on  recurring  to 
the  tragic  Leda  of  Michael  Angelo  I  How  graceful  and 
effeminate  everything  has  become  I  How  rapid  the  de- 
scent to  the  level  of  dainty  insipidity  I  How  readily  is 
the  standard  of  sigisbes  accepted  1  This  poem  of  twenty 
cantos  seems  to  have  been  composed  expressly  for  some 
fine  youth  to  lisp  in  the  ears  of  an  indolent  lady,  under 
the  colonnade  of  a  marble  viUa,  on  warm  summer  evenings, 
with  rustling  jets  of  water  murmuring  around  them,  and 
in  an  atmosphere  of  the  perfume  of  flowers  made  languid 
by  the  heat  of  the  day.  Its  theme  is  love,  and,  for  ten 
thousand  lines,  it  discourses  of  nothing  else.  Magnificent 
gallant  f^tes  and  allegorical  gardens,  the  engaging  and 
inexhaustible  story  of  love's  adventures,  blend  together  in 
their  brains  like  the  too  powerful  odours  of  innumerable 
roses  amassed  around  them  in  their  copses  and  bouquets. 
The  heart  is  drowned  in  the  universal  sea  of  voluptuous- 
ness. What  better  can  they  do,  and  what  remains  for 
them  to  do  ?  Virile  energy  has  disappeared ;  under  the 
petty  tyranny  which  interdicts  all  activity  of  mind  and 
body,  man  has  become  effeminate ;  he  no  longer  has  any 
will,  and  only  thinks  of  enjoying  himself.     At  a  woman's 
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Lnees  he  forgets  everything  else ;  a  flowing,  trailing 
robe  is  all  that  his  imagination  requires.  His  reward  is 
the  loss  of  all  manliness  and  nobleness.  Because  love  is 
his  sole  aspiration,  he  no  longer  knows  how  to  love ;  he 
is  at  once  whining  and  gross,  incapable  of  anything  but 
licentious  description  or  mawkish  devotion ;  he  is  a  mere 
closet  gallant  and  a  boudoir  domestic  Degenerate  senti- 
ment is  accompanied  with  degenerate  expression.  He 
spins  out  his  ideas  and  loads  them  with  affectations ;  he 
abounds  in  exaggeration  and  concettiy  and  thus  fashions 
for  himself  a  jargon  with  which  he  prattles.  As  a  climax 
to  all  this  he  is  hypocritical ;  he  places  a  learned  explana- 
tion at  the  head  of  the  most  venturesome  cantos,  in  order 
to  prove  his  indecencies  moral,  and  to  disarm  ecclesiastical 
censure,  of  which  he  stands  in  fear.  Profane  love  or 
sacred  love,  all  falls  to  the  same  level  with  this  century, 
and  in  Bernini,  as  in  Marini,  a  mannered  immodest  grace 
shows  the  debasement  of  man  when  excluded  from  healthy 
activity  and  reduced  to  a  worship  of  the  senses. 

We  finished  the  clay  in  the  Quirinal  gardens  arranged 
by  a  pope  of  this  period.  Urban  VIII.  They  are  situated 
on  a  hill  and  descend  in  terraces  to  the  bottom  of  its  de- 
clivity. We  seemed  to  be  promenading  through  one  of 
Perelle's  landscapes ;  tall  hedges,  cypresses  shaped  like 
vases,  and  flower-beds  bordered  with  box,  form  various 
designs,  colonnades,  and  statues.  This  garden  has  the 
cold,  formal,  grave  precision  of  the  century,  such  as  with 
the  establishment  of  stable  monarchies  and  a  decent  ad- 
ministration was  diffused  throughout  the  arts  of  Euro|)e. 
At  this  epoch  the  church,  like  royalty,  is  an  uncontested 
power,  and  displays  itself  to  the  eyes  of  its  subjects  in  a 
dignified,  grave,  and  proper  manner. 

But  these  gardens,  thus  understood,  are  much  better 
adapted  to  Italy  ♦ban  to  France.  These  sculptured 
hedges  of  laurel  and  of  box  endure  the  winter,  while 
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in  summer  they  afford  protection  from  the  sun.  The 
ilex  that  never  loses  its  yerdure  provides  a  dense  shade 
at  all  times^  and  walls  of  perennial  shrubbery  arrest  the 
^inds.  The  fountains  everywhere  constantly  flowing 
attract  the  eye^  and  preserve  the  freshness  of  the  avenues. 
From  the  balustrades  you  have  a  view  of  the  entire  city, 
including  St.  Peter's  and  the  Janiculum,  with  its  waving, 
sinuous  line  in  the  glow  of  the  evening  sky.  For  a  pope 
and  ecclesiastical  dignitaries,  all  aged,  and  who  promenade 
m  their  robes,  these  formal  alloys  and  this  monumental 
decoration  are  most  appropriate.  In  the  spring  it  is 
pleasant  to  pass  an  hour  here  in  the  warm  sunshine, 
under  the  grand  arcade  of  the  crystal  firmament  above 
the  pathways ;  and  then  to  descend  the  broad  steps,  or  the 
gentle  declivities,  to  the  central  basin  in  which  fifty  jets 
of  water  spring  from  its  borders  and  mingle  their  blue 
streams  together*  Near  by  is  a  rotunda  filled  with 
mosaics,  offering  the  shade  and  coolness  of  its  vault. 
These  sounds,  this  agitated  water,  these  statuettes,  this 
grand  horizon  in  front  of  this  summer  saloon,  furnish  so 
many  distractions  to  the  mind,  and  give  the  wearied  spirit 
rest  One  day  a  group  is  added,  and  on  another  day  a 
clump  of  trees  is  renewed  or  planted;  the  pleasure  of 
building  is  the  only  one  left  to  a  prince,  and  especially  to 
an  aged  one  wearied  and  worn  with  ceremony. 
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PBOlfENADES  —  SANTA  MARIA  MAGGIORE — SAN  GIOVANNI— SCENKRT 
—  THE  STKEETS  OF  ROME  —  SANTA  HARIA  IN  TRASTEVERB  —  SAW 
CLEMENTE — SAN   FRANCISCO   A   RIPA. 

March  20. — My  friends  urge  me  to  be  more  indifferent, 
to  enjoy  things  as  they  are,  to  care  nothing  about  their 
origin,  and  to  let  history  alone.  To-day,  let  it  be  so ;  they 
are  right,  but  because  it  is  fine  weather. 

On  such  days  one  strolls  through  the  streets  carelessly, 
and  enjoys  the  lovely  blue  sky  above  him.  There  is  not 
a  cloud  to  be  seen.  The  sun  shines  triumphantly,  and 
the  immaculate  blue  dome,  radiantwithmorning  splendour, 
seems  to  restore  to  the  old  city  its  days  of  pomp  and 
pageantry.  Walls  and  roofs  define  themselves  with  extra- 
ordinary force  in  the  limpid  atmosphere.  As  far  as  the 
eye  can^reach  the  arcade  of  the  sky  appears  between  the 
two  files  of  houses.  You  advance  indifferently  and  find 
at  every  turn  entirely  new  opera  scenery : — some  vast 
massive  palace,  propped  up  against  its  rustic  comers ; — a 
street  descending  and  rising  towards  a  distant  obelisk,  and 
which  in  the  broad  sunshine  envelopes  its  personages,  as  a 
picture  would  do,  in  alternate  light  and  shadow ; — ^some 
old  dismantled  palace  converted  into  a  warehouse,  with 
red  dragons  sleeping  against  a  grey  wall  and  Italian  pines 
and  white  almond  trees  flourishing  on  a  knoll  by  its  side  ;— 
some  square  with  a  large  bubbling  fountain  and  churches 
on  the  left,  florid  and  pretentious  like  wealthy  brides,  smil- 
ing in  the  glittering  azure,  and  with  a  promenade  crossing 
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it.  the  trees  of  which  are  beginning  to  bloom ; — beyond 
an  interminable  solitary  street^  extending  between  the 
walls  of  a  convent^  or  those  of  some  invisible  villa ;  on 
ihe  ridges  pendant  flowers ;  here  and  there  escutcheons, 
cracked  by  invasions  of  gilliflowers  and  mosses,  the  whole 
street  partitioned  into  a  black  shadow  and  a  dazzling 
light ;  in  the  distance  the  transparent  atmosphere^  and  the 
monumental  gate  of  the  Porta  Pia,  from  which  you  see 
the  grey  campagna,  and  on  the  horizon  the  snow  on  the 
crests  of  the  mountains. 

On  our  return  we  followed  this  street  which  ascends 
and  descends,  bordered  with  palaces  and  old  hedges  of 
thorn,  as  far  as  Santa  Maria  Maggiore.     This  basilica, 
standing  upon  a  large   eminence,  surmounted  with  its 
domes«  rises  nobly  upwards,  at  once  simple  and  complete, 
and  when  you  enter  it,  it  affords  still  greater  pleasure.    It 
belongs  to  the  fifth  century ;  on  being  rebuilt  at  a  later 
period,  the  general  plan,  its  antique  idea,  was  preserved. 
An  ample  nave,  with  a  horizontal  roof,  is  sustained  by 
two  rows  of  white  Ionic  columns.     You  are  rejoiced  to 
see  so  fine  an  effect  obtained  by  such  simple  means ;  you 
might  almost  imagine  yourself  in  a  Greek  temple.     It  is 
said  that  a  temple  of  Juno  was  robbed  of  these  colunms. 
Each  of  them  bare  and  polished,  with  no  other  ornament 
than  the  delicate  curves  of  its  small  capital,  is  of  healthful 
and   charming  beauty.     You  appreciate  here  the  good 
sense,  and  all  that  is  agreeable  in  genuine  natural  con- 
struction, the   file  of  trunks  of  trees  which   bear  the 
beams,  resting  flat  and  providing  a  long  walk.     All  that 
has  since  been  added  is  barbarous,  and  first,  the  two  chapels 
of  Sixtus  V.  and  Paul  V.,  with  their  paintings  by  Guido, 
Josepin,  and  Cigoli,  and  the  sculptures  of  Bernini,  and  tho 
arqhitecture  of  Fontana  and  Flaminio.     These  are  cele- 
brated names,  and  money  has  been  prodigally  spent,  but 
instead  of  the  sUght  means  with  which  the  ancients  pro- 
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duced  a  great  effect^  the  modems  produce  a  petty  effect 
with  great  means.  When  the  bewildered  eye  is  satiated 
with  the  elaborate  sweep  of  these  arches  and  domes,  with 
the  splendours  of  polychromatic  marbles,  with  friezes  and 
pedestals  of  agate,  with  columns  of  oriental  jasper,  with 
angels  hanging  by  their  feet,  and  with  all  these  bas-reliefa 
of  bronze  and  gold,  the  visitor  hastens  to  get  away  from 
it  as  he  would  to  escape  from  a  confectioner's  shop.  It 
seems  as  if  this  grand  glittering  box,  gilded  and  laboured 
from  pavement  to  lantern,  caught  up  and  tore  at  every 
point  of  its  finery  the  delicate  web  of  poetic  revery  ;  the 
sleTider  profile  of  the  least  of  the  columns,  impresses  one 
far  more  than  any  of  this  display  of  the  art  of  upholdsterers 
and  parvenus. — Similarly  to  this  the  fa9ade,  loaded  with 
balustrades,  and  round  and  angular  pediments,  and  statues 
roosting  on  its  stones,  is  a  hotcl-^^ville  frontage*  The 
campanile,  belonging  to  the  fourteenth  century,  alone 
presents  an  agreeable  object ;  at  that  time  it  was  one  of 
the  towers  of  the  city,  a  distinctive  sign  which  marked  it 
on  the  old  plans  so  black  and  sharp,  and  stamped  it  for  ever 
on  the  still  corporeal  imaginations  of  monks  and  wa3rfarers. 
There  are  traces  of  every  age  in  these  old  basilicas ;  you 
see  liie  diverse  states  of  Christianity,  at  first  enshrined  in 
pagan  forms,  and  then  traversing  the  middle  ages  and  the 
renaissance  to  muffle  itself  up  finally,  and  bedeck  itself 
with  modem  finery.  The  Byzantine  epoch  has  left  its 
imprint  in  the  mosaics  of  the  great  nave  and  the  apsis, 
and  in  .its  bloodless  and  lifeless  Chnsts  and  Virgins,  so 
many  staring  spectres  motionless  on  their  gold  back- 
grounds and  red  panels,  the  phantoms  of  an  extinct  art 
and  a  vanished  society. 

Quite  near  is  the  church  of  San  Giovanni  in  Laterano, 
still  more  corrupt.  The  ceiling  remains  horizontal,  but 
the  antique  columns  have  disappeared  to  give  place  to 
arcades  and  pilasters.     Bernini  has  set  up  here  twelve 
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colossal  statues  of  the  apostles^  a  jovial  set  in  white 
u.arble,  each  in  a  green  marble  niche,  and  capering  in  the 
poses  of  bullies  and  studio  models.  Their  agitated 
drapery  and  affected  gestures  seem  to  appeal  to  the  public^ 
as  much  as  to  say,  ^  See,  is  not  that  remarkable? '  Here 
is  the  wretched  taste  of  the  seventeenth  century,  neither 
pagan  nor  Christian,  or  rather  both,  the  one  spoiling  the 
other.  Add  to  it  the  gilding  of  the  ceiling,  the  festoons 
and  rosaces  of  the  porch,  and  the  agreeable  chapels ;  one, 
that  of  the  Torlonia,  quite  new,  is  a  charming  marble 
boudoir  in  which  to  enjoy  a  cool  atmosphere ;  white  and 
embroidered  with  gold,  it  has  a  pretty  panelled  cupola, 
and  is  decked  with  elegant  statues,  very  clean,  very 
sentimental,  very  insipid,  very  much  like  fashionable 
dolls.  Close  by  its  side  opens  the  chapel  of  Clement  XII., 
ampler  and  more  sumptuous;  here,  at  least,  the  faces  of 
the  women  have  some  intellectual  traits,  some  reflection* 
fiome  finesse ;  they  are  ladies  of  the  eighteenth  century, 
familiar  with  society,  capable  of  maintaining  their  rank^ 
and  not  the  respectable  would-be-interesting  types  of  the 
'keepsake'  class.  But  the  two  chapels  are  merely 
parlours,  one  for  furbelows  and  the  other  for  crinoline. 
'  By  way  of  contrast,  and  as  complements  to  these,  we 
were  shown  the  grand  altar  in  which  the  heads  of 
St  Peter  and  St.  Paul  are  enshrined.  *  On  this  very 
altar,'  said  a  young  priest  to  us, '  St.  Peter  said  mass.'  A 
little  before  this,  on  passing,  I  entered  the  church  of 
Santa  Pudentiana,  and  saw  the  margin  of  a  well  in  which 
the  saint  had  collected  the  blood  of  more  than  three 
thousand  martyrs. 

Near  St.  John  Lateran  is  a  chapel  containing  three 
staircases.  One  of  them  came  from  the  house  of  Pontius 
Pilate ;  it  is  covered  with  wood,  and  the  devout  ascend 
it  on  their  knees.  I  have  just  seen  these  people  stumbling, 
staggering,  and  clambering  up ;  it  takes  half  an  hour  thus 
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to  hoist  themselves  to  the  top,  clinging  to  its  steps  and 
walls  with  their  hands  the  better  to  become  impregnated 
with  the  sanctity  of  the  place.  It  is  worth  while  to  see 
their  earnestness,  their  large  fixed  eyes.  One  peasant 
especially,  in  a  vest,  ragged  blue  trowsers  and  hob- 
nailed shoes,  as  rude  and  clumsy  as  any  of  his  beasts, 
made  the  boards  ring  in  knocking  his  knees  against  them, 
and  where  the  marble  was  visible,  he  kissed  and  rekissed 
the  place.  At  the  top  is  an  image  under  a  grating  between 
tapers,  which  grating  is  kissed  incessantly.  A  placard 
affixed  to  it  displays  a  prayer  of  about  twenty  words ; 
whoever  recites  this  obtains  an  indulgence  of  a  hundred 
days.  The  placard  recommends  the  faithful  to  commit  the 
prayer  to  memory  in  order  to  recite  it  as  often  as  possi- 
ble, and  thus  augment  their  stock  of  indulgences.  One 
would  imagine  himself  in  a  Buddhist  country ;  there  is 
gilding  for  the  better  and  relics  for  the  poorer  classes — 
such  is  the  comprehension  of  worship  in  Italy  for  the  last 
two  hundred  years* 

All  these  ideas  vanish,  when  from  the  entrance  you  con- 
template the  majestic  amplitude  of  the  great  nave,  quite 
white  beneath  the  gold  of  its  arch.  The  sun,  as  it  declines, 
streams  through  the  windows  and  pours  upon  the  pave- 
ment a  cataract  of  light.  The  apsis,  furrowed  with  ancient 
mosaics,  mingles  its  curves  of  purple  and  gold  with  the 
dazzling  splendours  of  rays  launched  forth  like  flaming 
darts.  You  advance  and  suddenly  from  the  peristyle 
the  admirable  piazza  spreads  out  before  you*  Nothing  in 
Rome  is  equal  to  it;  you  could  not  imagine  a  simpler 
spectacle,  one  more  grave  and  beautiful :  at  first,  the 
sloping  square  vast  and  deserted ;  beyond,  an  esplanade 
with  its  growing  grass;  then,  a  long  green  avenue  with 
files  of  leafless  trees  stretching  away  in  the  distance,  and 
at  the  extremity,  relieving  on  the  F,ky,  the  great  basilica 
of  Santa  Croce  with  its  tile  roof  and  brown  campanile. 
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Ko  idea  can  be  formed  of  an  expanse  so  broad,  so  full  of 
interest,  of  a  solitude  so  calm  and  so  noble.  The  land- 
scapes that  frame  it  in  on  either  side  ennoble  it  still  more : 
on  the  left,  red  masses  of  ruined  arcades,  and  dismantled 
groves^  form  the  shattered  enclosure  of  the  ancient 
wall  of  Belisarius ;  on  the  right,  the  wide  campagna  de- 
velopes  itself,  with  an  open  arcade  in  its  midst,  and  In 
the  distance,  the  blue  striated  mountains  mottled  with 
broad  shadows  and  spotted  with  villages.  The  luminous 
atmosphere  envelopes  all  these  grand  forms ;  the  blue  of 
the  sky  is  of  a  divine  softness  and  brilliancy,  the  clouds 
float  peacefully  like  swans,  and  on  all  sides,  between 
ruddy  bricks  and  disjointed  embrasures,  in  the  midst  of 
a  network  of  cultivation,  you  see  clusters  of  tall  green 
oaks,  cypresses,  and  pines  illuminated  by  the  declining 
sun. 

I  remained  an  hour  on  the  steps  of  the  triclinium^  a 
kind  of  isolated  apsis  bordering  the  square ;  growing  vege- 
tation is  undermining  the  steps,  and  lizards  issue  from  holes 
and  bask  in  the  sunshine  on  the  marble.  All  is  silent ; 
now  and  then  a  cart  and  a  few  asses  traverse  the  deserted 
pavement.  If  there  is  a  spot  in  the  world  calculated  to 
calm  weary  spirits,  and  soothe  them,  and  insensibly  lull 
them  intoforgetfulness  with  noble  and  melancholy  dreams, 
it  is  here.  The  spring  has  come :  the  mild  light  of  a  ver- 
nal sunshine  rests  on  the  stone  slabs ;  the  sun  beams  with 
indescribable  grace,  imparting  to  the  balmy  atmosphere 
its  genial  beneficence.  Blossoms  are  bursting  their  enve- 
lopes, and  these  grand  stone  structures  consigned  to  a 
neglected  comer  of  Rome,  seem,  like  exiles,  to  have  ac- 
quired in  solitude  a  harmonious  serenity  that  attenuates 
their  defects  and  augments  their  dignity.  At  the  first 
glance  the  fa9ade  dissatisfies  ;  its  arcades,  divided  in  the 
middle  like  high  rooms  to  form  a  second  story,  its  stacks 
of  columns,  its  balustrades  burdened  with  saints  in  com- 
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motion  and  parading  themselves  Kke  actors  at  a  finale, — 
its  entire  decoration  seems  an  exaggeration.  An  hour  after 
and  the  eye  becomes  accustomed  to  it ;  you  yield  gradually 
to  the  impressions  of  prosperity  and  beauty  which  all 
things  reveal;  you  find  the  church  solid  and  rich,  you 
imagine  the  Pontifical  processions  that  on  appointed  days 
have  passed  under  its  roof,  and  you  lilcen  it  to  some  trium- 
phal arch  erected  to  give  a  fitting  reception  to  the  spiri- 
tual C»sar  the  successor  of  the  Cassars  of  Rome. 

The  streets.  San  Andrea  della  Valley  Santa  Maria  in 
Trastevere.  Kome  has  three  hundred  and  forty  churches, 
you  do  not  require  me  to  visit  alL 

What  is  better,  I  think,  is  to  enter  a  church  whenever 
you  find  one  accidentally,  just  as  the  fancy  takes  you ; 
Santa  Maria  sopra  Minerva,  for  instance :  to  hear  the 
music  rolling  through  its  solitary  nave^  and  to  see  a  flood 
of  light  streaming  in  through  the  violet  window-panes ; — 
Santa  Trinita  del  Monte,  to  see  the  *  Descent  from  the 
Cross,'  by  Daniele  da  Volterra,  so  dilapidated ;  and  espe- 
cially to  obtain  a  glimpse  of  the  courts  of  this  nunnery, 
so  like  a  strong  walled  fortress,  and  so  silent  above  the 
tumult  of  the  Piazza  di  Spagna. — You  go  out  with  a  quan- 
tity of  half-ideas,  or  beginnings  of  ideas,  in  your  mind, 
confused  together  and  entangled,  but  secretly  developing 
themselves ;  this  busy  swarm  labours  within  like  a  batch 
of  weaving  silkworms,  the  web  meanwhile  growing  con- 
stantly, until  finally  it  ends  unawares,  and  receives  into  its 
meshes  all  current  events  and  casual  encounters,  a  det^iil 
that  at  first  passed  unnoticed,  but  which  now  has  got  to 
be  of  interest.  From  this  time  these  objects  all  harmo« 
nise,  fitting  in  one  with  the  other  and  forming  a  complete 
whole ;  there  is  nothing  that  does  not  find  a  place,  for  ex- 
ample, to-day  under  this  band  of  azure  and  sofl  silky  light 
stretched  like  a  dais  above  the  streets,  the  venerable  grey 
stains  of  mud  spotting  the  fronts  of  the  houses ;  these  worn 
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rounded  comers,  these  rusty  bars  in  which  generations  of 
spiders  have  inherited  ancestral  cobwebs ;  these  dark  cor- 
ridors, their  dust  disturbed  by  the  wind;   these  door- 
knockers with  their  paint  scaled  off  and  the  iron  plate  that 
received  their  blows  worn  through  in  the  service ;  these 
frying  pans  fretting  with  black  grease  at  the  foot  of  a 
leprous  column  ;  these  donkey  drivers  entering  the  Bar- 
berini  square  with  their  animals  loaded  with  wood,  and 
especially  the  campagnards  dressed  in  blue  wool,  clumsy 
shoes,  and  leather  leggings,  silently  grouped  together  in 
front  of  the  Pantheon  like  wild  animals  half  friirhtened  at 
the  novelty  of  the  city  around  tiiem.     They  do  not  look 
stupid,  these  people,  like  our  peasants;  they,  rather  resem- 
ble wolves  and  badgers  imprisoned  in  traps.     Many  of 
the   heads  among  them  have  regular,  strong  features, 
affording  a  striking  contrast  with  those  of  the  French 
soldiers,  who  have  a  more  pleasing  and  a  gentler  aspect. 
One  of  these  peasants  with  long  black  hair,  and  pale  dig- 
nified face  resembles  the '  Suonatore/  of  Baphael ;  his 
sandals  attached  to  his  feet  by  leather  thongs  al*e  the 
same  as  those  of  antique  statues.    His  old  grey  shapeless 
hat  is  decorated  with  a  peacock's  feather,  and  he  sits  en- 
camped like  an  emperor  against  a  post  that  supports  a 
receptacle  for  street  ordure.    Among  the  women,  ogling 
and  displaying  them^ves  at  their  windows,  you  distin- 
guish two  types :  one  the  energetic  head  with  square 
chin  and  face  resting  firmly  on  its  base,  intense  black 
eyes,  prominent  nose,  jutting  forehead,  short  neck  and 
broad  shoulders ;  and  the  other  the  cameo  head,  deli- 
cate and  amorous,  with  well-shaped,  well-drawn  eyes 
and  brow,  the  features  spiritueUe  and  clearly  defined,  and 
inclining  to  an  expression  of  affection  and  gentleness. 

The  lottery  offices  are  full,  and  you  read  the  numbers 
posted  up  in  the  windows.  This  is  what  most  absorbs 
the  attention  of  these  people.    They  are  always  calcula- 
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ting  and  pondering  over  winning  numbers^  and  speculating 
on  chances  based  on  age  and  day  of  the  month,  on  the 
forms  of  numerals,  on  presentiments,  on  neuvaines  of  the 
saints  and  the  Madonna ;  the  imaginative  brain  is  always 
at  work,  building  up  dream  upon  dream,  and  suddenly 
overflowing  on  the  side  of  either  fear  or  hope ;  they  fall 
on  their  knees,  and  this  spasm  of  desire  or  fear  constitutes 
their  religion. 

This  mode  of  feeling  is  of  ancient  date.  We  had  just 
entered  San  Andrea  della  Valle  in  order  to  see  the  works 
of  Lanfranco,  and  especially  the  four  evangelists  by 
Domenichino.  They  are  very  fine  things  but  wholly 
pagan,  and  appeal  only  to  a  love  of  the  picturesque.  St. 
Andrea  is  an  ancient  Hercules.  Around  the  evangelists 
are  grouped  a  number  of  superb  allegorical  figures  of 
women,  one  with  bare  limbs  and  breast  raising  her  arms 
to  heaven,  and  another  with  a  casque  bending  forward 
with  an  air  of  the  proudest  arrogance.  By  the  side  of  St. 
Mark  frolicsome  children  play  with  an  enormous  lion,  and 
from  below,  among  the  grand  folds  of  raised  drapery,  you 
see  amidst  foreshortenings  the  naked  thighs  of  angels.  The 
spectator  could  have  certainly  sought  for  nothing  there 
but  vigorous,  active,  and  powerful  bodies  capable  of 
exciting  the  sympathy  o{  a  gesticulating  athlete.  He 
was  not  offended ;  on  the  contrary,  his  saint  was  repre- 
sented as  strong  and  as  proud  as  possible,  just  as  he  him* 
self  figured  him.  If  you  had  a  prince  beyond  the  seas, 
whom  you  had  never  seen,  but  who  through  some  marvel- 
lous agency  could  either  kill  or  enrich  you  as  he  pleased, 
these  are  the  traits  in  which  your  imagination  would 
figure  him. 

I  have  not  much  to  tell  you  of  Santa  Maria  in  Tras- 
tevere,  nor  of  other  churches ;  I  could  do  no  more  than 
repeat  impressions  already  recorded.  A  double  row  of 
columns  taken  from  an  antique  temple,  a  ceiling  over* 
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charged  with  gold  bosses  and  mouldings^  an  '  Assump- 
tion '  by  Guido  placed  too  high,  a  round  apsis  with  rigid 
old  figures  relieving  on  a  gold  background,  statues  of 
the  dead  solemnly  reposing  on  their  tombs  in  eternal 
sleep,  this  is  Santa  Maria  in  Trastevere.  —  Every 
church  however,  possesses  distinct  character  or  some 
striking  detail.  In  San  Pietro  in  Montorio,  there  is  a 
*  Scourging,'  by  Sebastian  del  Penubo.  The  sculptural 
attitude,  the  vigorous  forms,  the  strained  and  contorted 
muscles,  of  the  patient  and  his  executioners,  call  to  mind 
Michael  Angelo,  who  was  the  artist's  counsellor  and  often- 
times his  master. — In  San  Clemente,  a  buried  church  re- 
cently disinterred,  and  among  columns  of  verd  antique, 
you  see  paintings,  by  the  light  of  a  torch,  that  pass  for 
the  most  ancient  in  Home,  hard,  pitiful  Byzantine  figures, 
and  among  them  a  Virgin  whose  breast  falls  like  the  milk 
bag  of  an  animaL — In  San  Francesco  a  Ripa,  is  a  decora- 
tion of  gilding  and  marble,  the  richest  and  most  extrava- 
gant possible,  constructed  in  the  last  century  by  corpora- 
tions of  cobblers,  fruiterers,  and  millers,  each  division 
bearing  the  name  of  that  which  furnished  the  means. 
There  is  thus  in  almost  every  street  some  curious  his- 
torical fragment.  What  is  no  less  striking  is  the  contrast 
between  a  church  itself  and  its  vicinity.  On  leaving 
San  Francesco  a  Ripa  you  stop  your  nose,  so  strong 
is  the  odour  of  codfish ;  the  yellow  Tiber  rolls  along, 
between  remnants  of  piles  near  large  mournful  edifices 
and  before  silent  lugubrious  streets.  On  returning  from 
San  Pietro  in  Montorio  I  found  an  indescribable  quarter : 
horrible  streets  and  filthy  lane^);  steep  ascents  bordered  with 
hovels,  and  slimy  corridors  crowded  with  crawling  human 
beings ;  old  women,  yellow  and  leaden  visaged,  sternly  re- 
garding you  with  their  witch  eyes;  children  huddled 
together  in  full  security  like  dogs,  and  shamelessly  imita- 
ting them  on  the  pavement ;  ragged  vagabonds  in  red 
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tatters,  smoking  and  leaning  against  the  walls,  and  a  dirty 
swarming  crowd  hurrying  on  to  the  cook-shops.  From 
top  to  bottom  of  this  street  the  gutters  stream  with 
kitchen  refuse,  dyeing  the  sharp  stones  with  its  foul 
blackness.  At  the  foot  of  the  street  is  the  Ponte  San 
Sisto ;  there  are  no  quays  on  the  Tiber,  and  these  swel* 
tering  sinks  dip  their  surcharged  steps  into  it  like  so 
many  dripping  towels  washed  in  mire.  Gilding  and 
hovels,  morals  and  physiognomies,  government  and  faith, 
present  and  past,  all  amalgamate,  and  a  moment's  thought 
sutHces  to  show  their  mutual  dependenoa 
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THE  MIDDLE  CLASSES — MANNEBS  AND  CUSTOMS — LOVE. 

I  HATE  recorded  for  you  about  all  that  I  could  myself 
observe,  that  is  to  say,  of  the  external  world ;  as  to  the 
internal  worlds  meaning  by  this,  manners,  morals,  and 
character,  you  know  that  at  the  end  of  a  month  I  could 
not  say  much  on  my  own  responsibility ;  but  I  am  favoured 
with  friends  of  various  classes  and  opinions,  all  of  whom 
are  obliging  and  many  of  excellent  judgment.  I  shall 
give  you  a  summary  of  fifty  or  sixty  conversations  and 
searching  discussions^  without  reservation. 

In  this  city  overflowing  with  works  of  art,  there  are 
very  few'  artists.  Thirty  yeara  ago  there  was  Signer 
Camuccini^  and  a  few  cold  imitators  of  David ;  now  the 
standard  is  one  of  graceful  insipidity ;  the  sculptors  polish 
n^arble  perfectly  in  order  to  please  the  wealthy  of  other 
lands :  that  is  their  forte,  and  they  go  but  little  beyond 
it;  most  of  them  are  purely  mechanical  copyists.  The 
public  in  general  has  fallen  quite  as  low ;  the  Komans 
appreciate  their  masterpieces  only  through  the  admiration 
of  strangers.  And  because  a  true  culture  is  prohibited 
to  them.  It  is  impossible  to  travel  without  the  Pope'a 
passport^  and  the  passport  is  often  refused.    A  certain 


272  SOCIETY. 

Italian  artist  could  not  obtain  one  to  visit  Paris.  *  Go, 
if  you  please,'  was  the  reply ;  *  but  if  you  do  you  cannot 
return.'  Fears  are  entertained  of  their  bringing  back 
liberal  maxims. 

According  to  the  report  of  strangers,  physicians  pre- 
scribe nothing  but  enemas,  and  the  lawyers  are  professors 
of  chicanery.  Everybody  is  restricted  to  his  speciality. 
The  police,  who  let  people  do  as  they  please,  allow  no 
one  to  concern  himself  with  the  sciences  trenching  on 
religion  or  politics.  A  man  who  studies  or  reads  much, 
even  in  his  own  house,  and  with  closed  doors,  is  watched ; 
he  is  annoyed  constantly,  and  exposed  to  domiciliary 
visits  in  search  of  forbidden  books,  and  accused  of  pos- 
sessing obscene  engravings.  He  is  subject  to  the  precetto, 
that  is  to  say,  to  the  obligation  of  returning  to  his  home 
by  the  Ave  Maria^  and  of  not  leaving  it  after  sunset. 
Once  failing  to  do  so,  and  he  is  imprisoned;  a  foreign 
diplomate  mentioned  to  me  one  of  his  friends  to  whom 
this  happened. — They  speak  at  Bome  of  a  mathematician 
and  one  or  two  antiquarians ;  but  in  general,  the  savante 
here  are  either  annoyed  or  despised.  If  anybody  possesses 
erudite  tastes,  he  conceals  them,  or  ai)ologises  for  them^ 
always  alluding  to  them  as  mania.  Ignorance  is  welcome, 
for  it  renders  people  docile. 

As  to  the  professors,  the  best^  those  of  the  nniversityt 
receive  three  or  four  hundred  crowns  a  year,  and  give 
five  lectures  per  week,  which  shows  the  high  estimation 
in  which  science  is  held.  In  order  to  exist  some  resort 
to  medical  practice,  others  become  architects,  others 
clerks,  and  others  librarians ;  several  who  are  priests,  are 
paid  for  masses,  and  all  live  with  the  utmost  plainness.  I 
counted  on  the  almanack  forty-seven  professorships 
there  are  five  hundred  pupils  in  the  university,  about 
ten  to  each  chair.  The  Pope  has  just  authorised  a  course 
on  geology,  which  has  an  audience  of  four,  no  more  are 
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in  attendance  on  the  course  on  profane  history.  Ab  tin 
offset  to  this  the  courses  on  theology  are  quite  numerous. 
This  shows  the  spirit  of  the  institution  ;  the  sciences  of 
the  middle  ages  flourish  here^  while  modem  sciences 
remain  outside  the  door.  There  are  but  two  publio 
schools  in  Rome,  the  Koman  Seminary,  under  the  direc- 
tion of  the  cardinal-vicar,  for  the  formation  of  priests,  and 
the  Roman  College,  in  the  hands  of  the  Jesuits,  in  which 
Latin  and  Greek  are  studied;  no  Italian  nor  French,  nor 
any  other  living  language,  and  no  history  excepting 
Roman  history,  back  to  the  time  of  Constantine.  So  in- 
gignificant  are  the  studies,  that  when  a  pupil  wishes  to 
enter  the  congregation,  he  is  obliged,  even  if  the  most 
advanced,  to  recommence  his  studies  from  the  first  prin- 
ciples. In  the  medical  school  there  is  no  clinique  on 
midwifery  ;  instruction  in  this  branch  is  derived  from  pic- 
tures representing  the  organs,  which  pictures  are  covered 
with  curtains ;  a  notorious  ignoramus  has  just  been  in- 
stalled professor  here  through  female  intrigue.  The  rest 
is  in  keeping.  The  professors,  said  a  genuine  physician 
to  me,  are  mere  village  barbers ;  a  few  only  have  passed 
one  or  two  weeks  at  Paris,  and  practise  a  treatment  in  the 
hospitals  a  century  behind  the  age.  In  the  asylum  for 
cutaneous  diseases,  the  patients  are  subjected  to  incisions 
in  the  head;  when  the  wound  is  cicatrised  they  are 
arranged  in  rows,  and  a  brush  soaked  in  a  certain  mixture 
is  passed  over  their  heads,  the  same  brush  answering  for 
all,  and  perhaps  so  employed  for  years.  You  may  judge 
by  the  foregoing  of  the  dignity  and  importance  of  the 
liberal  professions. 

Is  there  in  Home  any  degree  of  moral  energy  ?  Most 
of  my  friends  reply,  no;  the  government  has  demoralised 
men.  People  are  extraordinarily  intelligent,  adroit,  and 
calculating,  but  no  less  egotistical ;  not  one,  or  scarcely 
one,  would  risk  his  life  or  his  fortune  for  his  country. 
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They  declaim^  and  are  willing  to  have  others  take  the 
leadj  but  will  not  subject  themselves  to  the  smallest  sacn* 
iice.  They  regard  one  who  thus  devotes  himself  as  a 
dupe ;  they  smile  ironically  on  seeing  the  excitement  of  a 
Frenchman  who,  to  the  cry  of  country  or  glory,  rushes 
off  to  get  his  bones  broken. 

.  They  do  not  surrender  themselves,  but  accommodate 
themselves  to  you ;  they  are  infinitely  polite  and  patient, 
never  even  faintly  smiling  at  the  barbarisms  and  gro- 
tesque errors  of  pronunciation  which  a  stranger  always 
commits.  They  remain  their  own  masters,  unwilling  to 
compromise  themselves,  and  are  only  concerned  in  keeping 
out  of  scrapes,  in  turning  others  to  account,  and  in  duping 
each  other.  Delicacy,  as  we  understand  it,  is  unknown 
to  them ;  an  antiquary  of  reputation  readily  accepts  com* 
missions  from  merchants  on  all  objects  the  sale  of  which 
he  procures ;  and  there  are  a  number  of  usurers  among 
the  wealthy  and  the  great. 

Everybody  here  has  a  protector;  it  is  impossible  to 
live  without  one.  You  must  have  one  to  obtain  the  most 
trifling  thing,  to  obtain  justice,  to  receive  your  income, 
to  preserve  your  property.  Everything  goes  by  favour. 
Keep  a  pretty,  complacent  woman  in  your  employ,  or  in 
your  family,  and  you  will  come  out  of  all  difficulties  as 
pure  as  snow.  One  of  my  friends  compares  this  country 
to  the  Orient,  where  he  has  travelled,  with  this  difference, 
that  it  is  not  force  here,  but  address  which  succeeds,  the 
clever  protected  man  obtaining  all.  Life  is  a  league  and 
a  combat,  but  subterranean.  Under  a  government  of 
priests  there  is  a  horror  of  making  a  display  ;  there  is  no 
brutal  energy :  one  mines  and  countermines  as  skilfully 
as  he  can,  and  lays  traps  ten  years  in  advance. 

As  enterprise  and  action  are  prejudicial  and  regarded 
nnfavourably,  indolence  becomes  honourable.  Innumeiv 
able  people  live  in  Rome  nobody  knows  how,  without 
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eiiTier  occupation  or  revenue.  Some  earn  ten  crowns  a 
month  and  expend  thirty ;  apart  from  any  visible  pursuit 
they  have  all  sorts  of  resources  and  expedients.  In  the 
first  place  the  government  expends  two  or  three  hundred 
thousand  crowns  in  alms,  and  every  noble  or  prince 
deems  charity  a  duty  on  account  of  his  rank,  and  tradi- 
tionally. Such  a  one  gives  away  six  thousand  crowns  a 
year.  Again  there  are  buona  mancia  everywhere ;  cer- 
tain people  present  fifteen  petitions  a  day,  one  or  two  of 
which  are  successful ;  the  petitioner  eats  a  good  dinner 
in  the  evening,  and  thus  always  has  an  occupation. 
Thifl  occupation  has  its  instruments;  you  see  public 
scriveners  in  the  open  air,  with  hats  on  their  heads,  and 
umbrellas  by  their  sides,  engaged  in  writing  these  petitions 
and  holding  their  papers  fast  with  stones.  Finally,  in 
this  state  of  universal  misery  all  help  each  other ;  a  beggar 
is  not  an  outcast,  nor  a  criminal ;  he  is  honest,  as  honest 
as  anybody,  only  he  happens  to  have  been  unfortunate ; 
with  this  reflection,  the  poorest  bestow  on  him  a  few 
baiocchi,  Thus  is  sloth  maintained.  Among  the  moun- 
tains, near  Frascati,  I  found  at  every  pasturage  a  man 
or  child  ready  to  open  a  gate ;  at  the  church  doors  some 
poor  mortal  is  always  there  to  lift  up  for  you  the  leather 
curtain  suspended  before  the  door.  In  this  way  they 
obtain  five  or  six  cents  a  day,  and  on  this  they  live. 

I  know  a  custode  who  gets  six  crowns  a  month ;  besides 
which  he  occasionally  repairs  an  old  coat,  and  receives  for 
this  three  or  four  baiocchi  more  ;  his  family  is  half  starving, 
and  he  is  sometimes  obliged  to  borrow  a  couple  of  pauls 
(twenty  cents)  of  a  neighbour  in  order  to  live  the  week 
omt.  And  yet  his  son  and  daughter  take  their  promenade 
every  Sunday  in  very  good  clothes.  The  girl  is  honest 
because  she  is  not  yet  married;  once  the  husband  is 
caught  it  will  be  another  matter;  she  must  naturally 
provide  for  her  toilette  and  aid  her  husband.     Countless 
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houseliolds  are  thns  maintained  on  the  beauty  of  the  wife. 
The  husband  shuts  his  eyes  and  sometimes  opens  them, 
but  in  the  latter  case,  simply  the  better  to  fill  his  pockets. 
Shame  does  not  incommode  him ;  the  people  of  the  Tnezsso 
ceto  are  so  poor,  that  when  children  come,  a  man  is  to  bo 
pitied,  and  he  suffers  so  much  unless  fortified  by  a  rich 
protector.    *  My  wife  wants  dresses ;  let  her  earn  them  !* 
Besides  this  the  general  influence  of  the  government  is 
debasing ;  man  is  forced  into  indignities;  he  is  accustomed 
to  crouching,  to  kissing  the  hands  of  ecclesiastics,  to  self- 
humiliation;  from  generation  to  generation  self-respect, 
resistance,  and  manliness,have  been  extirpated  as  noxious 
weeds ;  the  possessor  of  such  qualities  is  trodden  down, 
and  their  seed  is  at  length  lost.    A  type  of  such  charac- 
ters is  the  casaandrino  of  the  ancient  marionnettes ;  he  is 
a  orushed-out  layman  whose  interior  springs  of  actioa 
are  broken,  who  jests  at  everything,  even  at  himself,  and 
who,  stopped  by  brigands,  lets  them  despoil  lum,  and 
facetiously  addresses  them  as  ^huntsmen/     This  bitter 
humour  and  voluntary  harlequinism   aid  in  rendering 
him  insensible  to  the  ills  of  life.     This  character  is  quite 
common;  the  husband,  resigned  and   dishonoured,  con* 
tentedly  yields  to  his  wife's  good  fortune.    With  his  mind 
at  ease  he  takes  his  promenade,  sips  his  coffee  at  three 
cents  a  cup,  speculates  on  the  weather,  and  enjoys  the 
display  of  a  new  coat  on  the  public  thoroughfares.     The 
Romans,  both  male  and  female,  put  on  their  backs  all  the 
money  they  earn,  and  all  that  is  given  to  them.     Their 
food  is  poor  in  quantity  and  in  quality,  consisting  of 
crusts^  cheese,  cabbage,  and  salads.     They  have  no  fire 
in  winter,  and  their  furniture  is  misei*able,  everything 
being  sacrificed  to  appearances.     The  streets  and  the 
JPincio  swarm  with  women  in  handsome  velvet  mantillas, 
and  young  people  well  gloved  and  frizzled,  bright,  showy^ 
«nd  spruce  outside — ^but  do  not  look  beyond. 
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Alongside  of  indolence  ignorance  flourishes  like  thistles 
by  the  side  of  nettles.  Chie  of  our  friends  has  resided 
some  time  in  the  environs  of  Lake  Nemi ;  it  was  impossi- 
ble, after  noon,  to  obtain  a  letter,  because  the  doctor,  cur^, 
and  apothecary  chose  that  hour  for  their  promenades, 
and  no  one  in  the  village  but  them  knew  how  to  read. 
It  is  about  the  same  thing  at  Eome.  I  am  told  of  a 
noble  family  who  live  in  two  and  let  five  rooms ;  from 
this  they  derive  their  income.  Out  of  four  daughter? 
one  only  is  able  to  write  a  note,  and  she  is  called  the 
learned  {la  dattd).  The  father  and  son  frequent  a  cafe, 
drink  a  glass  of  pure  water,  and  read  a  newspaper : — such 
is  l^eir  life.  The  young  man  has  no  future ;  fortunate  is 
be  if  he  can  obtain  a  place  in  the  datarie,  or  elsewhere, 
at  six  crowns  a  month.  There  is  no  commerce,  no  man- 
afactures,  no  army.  A  good  many  become  priests  and 
monks  and  support  themselves  on  their  masses ;  they 
dare  ]|ot  seek  their  fortunes  outside  their  country,  the 
police  closing  and  locking  the  door  on  all  who  go  out. 

Houses,  accordingly,  are  mere  kennels.  The  young 
ladies  in  question  remain  in  slatternly  morning-gowns, 
bundled  up  like  kitchen  drudges,  until  four  in  the  after- 
noon. I  knew  of  one  domestic  establishment  where,  for  a 
long  time,  I  supposed  the  ladies  to  be  women  employed 
to  dam  stockings;  I  foimd  them  engaged  in  clean- 
ing boots.  Confusion,  foul  linen  and  broken  crockery 
strewed  about  on  the  tables  and  on  the  floor  was  all ; 
a  lot  of  children  ate  in  the  kitchen.  One  Sunday  I 
noticed  them  out  of  doors  in  their  hats  and  appearing 
like  ladies,  and  I  learn  that  their  brother  is  a  lawyer; 
this  brother  makes  his  appearance  and  he  is  dressed 
like  a  gentleman. 

I  inquire  how  these  young  people  pass  their  time,  and 
the  reply  is — doing  nothing ;  the  great  aim  in  this  country 
is  to  do  as  little  as  possible.  A  young  Eoman  may  be 
compared  to  a  man  enjoying  his  siesta ;  he  is  inert,  dis- 
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likes  effort,  and  would  be  angry  if  disturbed  or  forced  to 
undertake  anything.  When  he  leaves  his  office  he  puts 
on  his  best  clothes  and  posts  himself  beneath  a  certain 
window,  which  he  does  every  afternoon.  From  time  to 
time  the  wife  or  young  girl  raises  a  comer  of  the  curtain^ 
so  as  to  show  him  that  she  knows  he  is  there.  This 
occupies  the  thoughts  of  all,  which  is  not  surprising  as  the 
siesta  predisposes  towards  love.  Men  promenade  the 
Corso  constantly;  they  follow  women  and  know  their 
names  and  diminutives,  their  lovers  and  the  past  and 
present  of  all  their  intrigues,  and  thus  live,  their  heads 
filled  with  gossip.  Accordingly,  thus  occupied,  their 
minds  become  acute  and  penetrating.  Amongst  themselvea 
they  are  polite,  affable,  and  complimentary,  but  always  oa 
their  guard,  dissembling,  and  engaged  in  supplanting  each 
other  and  playing  each  other  tricks. 

In  the  middle  class  there  are  evening  parties  but  of  a 
singular  character.  Lovers  watch  one  another  from  one 
end  of  the  room  to  the  other ;  it  is  impossible  to  hold  a 
conversation  with  a  young  lady,  her  lover  having  forbid- 
den it.  Their  beverage  is  water  without  sugar.  Every- 
body is  busy  with  his  own  thoughts  or  observing  his 
neighbour's  movements.  Occasionally,  they  emerge  from 
this  meditative  mood  in  order  to  listen  to  a  little  music. 
Amongst  the  inferior  portion  of  this  class  nothing  is 
served,  not  even  a  glass  of  water.  There  is  a  piano  and, 
generally,  some  one  sings.  There  is  no  fire  in  winter ; 
the  ladies  form  a  circle  and  retain  their  mu&;  those 
highest  in  favour  are  honoured  with  hand-warmers.  This 
suffices— people  are  not  very  hard  to  please. 

Young  ladies  are  kept  shut  up,  and,  consequently, 
are  always  trying  to  get  out.  Lately,  as  the  story 
goes,  one  of  them  succeeded  in  escaping  in  the  evening  to 
a  rendezvous  and  she  caught  cold  and  died ;  her  young 
friends  made  a  sort  of  demonstration  and  thronged  to  kiaa 
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tlie  body ;  they  regarded  her  as  a  martyr,  dead  in  behalf 
of  the  ideal.  Their  life  consists  in  quietly  boasting  of . 
their  lovers,  that  is  to  say,  of  some  young  man  who  is 
thinking  about  them,  who  courts  them,  who  stations  him- 
self under  their  window,  and  so  on.  This  tickles  their 
imagination  and  supplies  the  place  of  a  romance ;  instead 
of  reading  novels  they  act  them.  In  this  way  they 
undergo  five  or  six  love  experiences  before  marriage.  As 
far  as  virtue  is  concerned  their  tactics  are  peculiar ;  they 
surrender  the  approaches,  guard  the  fortress,  and  skilfully, 
persistently,  and  resolutely  hunt  for  a  husband. 

This  gallantry,  moreover,  is  not  particularly  delicate. 
On  the  contrary,  it  is  either  singularly  innocent  or  sin- 
gularly coarse.  These  very  young  men  who  hang  around 
a  window  for  months,  indulging  in  fond  dreams,  employ 
the  terms  of  Rabelais  in  accosting  a  woman  that  walks 
alone  in  the  streets.  Even  with  the  woman  they  love, 
they  use  terms  with  a  double  meaning  and  indelicate 
witticisms.  One  of  my  friends  happened  one  day  to  be  of 
a  party  on  a  country  excursion  along  with  a  young 
gentleman  and  lady  who  seemed  to  be  mutually  smitten, 
and  who  constantly  forgot  that  they  were  in  public  He 
remarked  to  his  neighbour,  *  Perhaps  they  are  a  newly- 
married  couple  and  imagine  themselves  alone.'  His 
neighbour  made  no  reply  and  seemed  to  be  embarrassed 
— ^he  was  the  lady's  husband. — Our  friend  asserts  that 
the  great  Italian  passion  so  lauded  by  Stendhal,  that 
persevering  adoration  and  devoted  worship,  that  love 
capable  of  self-nourishment  and  of  life  endurance,  is  as 
rare  here  as  in  France.  At  all  events  it  lacks  delicacy ; 
some  women  are  enamoured  but  only  with  externals ;  what 
they  admire  is  good  looks,  fine  clothes,  fine  complexion, 
gold  chains,  and  the  whitest  of  linen.  There  is  nothing 
of  the  gentle  or  feminine  in  their  character ;  they  might 
prove  to  be  goocl  companions  on  dangerous  occasion! 
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when  energy  is  required,  but  in  ordinary  (nrcumstances 
they  are  tyrants,  and  in  the  matter  of  pleasure  exceedingly 
positive.  Experts  in  such  matters  declare  that  a  man 
enters  on  servitude  on  becoming  the  lover  of  a  Roman 
woman ;  she  exacts  endless  attentions  and  absorbs  one's 
tame  mercilessly ;  a  man  must  always  be  at  his  post,  ofier 
his  arm,  bring  bouquets,  make  presents  of  trinkets,  show 
constant  devotion,  and  be  ecstatic,  for  if  not,  she  concludes 
that  he  has  another  mistress,  and  will  call  him  instantly  to 
account,  demanding  unmistakable  proofs  to  the  contrary 
on  the  spot.  In  this  country,  where  one's  time  is  taken 
up  neither  by  politics,  industrial  pursuits,  literature,  nor 
science,  it  is  a  species  of  merchandise  without  a  market ; 
according  to  the  economical  principle  of  supply  and  de- 
mand its  value  diminishes  proportionately  and  even  ceasea 
entirely;  so  rated  a  woman  may  employ  it  in  genu« 
flexions  and  small  talk. 

They  have  become  accustomed  to  this  life,  which 
seems  to  ns  so  limited  and  almost  dead.  Deprived  ot 
literature  and  the  resources  of  travelling  they  make  no 
comparisons  with  themselves  or  with  others ;  things  have 
always  been  so  and  always  will  be;  once  accepted,  this 
fatality  seems  to  be  no  more  remarkable  than  the  malaria. 
Besides  this,  many  circumstances  contribute  to  rendef 
this  life  supportable.  A  person  can  live  here  very 
cheaply ;  a  family  with  two  children  and  a  servant  re- 
quires 2500  francs ;  3000  francs  are  as  much  a^  6000 
francs  in  Paris.  One  may  walk  the  streets  in  a  cap  and 
thread-bare  coat ;  nobody  troubles  his  neighbour,  for 
everybody  is  thinking  of  pleasure ;  frolics  are  tolerated ; 
procure  a  confessional  ticket,  avoid  liberals,  prove  your 
docility  and  indifference,  and  you  will  find  the  govern- 
ment patient,  accommodating,  indulgent,  and  paternal. 
FinaUy,  the  people  do  not  exact  much  in  the  matter  of 
pleasure;  a  Sunday  promenade  in  a  fine  coat  in  the 
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£orghese  gardens  and  a  dinner  at  a  trattoria  in  the  coun- 
try is  something  in  store  that  satisfies  the  dreams  of  a 
Tireek.  They  know  how  to  lounge  (Jlaner),  to  gossip,  to  be 
contented  with  the  little  they  possess,  to  relish  a  fresh 
salad,  to  enjoy  a  glass  of  pure  water,  sipped  in  fall  view 
of  a  splendid  effect  of  light.  There  is,  moreover,  in  their 
composition  a  large  stock  of  good  humour.  They  think 
that  one  ousrht  to  pass  his  time  afireeably,  that  useless 
indignation^is  folly,  and  sadness  a  disei; ;  their  tem- 
perament  seeks  the  joyous  as  a  plant  seeks  sunshine. 
To  good  humour  must  be  added  unaffected  famili- 
arity. A  prince  and  his  domestics  freely  converse 
and  laugh  with  each  other;  a  peasant  of  the  envi- 
rons towards  whom  you  may  stand  in  the  relation  of 
a  lord,  thee's-and-thou's  you  without  any  diffictdty; 
a  young  gentleman  in  society  describes  and  criticises 
a  youncr  lady  as  if  she  were  his  mistress.  Uncere- 
J^less  i  complete;  the  peti^ resteunte  of  our 
society,  our  reserve  and  politeness,  are  unknown  to 
them. 

Do  they  ardently  desire  to  become  Italians  ?  My 
friends  assert  that  they  would  detest  the  Piedmontese 
before  the  end  of  a  month.  They  are  accustomed  to  li- 
cense, to  exemption  from  penalties,  to  indolence  and  the 
system  of  favoritism,  and  would  feel  ill  at  ease  if  deprived 
of  all  this.  On  the  whole,  whoever  has  a  patron,  or  is 
well  connected,  may  do  as  he  pleases,  provided  he  does 
not  concern  himself  with  politics.  The  new  tribimaLs 
organized  in  the  Bomagna,  at  Bologna,  for  example, 
have  broken  up  and  punished  gangs  of  robbers  who 
found  receivers  of  stolen  goods  in  the  best  society.  A 
peasant  who  had  killed  his  enemy,  but  whose  cousin  is  in 
the  service  of  a  cardinal,  escapes  with  a  punishment  of  two 
years  in  the  galleys ;  he  was  condemned  for  twenty  years, 
but  by  degrees  obtained  his  freedom  and  returned  to  his 
village,  where  he  is  no  less  esteemed  than  he  was  before. 
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They  arc  veritable  savages,  and  would  not  easily  submit 
to  legal  constraint.  Besides  all  this,  they  lack  mora] 
sentiment,  and  if  they  do  not  possess  it  the  fault  is  not 
wholly  due  to  their  rulers.  Consider  the  bad  German 
governments  of  the  last  century,  quite  as  absolute  and 
arbitrary  as  this  one ;  society  was  honest  and  principles 
were  rigid,  and  the  temperament  of  the  nation  attenuated 
the  vices  of  the  constitution ;  at  Borne  it  aggravates  them. 
Man  here  has,  naturally,  no  idea  of  justice ;  he  is  too 
vigorous,  too  violent,  and  too  imaginative  to  accept  or  im- 
pose checks  on  himself;  if  he  goes  to  war  he  has  no  idea 
of  limiting  the  rights  of  war.  Six  days  ago  a  bomb  ex- 
ploded in  the  house  of  the  papal  bookseller ;  the  pro- 
gressive party  in  Europe  thus  makes  known  its  energy 
and  frightens,  it  supposes,  its  enanies ;  like  Orsini,  the 
end  with  them  justifies  the  means.  It  is  well  known  how 
Rossi  was  assassinated.  In  this  respect  the  nations  of  the 
west  of  Europe  cherish  sentiments  whidi  the  Bomans 
lacL 
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THE  NOBILITYt-THE  SALOONS — INDOLENCE — THE  CAMPAGNA-^ 
THE  VILLA  OF  POPE  JULIUS  III — THE  PORTA  PRIMA — FRASCATI 
TUSCULUM — THE  VILL4  ALDOBRANDINI — GROTTO  FERRATA. 

The  aristocracy  is  said  to  be  very  shaHow.  My  informants 
review  the  principal  families  for  me.  Several  have 
travelled,  and  are  tolerably  well  informed,  and  not 
badly  disposed;  but  through  a  singular  characteristic, 
due  perhaps  to  too  little  crossing  of  blood,  to  a  stagna- 
tion of  the  blood  always  confined  to  the  same  veins, 
almost  all  are  mentally  obtuse  and  narrow.  One  may 
study  their  portraits  in  a  clever  comedy  by  Count  Giraud 
*  L*Ajo  ncl  imbarrazzo : '  Prince  Lello,  in  the  *  Tolla '  of 
Edmund  About,  is  taken  from  life,  the  ridiculous  letters 
therein  being  authentic. — I  reply  that  I  am  acquainted 
with  four  or  five  nobles,  or  Roman  grand  seigneurs, 
all  well-educated  and  agreeable  men,  some  erudite  or 
learned,  one  among  others  prepossessing  as  a  prince,  aa 
spirituel  as  a  journalist,  as  intelligent  as  an  academician, 
and  besides  this,  an  artist  and  philosopher,  so  delicate 
and  fecund  in  wit  and  in  ideas  of  every  description  that 
he  alone  would  absorb  the  conversation  in  the  most 
brilliant  and  liberal  of  Parisian  salons*  They  reply  to 
this  by  telling  me  that  I  must  not  base  mj  judgments  on 
exceptions,  and  that  in  a  company  of  blockheads,  how- 
ever duU,  there  are  always  some  people  of  sense.  Three 
or  four — and  no  more — are  frqnk  and  open,  and  stand  out 
against  the  sheeplike  crowd.  These  are  liberals,  while 
the  rest  are  supporters  of  the  Pope,  and  are  enveloped 
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within  their  education^  prejudices^  and  inertiai  like  m 
mummy  wrapped  up  in  its  bandages.  You  find  on  their 
table  petty  devotional  books,  and  coarse  songs,  their 
French  importations  consisting  of  these  alone.  Their 
sons  serve  in  the  garda  nobile,  part  their  hair  id  the 
middle,  and  run  after  ladies,  smirking  like  the  barber 
that  dressed  it. 

There  are  very  few  salons ;  the  social  principle  is 
wanting,  and  they  care  but  little  for  amusement  Every 
grand  seigneur  remains  at  home,  and  receives  his  intimates 
in  the  evening,  who  are  people  belonging  to  the  house  as 
much  as  its  curtains  and  furniture.  There  is  no  fre* 
quenting  of  society,  as  in  Paris,  through  ambitious  motives^ 
in  order  to  form  useful  connections  and  an  establishment ; 
such  proceedings  would  be  useless ;  people  here  fish  in 
other  streams,  and  perforce,  in  an  ecclesiastical  stream* 
The  cardinals,  generally,  are  sons  of  peasants  or  of  people 
of  the  middle  class,  each  surrounded  by  intimates  that  have 
followed  him  for  twenty  years  ;  his  physician,  confessor, 
and  valet  owe  their  places  to  him,  and  they  dispense  his 
favours  accordingly.  A  young  man  can  succeed  only  by 
thus  attaching  himself  to  a  prelate's  fortunes,  or  to  those 
of  his  dependents,  which  fortune  is  a  big  vessel  impelled 
by  the  wind,  with  a  crowd  of  smaller  ones  dragging  after 
it.  Bemark  this,  that  the  great  credit  of  these  prelates 
does  not  secure  them  salons.  In  order  to  obtain  place  or 
favour  you  must  not  address  yourself  to  a  cardinal,  to 
the  chief  of  a  department ;  he  replies  courteously  and 
there  the  matter  rests.  You  must  push  the  secret 
springs ;  you  must  address  his  barber  or  chief  domestic, 
the  man  that  helps  him  to  change  his  shirt ;  some  morn- 
ing he  will  mention  you  and  exclaim  earnestly :  *  Ah, 
your  Eminence,  this  man  holds  sound  opinions,  and  he 
speaks  of  you  so  respectfully  1 ' 

Another  circumstance  fatal  to  the  social  spirit  is  the 
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absence  of  self-abandonment  People  distrust  each  other 
and  measure  their  words,  and  are  reserved.  A  foreigner 
here,  who  has  entertained  for  the  last  twenty  years, 
remarked  that  if  he  should  leave  Kome,  he  would  not  be 
obliged  to  write  two  letters  in  six  months,  so  few  friends  has 
he  in  this  country.  The  sole  occupation,  everywhere,  is 
love ;  the  women  pass  the  entire  day  in  balconies,  or  if 
wealthy,  go  to  mass,  and  from  thence  to  the  Corso  again 
and  again.  Without  daily  escape,  as  elsewhere,  sensibility, 
when  excited,  produces  violent  passions,  and  sometimes 
remarkable  explosions,  as,  for  instance,  the  despair  of  the 
young  Marchioness  Vittoria  Savorelli,  who  died  of  a 
broken  heart  because  her  betrothed,  a  Doria,  abandoned 
her;  and  again,  the  marriage  of  a  certain  lady  of  rank  with 
a  French  subordinate  officer,  who  saddled  his  horse  in  a 
palace  court,  and  others  of  a  romantic  and  tragic  dknoue* 
ment 

The  great  misfortune  for  the  men  is  this— *they  have 
nothing  to  do ;  tbey  prey  on  themselves  or  sink  into  a 
lethargic  state.  For  lack  of  occupation  they  intrigue 
against  each  other,  play  the  spy  and  worry  themselves 
like  lazy  monks  shut  up  in  a  convent.  Especially  towards 
evening  is  the  burden  of  indolence  the  most  insupportable; 
you  see  them  in  their  immense  saloons  before  their  rows 
of  pictures,  yawning,  pacing  about  and  waiting.  Two  or 
three  acquaintances  drop  in,  always  the  same  persons, 
and  the  bearers  of  petty  gossip.  Rome  in  this  respect  is 
simply  a  provincial  town.  They  inquire  of  each  other 
about  dismissed  servants,  a  new  piece  of  furniture,  visits 
returned  too  lafe  or  made  too  soon ;  the  houses  and  private 
life  of  everybody  are  constantly  discussed;  nobody 
enjoys  the  grand  incognito  of  Paris  or  London.  A  few 
interest  themselves  in  music  or  archaeology;  these  taP.; 
about  recent  excavations,  and  the  imagination  and  affir  • 
mations  have    full   scope :    these  studies  alone  posses  ^ 
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any  vitality ;  the  rest  are  languishing  or  dead ;  foreign 
reviews  and  newspapers  do  not  arrive  or  are  stopped 
every  other  number,  while  modem  books  are  wanting. 
They  cannot  converse  on  their  own  careers,  because  they 
have  none ;  diplomacy  and  all  the  important  offices  are  in 
the  hands  of  the  priests,  while  the  army  is  foreign^ 
Nothing  remains  but  agriculture.  Many  devote  them- 
selves to  this,  but  indirectly ;  they  employ  the  peasantry 
through  the  agency  of  the  mercanti  di  campagna ;  these 
generally  sublet  to  the  Neapolitan  drovers,  who  come  here 
to  pass  the  winter  and  spring.  The  soil  is  good,  and  the 
grass  abundant.  This  or  that  mercanti  sublets  at  25 
crowns  for  six  months,  what  he  has  hired  at  11  crowns 
for  the  year ;  he  gains  about  five  crowns  more  on  pastur- 
age, thus  making  nearly  300  per  cent.,  his  average  profits 
being  about  200  per  cent. ;  in  this  way  he  acquires  a 
large  fortune.  Some  ruin  themselves  through  too  exten- 
sive speculations,  as  in  the  buying  and  fattening  of  cattle 
that  are  carried  off  by  disease ;  but  others,  enriched, 
become  prominent  among  the  bourgeoisiey  dress  well, 
begin  to  reason,  form  a  class  of  liberals,  and  look  forward 
to  a  revolution  which  will  place  them  at  the  head  of 
aifairs,  and  especially  of  municipal  matters.  Some,  having 
acquired  enormous  wealth,  purchase  an  estate  and  then  a 
title ;  one  of  them  is  now  a  duke. — A  Roman  noble  cannot 
dispense  with  these  people ;  he  is  unacquainted  with  the 
peasantry,  as  he  does  not  reside  amongst  them ;  if  he 
attempted  to  treat  with  them  directly  he  would  encounter 
a  league.  He  has  nothing  in  common  with  them,  and  is 
not  liked  by  them ;  in  their  eyes  he  plays  the  part  of  a 
parasite.  On  the  other  hand,  he  stands  badly  with  the 
menante,  by  whom  he  feels  himself  plundered.  The 
mercantej  in  his  turn,  in  the  eyes  of  the  peasants,  passes 
as  a  sort  of  necessary  usurer.  The  three  classes  are 
separated ;  there  is  no  natural  government. 
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It  is  different  in  that  part  of  the  Bomagna  which  has 
become  Italian^  where  the  nobles  reside  on  their  estates. 
But,  excepting  in  two  or  three  cantons,  the  Koman  nobles 
who  desire  to  live  on  their  estates  and  manage  matters 
themselves,  and  assume  the  moral  and  economical  control 
of  the  country,  find  more  obstacles  now  to  contend  with 
than  ever.  In  the  first  place,  labour  is  scarce ;  the  con- 
Bcription  of  Victor  Emmanuel  has  drawn  largely  on  the 
Abruzzians,  who  formerly  did  all  the  drudgery,  while  the 
Koman  railroads  absorb  a  large  portion  of  the  Somans, 
the  Roman  campagna  being  almost  depopulated.  Further- 
more commerce  is  too  much  dependent  on  caprice ;  the 
exportation  of  grain  is  not  free ;  special  permits  are 
necessary  for  every  operation  or  enterprise,  and  these  are 
obtainable  only  according  to  your  degree  of  influence. 
The  government  even  interferes  with  private  affairs ;  for 
example,  a  tenant  or  farmer  pays  you  no  rent;  you  grant 
him  a  respite  of  three  months,  and  at  the  end  of  this 
another  term  of  three  months,  and  so  on.  Finally,  out  of 
patience,  you  conclude  to  expel  him  from  the  premises ; 
but  his  nephew  is  a  chanoine,  and  the  governor  of  the 
district  requests  you  to  oblige  the  poor  man  with  an  ex- 
tension of  time.  A  year  passes  and  you  employ  an  ofi&cer ; 
the  ofiBcer  stays  proceedings,  on  learning  at  the  door  that 
a  cardinal  has  interested  himself  in  the  matter.  You 
encounter  a  cardinal  in  society,  and  he  entreats  you,  on 
the  part  of  the  Pope,  to  be  merciful  to  an  honest  man  who 
has  never  failed  at  his  paschal  duties,  and  whose  nephew  is 
conspicuous  for  his  virtues  in  the  datarie. 

In  general  the  process  is  as  follows.  The  tenant  or 
peasant  demands  and  obtains  several  times  in  succession 
a  delay  of  fifteen  days.  In  this  way  he  manages  to 
catch  the^rte,  that  is  to  say,  the  fete  days  near  to  Christ- 
mas, the  Carnival,  Easter,  St.  Peter's  day,  and  those 
of  the  autumn.      Some,  of  these  fetes  last  two  months; 
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on  account  of  the  sanctity  of  the  hour,  he  claims  still 
further  indulgence,  whereupon  the  judge  grants  him  four 
months  more.  Having  accomplished  this  he  appeals,  and 
again  gains  considerable  time.  Then  he  addresses  himself 
to  the  tiditore  santissimo^  a  magistrate  who  is  in  direct  com- 
munication with  the  Pope,  and  who  is  always  very  tender 
to  the  poor  and  the  lower  class.  This  is  a  new  respite. 
He  next  alleges  that  his  wife  is  in  an  interesting  situation 
and  approaching  her  confinement ;  officers  are  directed  to 
keep  away,  and  you  must  wait  for  forty  days  after  the 
accouchment.  The  forty  days  are  about  to  expire ;  he 
sublets  the  house  to  an  insolvent  friend,  on  condition  that 
he  remains  in  it  as  guest.  You  are  then  obliged  to  com- 
mence proceedings  anew  against  this  scapegoat,  who,  if 
he  happens  to  be  tonsured,  compels  you  to  go  into  the 
tribunal  of  the  cardinal-vicar. — Your  shortest  way  is  to 
.  pay  all  expenses,  and  abandon  your  lease,  and  offer  a 
small  sum  to  your  debtor  to  pack  himself  off  and  pursue 
his  avocations  elsewhere. 

An  Italian  noble  I  am  acquainted  with  possesses  several 
houses  in  Rome.  In  front  of  one  of  these,  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  street,  is  the  garden  of  a  nunnery ;  the  superior 
of  this  establishment  observes  that  from  the  third  story  of 
his  house  a  glimpse  can  be  had  of  a  comer  of  the  garden. 
The  proprietor  receives  an  order  from  the  cardinal-vicar 
to  close  up  and  to  board  at  his  own  expense  the  probable 
culpable  window.  I  might  cite  numberless  instances  of 
similar  annoyance.  It  is  enough  to  disgust  one  with 
proprietorship 

Man  requires  some  fixed  pursuit  to  keep  him  employed 
and  rigid  justice  to  keep  him  within  bounds ;  he  is  like 
water  which  requires  a  declivity  and  a  dyke;  otherwise  the 
limpid,  useful,  active  element  becomes  a  stagnant  and 
fetid  quagmire.  Here  ecclesiastical  repression  dries  up 
the  stream,  and  the  regime  of  caprice  incessantly  under- 
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mines  the  dyke ;'  the  quagmire  exists,  as  we  see  in  the 
foregoing  details.  If  we  find  corruption  and  misery,  it  is 
because  freedom  of  action  is  wanting,  and  a  rigid 
standard  of  justice.  My  friends  recommend  me  not 
to  judge  the  nation  by  its  present  condition;  it  is  in 
reality  better  than  it  seems  ;  it  is  necessary  to  discrimi- 
nate between  what  it  is  and  what  it  may  be.  According 
to  them,  it  is  rich  in  energy  and  in  intellect,  and  in  order 
to  convince  me,  they  are  going  to  take  me  to-morrow  into 
the  country  and  the  outskirts  of  the  city.  You  must  see 
these,  they  say,  before  reasoning  on  the  people 

March  21.  The  Country.— Wq  left  by  the  Porta  del 
Popolo,  and  pursued  our  way  through  a  long,  dusty 
suburb ;  here,  too,  are  ruins.  We  entered  on  the  right, 
the  half-abandoned  old  villa  of  Pope  Julius  III.  On 
pushing  open  a  dilapidated  door,  an  elegant  court  appears 
surrounded  by  a  circular  portico,  sustained  by  square 
columns  with  Corinthian  capitals ;  this  mass  has  subsisted 
through  the  solidity  of  its  ancient  construction.  Now  it 
is  a  sort  of  shed  devoted  to  domestic  purposes ;  peasants 
and  washwomen,  with  their  sleeves  rolled  up  are  straying 
about.  The  brinks  of  the  old  marble  basins  are  hung 
with  iinen  awaiting  a  rinsing ;  a  duck  on  one  leg  contem- 
plates the  copious  bubbling  water  which,  distributed  for- 
merly with  such  princely  prodigality,  still  flows  and 
murmurs  as  in  early  days;  screens  of  reeds,  heaps  of 
brush,  with  manure  and  animals,  are  gathered  around  the 
columns.  These  are  the  inheritors  of  VignoUes,  Michael 
Angelo,  and  Annibale  Caro,  of  that  wise,  warlike,  literary, 
court,  which  resorted  here  at  evening  to  entertain  the 
generous  old  pope  I  On  the  left,  a  grand  staircase  with- 
out steps,  a  sort  of  easy  grade  on  which  a  man  could 
ascend  on  horseback,  developes  the  recesses  and  fine 
curves  of  its  arches. 

On  reaching  the  summit  we  forced  a  sort  of  latch^  and 

u 


290  SOCIETY. 

entered  a  loggia ;  after  his  supper  the  pope  came  here  to 
converse  and  to  enjoy  the  fresh  hreezes  and  to  gaze  on 
the  hroad  campagna  spread  out  before  him.  Columns 
support  it;^on  the  ceiling  are  still  distinguishable  the 
remains  of  elaborate  panels  once  filled  with  their  animated 
gi'oups  of  figures  ;  a  vast  balcony  prolongs  the  promenade 
and  brings  the  air  from  without  more  freely  to  the  lungs. 
Nothing  could  be  more  grandly  conceived,  nothing  more 
appropriate  to  the  climate,  and  more  gratifying  to  artistio 
senses;  this  was  the  proper  place  to  discuss  architectural  de- 
signs, and  to  rearrange  the  groupings  of  figures.  Sketches 
were  offered  to  the  pope's  inspection  and  pencilled  in  his 
presence ;  such  a  man,  so  liberal^  so  fond  of  the  beauti- 
ful, was  organised  to  sympathise  with  such  spirits.  Now, 
nothing  remains  but  a  kind  of  granary ;  the  ironwork  of 
the  balcony  is  loose  in  its  sockets,  the  panels  have  fallen 
out,  the  columns  in  the  court  have  lost  their  stucco^ 
and  the  mortar  and  brick  can  be  seen  within ;  alonej 
the  columns  of  the  loggia  still  raise  their  beautiful  white 
marble  shafts.  Two  or  three  painters  come,  in  the  spring, 
to  nestle  in  this  ruin. 

There  is  a  whirlwind  of  dust,  and  the  sun  feebly  lights 
up  the  grey  canopy  of  cloud ;  the  sky  seems  like  lead ; 
the  sirocco,  enervating  and  feverish,  blows  in  squalls. 
The  Ponte  MoUe  appears  between  its  four  statues; 
behind  is  a  miserable  inn,  and  immediately  after  this 
the  desert  begins.  Nothing  is  more  striking  than  these 
four  shattered  statues  in  profile  against  the  grand  solitary 
waste,  forming  an  enti'ance  to  the  tomb  of  a  nation.  On 
either  side  winds  the  Tiber,  yellow  and  slimy,  like  a 
diseased  serpent.  Neither  tree,  nor  house,  nor  any  cul- 
tivation is  to  be  seen  on  its  banks.  At  long  distances 
you  detect  brick  moles,  some  tottering  ruin  beneath  a 
headdress  of  plants,  and  on  a  declivity  or  in  a  hollow,  a 
quiet  herd  of  long-horned  buffaloes  ruminating.    Bushes 
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and  miserable  stunted  shrubs  shelter  themselves  in  the 
hollows  between  the  hills ;  the  fennel  suspends  its  fringe 
of  delicate  verdure  on  the  flank  of  an  escarpment,  but 
nowhere  is  a  veritable  tree  to  be  seen,  wliich  is  the  melan- 
choly part  of  it.  Beds  of  torrents  furrow  the  uniform 
green  with  white  lines ;  the  useless  waters  wind  about, 
half  lost,  or  quietly  sleep  in  pools  amongst  decaying 
herbage. 

On  all  sides,  as  far  as  the  eye  can  see,  this  solitude  is 
a  rolling  waste  of  strange,  monotonous  undulations,  and 
for  a  long  time  one  strives  to  recall  some  known  forms  with 
which  their  strangeness  may  be  compared.  No  one  has 
ever  seen  the  like,  for  nature  does  not  produce  such  forms ; 
something  has  been  superadded  to  nature  to  augment  the 
pell-mell  and  anarchy  of  these  upheavals.  Whether 
salient  or  depressed  their  contours  are  those  of  a  crushed 
human  structure^  disintegrated  through  the  incessant 
attacks  of  time.  You  imagine  ancient  cities  crumbled 
away  and  afterwards  covered  with  earth,  gigantic  ceme- 
teries gradually  effaced,  and  lost  beneath  the  verdure. 
You  feel  that  a  vast  population  once  dwelt  here;  that 
it  ploughed  and  tilled  the  soil  and  overspread  it  -with 
buildings  and  cultures ;  that  now  nought  of  this  subsists, 
its  vestiges  even  having  disappeared ;  that  fresh  loam  and 
a  new  turf  have  formed  a  new  layer  of  ground,  and  you 
experience  a  vague  sentiment  of  anguish,  the  same  as  if 
standing  on  the  shores  of  a  deep  sea  you  saw  through  its 
abyss  of  motionless  waters,  as  in  a  dream,  the  indistinct 
forms  of  some  vast  city  sunk  beneath  its  waves* 

You  ascend  two  or  three  of  these  heights ;  on  con- 
templating  the  immense  circle  of  the  horizon  entirely 
strewn  with  these  masses  of  hills,  and  this  pell-mell  of 
funereal  hollows,  your  heart  sinks  with  hopeless  dis« 
couragement  This  is  an  amphitheatre,  an  amphitheatre 
the  day  after  grand  performances,  ^nd  now  a  silent  sepul« 
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chre :  a  rugged  line  of  blue  mountains,  a  distant  barrier 
'  of  solid  rocks  serves  as  its  wall ;  its  decorations  and  all 
its  marbles  have  perished  ;  nothing  remains  of  it  but  its 
inclosure  and  a  soil  formed  out  of  human  bones.  Here 
for  centuries  the  bloodiest  and  most  imposing  of  human 
tragedies  were  performed ;  all  nations,  Gauls,  Spaniards, 
Latins,  Africans,  Germans,  and  Asiatics,  furnished  its 
recruits  and  its  hordes  of  gladiators  ;  innumerable  corpses, 
now  mingled  together  and  forgotten,  form  its  turf. 

Some  peasants  wearing  stout  gaiters  pass  on  horseback 
with  guns  slung  over  their  shoulders,  and  then  shepherds 
in  sheepskins  with  vacant,  brilliant  and  dreamy  eyes. 
We  reach  Porta  Prima ;  ragged  little  urchins  and  a  girl 
in  tatters  and  naked  down  to  the  stomach,  cling  to  the 
carriage  begging. 

At  Porta  Prima  we  inspect  recent  excavations,  the 
house  of  Li  via,  where  six  months  ago  a  statue  of  Augus- 
tus was  found.  All  this  is  buried  beneath  the  surface. 
What  accumulations  of  soil  in  Rome  I  Lately,  it  is  said, 
under  one  of  the  churches  another  was  discovered,  and 
under  that  still  another,  probably  of  the  third  century. 
The  first  had  fallen  in  during  some  invasion  of  the  bar- 
barians, and  on  the  inhabitants  returning  its  ruins  formed 
a  solid  mass,  the  shafts  of  the  columns  serving  th^m  as 
the  foundations  for  a  second  church.  The  same  thing 
happened  to  the  second  church,  and  the  third  arose  on  that. 
Montaigne  mentions  buried  temples  at  Kome  the  roofs  of 
which  were  a  lance's  length  below  the  pavement. — Passing 
along  a  road  one  sees  in  every  countiy  a  layer  of  black 
mould  which  men  cultivate ;  out  of  this  springs  the 
entire  vegetable,  animal,  and  human  population ;  the  living 
return  to  it  in  order  to  issue  from  it  in  other  forms  ;  this 
manure  bed,  over-lying  the  grand  inert  mineral  mass,  is 
the  sole  movable  portion  that  rises  and  falls  according  ta 
the  passing  changes  of  existence.     Certainly,  iu  no  place 
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has  the  world  been  more  violently  agitated  or  more  com- 
pletely upheaved  than  here. 

You  penetrate  with  torches  into  these  subterranean 
rooms  supported  by  props  and  dripping  with  moisture. 
In  passing  the  torch  along  the  walls,  various  fine  orna- 
ments reappear,  one  by  one,  such  as  birds,  gi-een  foliage, 
and  pomegranates  laden  with  their  red  fruit;  it  is  the 
same  simple,  severe,  healthy  taste  of  antiquity,  such  as  is 
disclosed  in  Herculaneum  and  Pompeii. 

The  sun  descends  in  a  broad  pale  mist ;  the  wind,  strong 
and  blinding,  raises  up  clouds  of  dust ;  under  this  double 
veil  the  dull  rays,  like  those  of  a  mass  of  red-hot  metal, 
vaguely  extinguish  themselves  in  the  infinite  desolation. 
On  the  summit  of  an  escarpment  a  miserable  tottering 
ruin  is  seen,  the  acropolis  of  Fidense,  and  on  another,  tlie 
dark  square  of  a  feudal  tower. 

March  22. — To-day,  an  excursion  on  foot  to  Frascati ; 
the  sky  is  overcast,  but  the  sun  in  places  pierces  through 
the  heavy  canopy  of  clouds. 

As  one  rises  towards  the  devastated  heights  of  Tuscu- 
lum  the  prospect  becomes  more  grand  and  more  melan- 
choly. The  immense  Koman  campagna  widens  and 
spreads  itself  out  like  a  sterile  waste.  Towards  the  east 
arise  bristling  mountain  crags  on  which  storm  clouds 
repose  ;  to  the  west  Ostia  is  distinguishable,  and  the  faint 
line  of  the  sea,  a  sort  of  vapoury  band,  white  like  the 
smoke  of  a  furnace.  At  this  distance  and  from  this  heio:ht 
the  mounds  which  emboss  the  plain  are  half  effaced ;  they 
resemble  the  long,  feeble  undulations  of  a  gloomy  ocean. 
No  cultivation ;  the  wan  hue  of  abandoned  fields  prolongs 
its  dull,  faded  tints  until  the  eye  can  no  longer  detect 
them.  Heavy  clouds  cover  it  with  shadow,  and  all  those 
dark  purple  bands  stripe  the  ruddy  background  as  in  the 
eld  mantle  of  a  herdsman. 

Boldness,  frankness  and  energy,  without  gaiety,  charac« 
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tcrise  my  young  guide.  He  is  nineteen  years  of  age, 
knows  five  or  six  French  words,  does  no  work  and  lives 
on  his  profession  of  cicerone,  or,  in  other  words,  on  the  few 
pauls  which  he  picks  up  by  chance.  His  deportment 
is  neither  agreeable,  engaging,  nor  respectful ;  he  is 
rather  gloomy  and  curt,  and  gives  his  explanations  with 
the  gravity  of  a  savage.  We  however,  as  strangers,  are 
to  him  rich  lords.  They  tell  me  that  these  people  are 
naturally  proud,  even  haughty  and  disposed  to  equality. 
At  Rome  in  a  cafe,  a  waiter  at  the  end  of  three  days  will, 
on  hearing  a  stranger  venture  on  his  first  Italian  phrases, 
criticise  him  and  exclaim  aloud  in  his  presence,  ^  He  is 
getting  on  well,  he  is  improving.' 

We  leave  the  Villa  Mandragone  on  our  left,  a  vast 
ruin  decked  with  swaying  plants  and  shrubbery.     On  the 
right  the  Villa   Aldobrandini   displays   its   avenues   of 
colossal  platanes,  its  sculptured  hedges,  and  its  architec- 
ture of  staircases,  balustrades  and  terraces.     At  its  en- 
trance, backed  against  the  mountain,  is  a  portico  covered 
with  columns  and  statues,  discharging  floods  of  waters 
which  pours  into  it  from  a  cascade  of  steps  above.    This  is 
the  Italian  rural  palace  constructed  for  a  nobleman  of  classic 
tastes,  one  who  relished  nature  according  to  the  landscapes 
of  Poussin  and  Claude  Lorraine.     In  the  interior  the  walls 
are  decorated  in  fresco  with  ^  Apollo  and  the  nine  Muses,* 
*  The  Cyclops  and  Vulcan  at  his  Forge,'  several  ctnlings 
by  the  Chevalier  d'Arpino,  and  *  Adam  and  Eve,'  *  David 
iind  Goliath,'  and  a  ^  Judith,'  simple  and  beautiful,  by 
Domenichino.     It  is  impossible  to  regard  the  men  of  that 
day  as  of  the  same  species  as  ourselves.     They   were 
peasants,  tonsured  or  untonsured;   men  ready  for  bold 
actions,  voluptuous  and  superstitious,  their  heads  running 
on  corporeal  images,  sometimes  contemplating  in  their 
idle  hours,  as  in  a  vision,  the  form  of  a  mistress  or  the 
torso  of  a  saint ;  men  that  had  heard  the  stories  of  the 
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Bibleorof  Livy  related,  and  had  sometimes  read  Ariosto, 
possessing  no  critical  power  or  delicacy,  and  exempt  from 
the  multitude  of  subtile  conceptions  with  which  our 
literature  and  education  abound.  In  the  history  of 
David  and  Goliath,  all  niceties  for  them  consisted  of  the 
diverse  movements  of  an  arm,  and  various  attitudes  of  the 
body.  The  invention  of  the  Chevalier  d'Arpino  reduces 
itself  to  the  forcing  of  that  movement  into  a  furious 
action,  and  that  attitude  into  a  contortion.  That  which 
interests  the  modems  in  a  head,  the  expression  of 
^ome  rare  profound  sentiment,  elegance,  and  whatever 
denotes  finesse  and  native  superiority,  is  never  apparent 
with  them,  save  in  that  precocious  investigator,  that  re- 
fined, saddened  thinker,  that  universal  feminine  genius, 
Leonardo  da  Vinci.  Domenichino's  *  Judith,'  here,  is  a 
fine,  healthy,  innocent,  peasant  girl,  well  painted  and 
well  proportioned.  If  you  seek  the  exalted,  complicated 
sentiments  of  a  virtuous,  pious,  and  patriotic  woman  who 
has  just  converted  herself  into  a  courtesan  and  an  assassin, 
who  comes  in  with  bloody  hands,  feeling  perhaps,  under 
her  girdle,  the  motions  of  the  child  of  the  man  whom  she 
has  just  murdered,  you  must  seek  for  them  elsewhere; 
you  must  read  the  drama  of  Hebbel,  the  '  Cenci  *  of 
Shelley,  or  propose  the  subject  to  a  Delacroix,  or  to 
an  Ary  Schcffcr. 

I  satisfied  myself  this  evening  of  the  truth  of  this  by 
reading  VasarL  Take,  for  instance,  the  lives  of  the  two 
Zucchero,  among  so  many  others  of  the  same  stamp. 
They  were  mechanics  brought  up  in  a  studio  from  the 
age  of  ten,  producing  as  much  as  possible,  seeking  orders 
and  repeating  everywhere  the  same  biblical  or  mythological 
subjects,whether  the  labours  of  Hercules,  or  the  creation  of 
man.  Their  minds  were  not  encumbered  with  dissertations 
or  theories  such  as  we  possess  since  the  days  of  Diderot  and 
Goethe.      If  mention  is  made  of    Hercules  or  of  tho 
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Almiglity  they  imagine  a  vigorous  muscular  figure,  naked 
or  draped,  in  a  blue  or  brown  mantle.  In  a  similar 
manner,  all  these  princes,  abbes,  and  private  persons 
who  decorated  their  houses  or  churches,  only  sought  to 
please  the  eye ;  they  had  probably  read  the  tales  of  Ban- 
dello,  or  the  descriptions  of  Marini,  but  in  substance 
literatuie  then  did  no  more  than  illustrate  painting.  To- 
day it  is  the  reverse. 

We  ascended  to  the  heights  of  Ancient  Tusculum. 
Here  you  see  the  remains  of  a  villa  which,  they  say, 
belonged  to  Cicero  :  shapeless  masses  of  disjointed  bricks, 
and  half-disinterred  substructures,  all  melting  away 
under  the  attacks  of  winter  and  the  encroachments  of 
vegetation.  Occasionally,  as  you  advance,  you  detect 
the  walls  of  an  antique  chamber,  appearing  alongside  of 
the  road,  in  the  flanks  of  an  escarpment.  On  tiie  summit 
is  a  small  theatre,  strewn  with  scattered  fragments  of 
columns.  This  desolate  mountain,  covered  in  some 
places  with  low  thorny  bushes,  but  generally  bare,  where 
sharp  broken  crags  project  above  the  meagre  soil,  is  of 
itself  a  vast  ruin.  Man  once  dwelt  here,  but  he  has  dis- 
appeared ;  it  has  the  aspect  of  a  cemetery.  On  the 
summit  stands  a  cross  above  a  heap  of  blackened  stones : 
the  wind  sighs  as  it  passes  through  them,  singing  its 
lugubrious  psalmody.  The  mountains  to  the  south,  red 
with  still  leafless  trees,  the  promontory  of  Monte  Cavi, 
the  range  of  desolate  heights  beneath  their  wild  head- 
dress of  yellow  plants,  the  Koman  campagna,  under  a 
dull  shroud  of  scattered  clouds,  all  suggest  a  field  of  the 
dead. 

The  watered  forests  through  which  you  pass  on  de- 
scending the  mountain,  bloom  with  white  and  red  anemones, 
and  with  periwinkles  of  a  charming  tender  blue.  A  little 
farther  on  the  abbey  of  Grotto  Ferrata,  with  its  mediscval 
battlements^  its  old  arcades  of  elegant    colmnns^  and 
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DomenIchino*8  sober  earnest  frescoes,  somewhat  relieves 
the  mind  of  funereal  impressions.  On  returning,  at  Fras- 
cati,  the  music  of  running  streams,  the  blooming  almond, 
and  the  hawthorns  in  the  green  hollow  of  the  mountain, 
and  the  bright  young  wheat  springing  up,  gladden  the 
heart  with  an  appearance  of  spring.  The  sky  has  become 
clear,  and  the  exquisite  azure  is  visible,  flecked  with  little 
white  clouds  soaring  aloilb  like  doves  ;  all  along  the  road 
round  arches  of  aqueducts  nobly  develop  themselves  in 
the  luminous  atmosphere.  Nevertheless,  even  under  this 
sun,  all  these  ruins  strike  you  painfully — they  testify  to 
so  much  misery  ;  sometimes  it  is  a  tottering  vault  under- 
mined at  its  base ;  again,  an  isolated  arch,  or  a  fragment 
of  wall,  or  three  buried  stones  projecting  above  the  surface 
of  the  ground,  all  that  remains  perhaps  of  some  bridge 
carried  away  by  a  deluge,  or  all  that  subsists  of  a  vast 
dtj  consumed  in  a  conflagration. 


CHAPTER  IIL 

TES  PEOPLE-— THE    ADMINISTRATION — OPINIONli 

March  22.  The  People. — After  all  in  forming  a  judg- 
ment of  the  Roman  peasantry^  the  principal  trait  of  their 
character  to  consider  is  their  energy,  that  is  to  say,  their 
aptitude  for  violent  and  dangerous  actions.  Here  are  a 
few  anecdotes. 

Our  friend  N  ■,  an  athletic  man,  and  brave,  and 
calm,  resides  in  the  country  at  a  distance  of  five  or  six 
leagues  from  this  place.  He  informs  us  that  in  his  village 
stabbing  is  quite  frequent ;  of  the  three  brothers  of  his 
servant,  one  is  in  the  bagnio  and  two  have  been  assas- 
sinated.  In  the  same  village  two  peasants  were  amusing 
themselves  and  jesting  with  each  other;  one  wore  a 
flower  in  his  button  hole,  a  gift  from  his  mistress,  and  the 
other  seized  it.  ^  Give  me  that  I '  said  the  lover ;  the 
other  only  laughed.  The  lover  became  serious :  *  Give 
me  that  immediately  I '  The  other  laughs  again.  The 
lover  now  attempts  to  retake  it  by  force,  when  the  other 
runs  off;  he  pursues  him,  overtakes  him,  and  plunges  a 
knife  in  his  back,  and  not  only  once  but  twenty  times, 
like  a  butcher  and  a  maniac  Sanguinary  rage  is  seen 
in  their  eyes,  and  for  «  moment  they  lapse  back  to 
a  state  of  primitive  ferocity. 

An  officer  along  with  us  cites  similar  instances.  Two 
French  soldiers  were  walking  along  the  banks  of  the 
Tiber,  and  observed  a  man  attempting  to  drown  a  dog  * 
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they  prevent  it  and  blows  follow.  The  man  cries  out  for 
help^  ond  the  people  of  the  quarter  respond;  one,  an 
apprentice,  buries  his  knife  in  the  back  of  the  foremost 
soldier  who  falls  motionless.  This  soldier  possessed  the 
strength  and  structure  of  a  Hercules,  but  the  blow  was 
BO  well  directed  that  it  reached  the  heart. 

Two  other  soldiers,  in  the  country,  enter  a  field,  and 
steal  some  figs,  and  escape:  the  proprietor,  unable  to 
overtake  them,  fires  at  them  twice,  killing  one  and 
breaking  the  leg  of  the  other.  They  are  genuine  savages  -, 
they  tliink  they  have  a  right  to  make  war  on  all  occasions, 
and  to  carry  it  out  to  the  end. 

Our  friend  N attempted  in  his  village  to  abolish 

some  cruel  practices.  An  ox  or  a  cow  is  slaughtered 
there  every  week;  but  before  they  despatch  the  poor 
brute,  they  deliver  him  over  to  the  children  and  young 
of  the  place,  who  put  out  his  eyes,  kindle  a  fire  under  his 
belly,  cut  away  his  lips  and  slash  him  like  a  martyr,  and 
all  for  the  pleasure  of  seeing  him  furious ; — they  love 

strong  emotions.      N tries  to  dissuade  them  from 

this,  and  goes  in  search  of  a  cur£,  besides  appealing  to 
others.  In  order  to  touch  them  to  the  quick,  he  gives 
them  positive  reasons ;  he  tells  them  that  ^  the  meat  thus 
heated  is  not  good.'  *  What  is  that  to  us  ?  we  are  too  poor, 
and  never  eat  it,'  is  the  reply.  One  day  he  encounters 
a  peasant  severely  beating  a  donkey,  and  he  begs  him  to 
desist,  to  ^  let  the  poor  beast  alone.'  The  peasant 
responds  with  the  scherzo,  a  hard  biting  Roman  jest,  ^  I 
did  not  know  that  my  donkey  had  relations  in  this 
village.'  Such  are  the  effects  of  a  bilious  temperament, 
of  acrid  passions  generated  by  climate,  and  of  barbarous 
energy  unemployed. 

The  Marchioness  of  C tells  us  that  she  does  not 

reside  on  her  estate,  owing  to  its  great  loneliness,  and  be- 
cause the  peasants  are  too  wicked.   I  make  her  repeat  this 
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term;  she  insists  on  it  and  likewise  her  husband.  A 
certain  shoemaker  stabbed  a  comrade  in  the  back,  and 
after  a  year  at  the  galleys  returned  to  his  village  and  is 
now  prosperous.  Another  kicked  his  wife,  big  with 
child,  to  death.  Criminals  are  condemned  to  the  galleys 
and  often  for  life,  but  several  times  a  year  the  Pope 
grants  an  amelioration  of  sentences ;  if  one  has  a  protector 
he  escapes  from  a  murder  with  only  two  or  three  years  of 
punishment.  The  bagnio  is  riot  a  very  bad  place.  The 
prisoners  acquire  a  trade  there,  and  on  returning  to  their 
villages  are  not  dishonoured,  but  rather  feared,  which  is 
often  of  utility. 

I  cite,  in  connection  with  this,  two  traits  related  to  me 
on  the  frontiers  of  Spain.  At  a  bull-fight  a  pretty  Span- 
ish lady  observes  alongside  of  her  a  French  lady  shielding 
her  eyes  with  her  hand  at  the  aspect  of  a  disembowelled 
horse  trampling  on  his  own  entrails.  She  shrugs  her 
shoulders  and  exclaims,  *  A  heart  of  butter !  *  A  Spanish 
refugee  had  assassinated  a  merchant  without  getting  a 
spot  of  blood  on  his  clothes  ;  the  judge  says  to  hun, '  It 
seems  that  you  are  an  expert  in  murder.*  The  man 
haughtily  replies,  *  And  you,  do  you  ever  stain  your  robe 
with  your  ink  ?  *  Three  or  four  facts  like  these  reveal  a 
stratum  of  humanity  quite  unknown  to  us.  In  these 
uncultivated  men  of  an  intense  imagination,  whose 
feelings  are  hardened  by  suffering,  the  spring  within  is  of 
terrible  power  and  its  action  prompt.  Modem  ideas  of 
humanity,  moderation,  and  justice,  are  not  yet  instilled 
into  them  so  as  to  modify  its  power  or  direct  its  blowSi 
Such  as  they  were  in  the  middle  ages  such  are  they  now. 

The  government  has  never  cared  to  civilise  them ;  it 
demands  nothing  of  them  but  taxes  and  a  confessional 
ticket :  in  other  matters  it  abandons  them  to  themselves, 
and  again,  sets  them  an  example  in  its  system  of  favouri- 
tism.  How  can  people  entertain  any  ideas  of  equity  when 
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they  see  tn  all-powerful  protection  exercised  against 
private  rights  and  public  interest  ?  An  apt  proverb  of 
theirs  whidi  I  modify,  says,  ^  A  woman's  beauty  has  more 

power  than  a  hundred  buffaloes.'     Near  N s'  village 

stood  a  forest  of  great  value  to  the  country,  and  which  was 
about  to  be  felled ;  a  monsignor  bad  a  hand  in  the  profits, 
and  all  the  reclamations  of  our  friend  were  in  .vain. 
Seeing  criminals  pardoned,  and  the  knavery  of  officials, 
makes  the  government  appear  to  them  a  powerful  being 
to  be  conciliated,  and  society  as  a  struggle  in  which  every* 
body  must  defend  himself.  On  the  other  hand,  in  the 
matter  of  religion,  their  Italian  imagination  comprehends 
rites  only ;  to  them  celestial,  like  civil  powers,  are  simply 
redoubtable  personages  whose  anger  one  escapes  through 
genuflexions  and  offerings,  and  nothing  more.  On  passing 
before  a  crucifix  they  cross  themselves  and  mumble  a 
prayer ;  twenty  paces  off  when  Christ  is  no  longer  visible, 
they  revert  to  blasphemy.  With  such  an  education  one 
can  judge  for  himself  if  they  possess  the  sentiment  of 
honour,  and  if  for  example,  in  the  matter  of  a  vow,  they 
consider  themselves  bound  by  duty.  American  Indians 
take  pride  in  tricking  and  deceiving  their  enemies ;  in  a 
similar  manner  these  find  it  natural  to  deceive  a  judge.. 
In  war  sincerity  is  a  weakness — ^why  should  I  give  arms 

against  myself  to  one  who  is  armed  against  me.     N , 

pistol  in  hand,  protected  a  cow  about  to  be  tortured.  In 
the  evening,  a  few  days  after,  while  standing  on  his  door-* 
step,  a  big  stone  comes  whistling  near  his  head.  He 
springs  down,  seizes  a  man  and  handles  him  pretty  roughly. 
This  man,  however,  was  not  the  offender.  He  goes  far- 
ther on  and  encounters  two  brothers ;  the  elder  who  had 

thrown  the  stone,  becomes  livid,  raises  his  gun  at  N 

and  takes  aim.     N  seizing  the  younger,  interposes 

his  body  as  a  shield ;  the  latter  in  the  grip  of  an  atUete, 
and  powerless,  grinds  his  teeth  and  calls  upon  his  brother 
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to  fire.    Just  at  this  moment,  N H  Berrant  appears 

with  a  gun,  and  the  two  scoundrels  take  to  flight.  •  Our 
friend  makes  a  complaint  before  the  authorities;  four 
persons  attend,  one  of  whom  is  a  priest,  and  all  actual 
witnesses  of  the  transaction ;  they  swear  that  they  did  not 

see  who  threw  the  stone.    Thereupon  N ,  exasperated 

and  compelled  to  make  himself  respected  and  feared  in 
order  to  live  in  the  village,  gives  to  one  of  his  nei^bonra 
who  saw  nothing,  a  dollar,  and  this  person  designates 
tmder  oath  the  man  that  committed  the  offence.  In  Ben- 
gal,  in  the  same  manner,  and  with  still  greater  facility, 
twenty  false  witnesses  appear,  for  and  against,  in  the 
same  trial.*  Neighbours  complacently  «wear  in  each 
other's  behalf  or  at  so  much  per  oath,,  the  same  causes  in 
the  two  countries  producing  the  eume  mendacity.  In  all 
antiquity,  on  the  judge  ceasing  to  be  just,  testimony  wag 
given  not  as  in  the  presence  of  a  judge,  but  as  in  that  of 
an  enemy. 

On  the  other  hand,  this  mendacious  people,  omd  and 
violent  as  savages  are  at  the  same  time  as  stoical.  When  ill 
or  ^wounded,  you  see  them  with  a  broken  leg  or  vridi  a 
'knife  in  their  bodies,  seated  perfectly  still  wrapped  up  in 
their  mantles  and  making  no  eomplaintB,  as  concentrated 
and  passive  as  bo  many  sufiering  brutes ;  all  they  do  is 
to  regard  you  -with,  a  fixed  and  melancholy  stare* 

This  is  because  ^tkeir  daily  life  is  a  bard  one,  and  they 
are  accustomed  to  such  penalties ;  they  eat  nothing  but 
polenta,  and  wear  nothing  but  rags*  Villages  are  few 
and  far  between ;  distances  of  several  leagues  must  be 
traversed  in  order  to  reach  the  fields  in  which  they  labour. 
Emancipate  them,  however,  from  this  militant  conditiDn 
and  this  constant  strain,  and  their  rich  underlying  natmrej 
abundantly  supplied  with  weU-baJanced  faculties^  appeaoi 

•  See  M.  de  Valbezen,  Tlie  Eoglish  in  India. 
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without    effort     They  become    affectionate  when  well 

treated.     According  to  N ,  a  stranger  who  acts  loyally 

with  them  finds  them  loyal.     Duke  G ,  who  organised, 

and  has  commanded  for  thirty  years  a  corps  of  firemen, 
cannot  say  too  much  in  praise  of  them ;  he  compares  them 
in  patience,  endurance,  courage,  and  military  fidelity  to 
the  ancient  Komans.  His  company  are  conscious  of  being 
honourably  and  justly  treated  and  employed  in  a  manly 
occupation,  and  for  this  reason  they  give  themselves  up 
to  him  body  and  soul.  One  need  only  look  at  the  heads 
of  the  monks  and  of  the  peasants  in  the  streets  or  in  the 
country ;  intelligence  and  energy  are  their  peculiar  cha- 
racteristics ;  it  is  impossible  to  escape  from  the  idea  that  the 
brain  here  is  ample  and  that  man  is  complete.  Stendhal, 
a  former  functionary  of  the  Empire,  states  that,  on 
Rome  and  Hamburg  becoming  French  departments,  ad- 
ministratiye  blanks  were  furnished  to  these  cities,  contain- 
ing minute  and  complicated  instructionB  for  the  use  of  the 
customs  and  for  statistics ;  the  Hamburgers  required  six 
weeks  to  comprehend  them  and  fill  them  up,  while  the 
Romans  required  but  three  days.  Sculptors  pretend  to 
say  that,  undressed,  their  flesh  is  as  firm  and  healthy  as  in 
antiquity,  whilst  beyond  the  mountains  the  muscles  are 
ugly  and  flabby.  You  begin  to  believe,  indeed,  that 
these  people  are  the  ancient  Romans  of  Papirius  Cursor, 
or  citizens  of  the  redoubtable  republics  of  the  middle  ages, 
the  best  endowed  of  all  men,  the  best  qualified  to  invent 
and  to  act,  but  now  sunk  and  hidden  under  cowls,  rags, 
and  liveries,  employing  noble  faculties  in  chanting  litanies^ 
in  intrigue,  in  begging,  and  in  self-debasement. 

Pure  water  is  still  discernible  in  this  marsh ;  when  the 
heart  overflows  its  expansion  is  admirable;  whatever 
grossness  or  licentiousness  there  may  be,  the  same  virgin 
nature  which  furnished  divine  expressions  to  the  great 
masters  still  glows  with  enthusiasm  and  rapture.     One  of 
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our  friends^  a  German  physician,  has  a  servant,  a  prettj 
girl,  in  love  with  a  certain  Francesco  who  is  employed  on 
a  railroad  at  four  pauls  a  day.  He  has  nothing  and  she 
has  nothing,  and  they  cannot  marry,  as  a  hundred  crowns 
are  necessary  before  they  can  commence  housekeeping. 
He  is  a  worthless  fellow,  not  good-looking,  and  he  regards 
her  indifferently ;  but  she  has  known  him  from  infancy, 
and  been  attached  to  him  for  eight  years.  If  she  goes 
three  days  without  seeing  him,  she  loses  her  appetite; 
the  doctor  is  obliged  to  reserve  her  wages,  fearing  that 
she  may  part  with  all  her  money.  In  other  respects  she 
is  as  pure  as  she  is  true :  she  is  strong  in  the  beauty  of 
her  feeling  and  speaks  freely  of  her  affection.  I  question 
her  about  Francesco;  she  smiles  and  blushes  imper- 
ceptibly; her  face  lights  up  and  she  seems  to  be  in 
paradise ;  no  more  charming,  more  graceful  object'  could 
be  contemplated  than  this  spiritual  Italian  countenance 
illuminated  by  a  pure,  powerful,  and  self-sacrificing  senti^ 
ment.  She  wears  her  beautiful  Boman  costume,  and  her 
head  is  encircled  with  the  red  Sunday  covering.  What 
resources,  what  finesse^  what  force,  what  impulses  such  a 
soul  contains  I  What  a  contrast  when  one  thinks  of  the 
flushed  visages  of  our  peasantry  and  the  allurements  of 
our  conceited  grisettes  I 

Here  I  enter  on  the  delicate  question ;  and  with  a  good 
will,  as  we  are  not  orators  pre-determined  to  find  political 
arguments,  but  naturalists  unbiassed  and  uncommitted^ 
occupied  in  observing  the  works  and  sentiments  of  man,  as 
we  observe  the  instincts,  works,  and  habits  of  ants  and  bees. 
Are  the  Romans  for  Italy  or  for  the  Pope  ?  According 
to  my  friends,  any  precise  answer  to  this  question  is 
difiicult;  these  people  are  too  ignorant,  too  much  affiliated 
with  the  soil,  too  rooted  in  their  viUage  hatreds  and  in* 
terests  to  have  any  opinion  on  such  questions.  Never* 
theless,  one  may  suppose  them  to  be  controlled  in  this  as 
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in  other  matters  hj  their  imagiaatlon  and  by  habit.  The 
Pope,  on  his  last  journey  amongst  them,  was  received  with 
acclamations,  the  people  being  fairly  stifled  around  his 
carriage ;  he  is  aged,  and  his  fine  benevolent  countenance 
produces  on  their  ardent  uncultivated  natures  an  effect 
like  the  statue  of  a  saint;  his  person,  his  vestments, 
seem  laden  with  pardon,  and  they  desire  to  touch  them  as 
they  do  the  statue  of  St.  Peter.  Moreover,  the  govern- 
ment is  not  oppressive,  at  least  visibly  so ;  its  rigours  are 
all  for  the  intelligent,  its  adversary  being  the  man  who 
reads  or  who  has  been  educated  at  a  university ; '  the  rest 
are  spared.  A  peasant,  indeed,  may  be  imprisoned  eight 
days  for  eating  meat  on  a  fast  day,  but  as  he  is  supersti- 
tious he  has  no  desire  to  fail  in  such  rites.  He  is  again 
obliged  to  obtain  his  confessional  certificate ;  but  it  is  not 
repugnant  to  him  to  relate  his  affairs  in  a  vivid  and 
violent  manner,  in  a  black  wooden  box ;  besides  there  are 
people  in  the  city  who  make  a  business  of  confession  and 
of  communion ;  these  procure  certificates  and  dispose  of 
them  at  two  pauls  apiece.  In  addition  to  this  the  direct 
taxes  are  light,  and  feudal  rights  have  been  abolished  by 
Cardinal  Gonsalvi ;  there  is  no  conscription ;  the  police 
are  very  negligent  and  tolerate  petty  infractions  of  the 
law,  also  the  license  of  the  streets.  If  a  man  stabs  his 
enemy  he  is  soon  pardoned;  there  is  no  fear  of  the 
scaffold,  a  horrible  irremediable  affair  to  Southern  imagi- 
nations. Finally,  the  chase  is  allowed  throughout  the  year, 
and  the  privilege  of  carrying  arma  costs  almost  nothing; 
there  are  no  game  preserves  save  those  surrounded  by 
walls.  It  is  easy  to  do  as  one  pleases  on  the  sole  condi- 
tion of  not  discussing  political  subjects,  in  which  nobody 
takes  an  interest  and  which  nobody  comprehends.  Ac« 
cordingly,  since  the  advent  of  the  Piedmontese  there  is 
much  discontent  amongst  the  peasantry  of  the  Bomagna. 
The  conscription  seems  to  bear  hard  upon  them>  and 
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taxes  are  heavy;  they  are  annoyed  by  nnmberless  re» 
gulations :  for  example,  they  are  forbidden  to  dry  their 
clothes  in  the  streets,  and  are  subject  to  a  rigid  police 
and  to  imposts  for  ultramontane  countries*  Modem  life 
exacts  steady  labour,  numerous  sacrifices,  activity,  dose 
attention,  and  incessant  contrivance;  one  must  will,  strive, 
grow  rich,  instruct  himself,  and  be  enterprising.  Such  a 
transformation  cannot  be  effected  without  trials  and  oppo* 
sition.  Do  you  suppose  that  a  man  who  has  lain  a-bed  for 
ten  years,  even  in  dirty  clothes  and  infested  with  vermin, 
will,  when  obliged  to  do  it,  spring  up  suddenly  and  con- 
tentedly make  use  of  his  limbs  ?  He  is  sure  to  murmur; 
he  will  regret  his  inertia,  and  try  to  get  back  to  his  bed, 
finding  his  limbs  a  source  of  annoyance  to  him.  Give 
him  time,  however,  make  him  taste  the  pleasures  of  ac> 
livity,  of  clean  clothes,  of  plastering  up  the  crannies  of 
his  tenement,  of  putting  furniture  into  it,  the  fruit  of  his 
own  labour,  and  on  which  no  man,  whether  neighbour  or 
officer,  dare  put  his  hand,  and  then  will  he  be  reconciled 
to  property  and  comforts,  and  to  that  freedom  of  action 
of  which  he  at  first  simply  felt  the  inconveniences  with- 
out comprehending  either  its  advantages  or  its  dignity. 
Already  in  the  Romagna  the  mechanics  are  liberals ;  in 
Home,  in  1849,  countless  shopkeepers  and  small  property 
holders  shouldered  their  guns  and  betook  themselves  to 
the  fortifications  and  fought  bravely.  Let  the  peasantry 
become  proprietors,  and  they  will  entertain  the  same  views 
as  the  rest.  The  property  that  can  be  given  to  them  is 
already  at  hand ;  before  the  late  events,  the  regular  and 
secular  clergy  of  the  Roman  states  possessed  535  millions 
of  landed  estates,  which  is  double  the  amount  of  that  of 
the  end  of  the  last  century,*  and  double  that  of  the 

*  Finances  Poniificales^  by  Marquis  Pepoli.    In  1707  the  amoimt 
hs^  217  milUoat. 
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French  clergy  at  the  present  time ;  the  Italian  govern* 
ment  might  dispose  of  these  estates  as  it  is  already  doing  in 
the  rest  of  Italy,  This  is  the  great  lever  to  move.  Like 
the  French  peasant  after  1789  the  Roman  peasant  will 
devote  himself  to  cultivating,  improving,  grading,  widen- 
ing, and  extending  his  grounds ;  he  will  economise  in  order 
to  ascend  higher  on  the  social  ladder ;  he  will  put  his  son 
to  legal  pursuits,  marry  his  daughter  to  an  employe^  and 
live  on  his  income ;  he  will  learn  to  calculate  and  to  read ; 
he  will  keep  the  code  on  his  bookshelves,  subscribe  to  a 
newspaper,  invest  in  stocks,  paint  and  repair  his  domicile, 
and  fill  it  with  old  furniture  from  the  city.  Open  a  dam 
and  the  water  flows  at  once  ;  render  comforts  and  acquisi- 
tion possible,  and  people  soon  desire  to  possess  and  enjoy. 
And,  especially,  do  not  forget  prisons  for  robbery  and 
scaffolds  for  assassins,  for  with  strict  and  impartial  justice 
man  immediately  comprehends  that  only  prudent  gain 
is  honest  gain,  and  he  walks  along  inoffensive,  useful, 
and  protected  on  the  straight  road  within  the  barriers 
of  the  law. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  GOVERNMENT,  ITS  SUPPORT  AND  ITS  INSTINCTS 

March  23.  The  Government — I  do  not  assume  to  look 
very  far  ahead.  Politics  is  not  my  forte,  and  eepe- 
cially  the  politics  of  the  future ;  it  is  too  complicated  a 
science :  besides,  in  order  to  give  basis  to  a  judgment 
serious  study  is  necessary^  and  a  much  longer  residence  in 
the  country.  Let  me  speak  of  that  which  is  visible  to 
all^  for  example,  the  government. 

Nobody  talks  about  anything  else.  I  have  not  con- 
versed with  an  Italian  that  did  not  immediately  enter  on 
the  subject  of  politics.  It  is  their  passion ;  they  themr 
selves  admit  that  for  fifty  years  past  poetry,  literature, 
science,  history,  philosophy^  religion,  all  intellectual  oc- 
cupations and  works  have  yielded  to  its  supremacy. 
Take  up  a  tragedy  or  a  metaphysical  tract,  and  seek  the 
intention  of  its  author  and  it  will  be  found  to  be  to 
preach  a  republic,  a  monarchy,  a  confederation  or  a 
union. 

They  say  that  the  French  occupation  of  Bome  has 
rendered  the  government  worse  than  ever.  Formerly  it 
acted  cautiously,  stopping  half-way  in  a  course  of  in- 
justice ;  nowadays,  supported  by  a  garrison  of  eighteen 
thousand  men,  it  no  longer  fears  the  discontented.  Ac- 
cordingly, nobody  doubts  that  the  day  the  French  leave 
will  be  the  last  of  papal  sovereignty.  I  try  to  have  the 
limits  and  extent  of  this  oppr^^sion  clearly  defined.    It 


INSTINCTS   OP  GOVERNMENT.  809 

is  not  violent  a^d  atrocious  like  that  of  the  kings  of 
Naples;  in  the  South  the  former  Spanish  tyranny  be- 
queathed habits  of  cruelty — there  is  no  tiling  of  the  kind 
in  Rome.  Here  they  do  not  seize  a  man  without  warning, 
in  order  to  incarcerate  him  in  a  dungeon  and  torture  him 
and  render  him  insensible  every  morning  by  dashing  ice- 
water  on  his  body.  If  he  is  liberal  and  in  ill  favour 
the  police  make  a  descent  on  his  house,  break  open  his 
drawers,  seize  his  papers  and  carry  him  off.  At  the  ex- 
piration of  five  or  six  days  he  is  interrogated  by  a  sort  of 
justice  of  the  peace;  other  examinations  follow,  the 
records  of  which  form  a  file  that  is  submitted  after  lono: 
delays  to  judges  properly  so  called.  These  study  the 
matter  quite  as  long ;  one  man  perhaps  may  be  held  on 
accusation  three  and  another  six  months.  The  trial  then 
comes  on;  it  is  said  to  be  a  public  one,  but  it  is  not ;  the^ 
public  remains  outside  the  door,  only  thr6e  or  four  spec- 
tators being  admitted,  who  are  well  known  and  reliable 
persons,  and  who  are  provided  with  tickets  of  admission. 
Again,  the  police  avail  themselves  of  accidents.  Fifteen 
days  ago  two  persons  were  assassinated  in  their  carriage 
at  seven  o'clock  in  the  evening  a  few  paces  off  the  Corso, 
and  robbed  of  ten  thousand  piastres ;  the  police,  unable 
to  find  the  villains,  take  advantage  of  the  opportunity  to 
lock  up  a  few  liberals  provisionally.  All  the  world  is 
familiar  with  a  recent  trial  the  evidence  of  which  was 
suppressed  by  the  Roman  authorities.  The  principal 
witness  was  a  prostitute  who  denounced  not  only  thos^ 
who  visited  her,  but  others  that  never  saw  her.  A  certain 
young  man  is  implicated ;  he  is  arrested  at  night,  tried 
secredyandcondemned  to  fi veyears'  imprisonment.  He  so- 
lemnly assured  his  brother  in  a  confidential  interview  that 
he  was  innocent. — The  laws  are  passable,  but  arbitrary 
power  perverts  them,  introducing  itself  into  penalties  as 
well  as  into  pardons ;  no  person  can  depend  on  obtaining 
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justice,  no  one  will  consent  to  be  a  witness,  nobodj  is 
averse  to  stabbing,  or  thinks  himself  safe  from  denunciar 
tion,  nobody  is  sure  of  sleeping  in  bis  own  bed  and  room 
one  day  after  another. 

In  respect  to  money  nobody  has  to  fear  confiscation ; 

this  is  replaced  by  annoyances.  Marquis  A possesses  a 

large  estate  near  Orvieto  on  which  his  ancestors  founded 
a  village.  The  people  of  the  place,  authorised  by  a 
special  monsignare  decree  a  tax  on  real  estate  which 

must  be  paid  by  the  Marquis  A .     Authorised  by 

the  same  mnnsignare  they  commence  legal  proceedings 
against  him  respecting  a  certain  plot  of  ground  ;  if  they 
gain  the  cause  he  pays  its  costs ;  if  they  lose  it  he  still 
pays,  for,  the  soil  belonging  to  him,  his  property  must 
provide  for  the  expenses  of  the  commune.  A  man  has  to 
be  a  friend  of  the  government  in  order  to  enjoy  his  in^ 
come ;  if  not  he  runs  the  risk  of  deaf  ears  amongst  his 
tenantry.  It  is  by  thousands  of  petty  personal  liens  like 
these  that  the  government  holds  and  maintains  its  propri- 
etors and  nobility.    . 

•  The  members  of  the  mezzo  cetOy  such  as  lawyers,  pby* 
sicians,  etc.,  are  similarly  fettered ;  their  professions  make 
them  dependent  on  this  immense  papalistic  coterie;  if 
they  were  to  show  themselves  liberal  they  would  lose  the 
best  of  their  practice.  Beside  this,  the  establishments  of 
public  instruction  are  all  in  the  hands  of  the  clergy; 
Bome  has  not  a  single  lay  college  or  boarding-isobooL 
Finally,  sum  up  the  dependants,  beggars,  clerks,  and  sine- 
curists,  actual  or  prospective,  all  of  whom  are  obedient 
and  demonstrate  their  zeal ;  their  daily  bread  depends  on 
their  fidelity.  Behold,  thus,  a  hierarchy  consisting  of 
curbed  and  prudent  people,  who  smile  with  a  discreet  air 

and  applaud  at  wilL  Count  C remarked, '  It  is  the  same 

here  as  in  China;  the  feet  are  not  cruelly  amputated^  but 
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they  are  so  effectually  twisted  and  deformed  under  their 
bandages  that  people  are  incapable  of  walking/ 

Any  other  result  is  impossible — and  here  we  have  to 
admire  the  logic  of  things.  An  ecclesiastical  government 
cannot  be  liberal.  An  ecclesiastic  may  be  so;  he 
frequents  society,  the  positive  sciences  crowd  on  him,  lay 
interests  interfere  to  divert  the  native  bent  of  his  thoughts ; 
deprive  him,  however,  of  these  influences,  abandon  him  to 
himself,  surround  him  with  other  priests,  and  place  the 
reins  of  power  in  his  hands,  and  he  will  revert  baclc  as 
did  Pius  VII.  and  Pius  IX.  to  the  maxims  of  his  ofiBce, 
and  follow  the  invincible  tendency  of  his  profession. 
Being  a  priest,  and  especially  pope,  he  possesses  truth,abso- 
lute  and  complete.  He  is  not  obliged,  as  we  are,  to  seek  it 
in  the  accumulated  judgments  and  future  discoveries  of 
all  men ;  it  centres  in  him  and  in  his  predecessors.  Prin*^ 
ciples  are  founded  on  tradition,  proclaimed  in  papal  briefs, 
renewedin  encyclical  letters, detailed  in  theological  sununa-* 
ries,  and  applied  in  their  minutest  details  according  to  tho 
prescriptions  of  canonists,  and  the  discussions  of  casuists. 
There  is  no  human  idea  or  action,  public  or  private,  which 
is  not  defined,  classified,  and  qualified  in  the  ponderous 
folios  of  which  he  is  the  defender  and  inheritor.  More- 
over this  knowledge  is  a  living  science ;  once  received 
into  his  mind  and  duly  promulgated  all  doubts  must  cease. 
God  decides  in  him  and  through  him ;  contradiction  is 
rebellion  and  rebellion  sacrilege.  The  first  of  all  duties  ^ 
therefore  in  his  eyes  is  obedience ;  investigation,  private 
judgment,  a  self-suggesting  capacity,  are  sinful.  Man 
must  allow  himself  to  be  led,  he  must  abandon  himself 
like  an  infant ;  his  reason  and  will  no  longer  reside  in 
him  but  in  another  delegated  for  this  trust  from  on  high ; 
he  has  in  short  a  director.  This,  in  fact,  is  the  true  name 
cfa  Cathdic  priest,  and  this  the  object  and  end  of  the 
government  of  Borne.      Bearing  this  title  it  may  bo 
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indulgent,  and  render  slight  services ;  it  may  parddn  man's 
weaknesses,  humour  worldly  temptations,  and  tolerate  di- 
vergencies ;  violence  is  repugnant  to  it,  and  especially 
open  violence;  it  loves  unctuous  terms  and  indulgent 
proceedings ;  it  never  threatens,  but  advises  and  ad- 
monishes. It  casts  over  sinners  like  a  rich  wadded  mantle 
the  amplitude  of  its  affectionate  periods ;  it  willingly  en- 
larges on  ita  merciful  heart  and  on  its  paternal  instincts; 
never  however  swerving  in  the  one  particular  of  requiring 
subYnission  both  of  mind  and  heart.  Having  thus  secured 
obedience,  it  emerges  from  the  theological  domain  and 
enters  that  of  private  life;  it  decides  on  vocations,  super- 
vises marriages,  chooses  professions,  controls  promotions, 
rules  testamentary  decisions  and  the  like. 

Consequently  it  takes  especial  care  in  public  matters  to 
guard  people  against  the  perilous  temptations  of  action. 
In  Home,  for  instance,  it  nominates  municipal  councillors 
who,  to  complete  their  board,  enjoy  the  right  of  nominating 
others ;  these,  however,  must  be  approved  of  by  the  Pope, 
all,  in  fact,  holding  their  seats  according  to  his  wilL 
The. same  course  is  followed  in  other  departments;  a 
monsignore  presides  over  hospitals,  a  monsignore  super- 
intends theatres,  and  regulates  the  length  of  a  dancer's 
petticoats.  As  to  ^^  administrative  department,  things 
go  on  to  as  great  an  extent  as  possible  in  the  old  beaten 
track.  Political  economy  is  a  dangerous  science,  a 
modern  one  and  too  closely  associated  wdth  material  bene« 
fits.  Taxes  are  kept  or  imposed  on  the  most  fruitful  pro- 
ducts without  a  thought  of  the  wide-spread  and  invisible 
impoverishment  of  the  country  produced  by  the  reaction.^ 
Every  time  a  horse  is  sold  he  is  taxed  five  per  cent. 
Cattle  at  pasture  pay  also,  and  besides  this  twenty-eight 


*  Marquis  Pepoli,  Finances  Bontiflcales.     See  also  the  Hemoin  of 

Cardinal  Gonsalyi. 


IKSTINCTS  OF  GOVERNMENT.  813 

francs  a  head  in  the  market,  which  is  from  twenty  to  thirty 
per  cent,  of  their  value ;  fish  pay  eighteen  per  cent,  of 
the  price  at  which  they  are  sold ;  and  grain,  produced  in 
the  (igi'o  rcmanoy  about  twenty-two  per  cent.  Add  to 
this  an  income  tax  which  is  not  light ;  I  know  a  fortun^ 
of  thirty-three  thousand  crowns  per  annum,  which  pays  a 
tax  of  from  five  to  six  thousand  crowns.  Besides,  they 
borrow.  All  this  belongs  to  the  traditional  practices  of 
the  luoffhi  di  monte,  to  the  financial  principles  of  the  last 
two  centuries.  The  object  is  to  live,  and  they  live  from 
day  to  day  ;  they  take  particular  care  not  to  disturb  the 
established  order  of  things ;  innovations  are  horrible  to 
old  people  alarmed  at  the  modern  spirit.  A  friend, 
who  has  travelled  in  Mexico,  said  to  the  Pope,  '  Your 
Holiness,  sustain  the  new  emperor ;  direct  the  Mexican 
clergy  to  conform  to  the  new  order  of  things,  otherwise, 
the  empire  will  fall :  American  Protestants  will  invade  it, 
and  colonise  it,  and  a  vast  country  will  be  lost  to  the 
Catholic  faith.'  The  Pope  seemed  to  comprehend  this, 
and  yet  the  insurmountable  weight  of  tradition  has  just 
publicly  armed  him  against  the  only  establishment  capable 
of  prolonging  the  existence  in  North  America  of  the  reli- 
gion of  which  he  is  the  sovereign  head. 

To  subsist,  impede,  withhold,  preserve,  delay,  and  ex-* 
tinguish,  is,  in  short,  the  nature  of  this  mind ;  if  you  seek 
for  any  other  distinct  trait  still  does  the  ecclesiastical 
spirit  furnish  it.  A  priest  is  committed  to  celibacy,  and 
for  this  reason  he  is  more  concerned  with  sins  against 
chastity  than  with  all  others.  In  our  laic  morality  the 
first  principle  is  honour,  that  is  to  say,  the  obligation  to 
be  courageous  and  true;  here  all  morality  revolves 
around  the  idea  of  sex ;  to  maintain  the  mind  in  primitive 
*purity  and  ignorance  is  the  main  object,  or  at  least  to 
abstract  it  from  sensuality  by  mortification  and  abstinence, 
or,  at  all  events,  to  avoid  visible  scandaL  On  this  point  tho 
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police  regulations  are  rigid ;  women  are  not  allowed  in  the 
street  at  night ;  matters  are  conducted  clandestinely,  and 
the  French  commandant  and  the  special  monsiffnore  fre- 
quently exchange  polite  notes.  External  decency  is  main- 
tained at  all  price, — and  at  such  a  price  I  Lately  a  poor 
young  girl,  who  had  an  intrigue,  was  arrested  and  im- 
prisoned  in  a  penitentiary,  and,  a*  she  was  informed,  for  life. 
^  Is  there  no  means  of  being  discharged?'  she  inquires. 
*  Yes,'  is  the  reply,  *  if  you  can  find  some  one  to  marry 
you.'  She  sends  for  an  old  rogue  who  had  once  paid  his 
court  to  her  fruitlessly ;  the  rogue  espouses  her,  and  a 
month  afterwards  turns  her  to  profit  in  the  usual  manner. 
Appearances,  however,  are  saved. — One  of  my  friends 
tells  me  of  a  young  girl,  seduced  by  a  mechanic,  and  who 
desired,  above  all  things,  to  suckle  her  child  herself;  a  cure 
sends  some  ffendarmee,  takes  the  child  by  main  force,  and 
places  it  in  a  foundling  hospital. — The  cure  has  a  right 
to  interfere  in  all  your  affairs :  he  can  prevent  you  from 
keeping  a  female  servant  if  you  are  not  married ;  if  he 
suspects  an  intrigue  he  can  forbid  you  from  visiting  ladies 
single  or  married ;  he  can  expel  women  from  his  parish 
whose  conduct  seems  to  him  doubtful ;  he  can  demand  of 
the  cardinal- vicar  the  exile  of  an  actress  or  of  a  danseuse ; 
he  has  gendarmes  subject  to  his  orders,  and  is  only  re- 
sponsible to  the  cardinal-vicar. — A  Boman  cannot  possibly 
live  in  Rome  if  he  does  not  stand  well  with  his  cure ;  a 
passport  or  a  permit  to  hunt  is  not  obtainable  without  the' 
cure*s  certificate ;  he  has  his  eye  on  your  habits,  opinions, 
conversations,  and  studies,  the  police,  in  short,  being  on 
your  track  on  all  sides.  To  avoid  show,  to  spread  a 
varnish  of  propriety  over  life,  to  secure  the  observance  of 
rites,  to  remain  uncontradicted,  to  rest  undisturbed  in  old 
uncontested  ways,  to  be  absolute  in  the  world  of  intellect 
and  business  through  the  ascendency  of  habit  and  of 
imagination,  is  the  end  and  aim  of  priestly  pretension ; 
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one  readily  perceives  how  such  an  ambition  proceeds 
not  from  a  temporary  situation  but  from  the  very  essence 
of  institutions  and  character.  A  temporal  government 
in  the  hands  of  ecclesiastics  cannot  be  otherwise;  it 
develops  into  a  mild,  petty,  listless,  respectable,  monkish 
invincible  despotism  just  as  any  plant  develops  into  its 
flower. 


CHAPTER  V. 

RELIGION — ^THE    *  UN  IT  A   CATTOLTCA' — BOOKS — OBSERVANCES — THl 
COUNTRY — ARICCIA — GENZANO — ALBANO — SCENERY. 

I  READ  the  *  Unita  CattoHca '  every  morning  with  much 
pleasure.  It  is  an  instructive  paper;  one  sees  clearly 
the  sentiments  that  arc  called  religious  and  catholic  in 
Italy. 

One  of  the  liheral  journals  proposed  that  Italian  ladies 
should  send  their  rings  to  Garibaldi  on  his  fete  day ; — 
what  an  insult  to  St.  Joseph,  who  is,  unfortunately,  this 
bandit's  patron  saint  1  As  an  offset  to  this  the  *  Unita* 
recommends  the  ladies  to  send  their  rings  to  the  Pope, 
because  he  is  the  head  of  the  Church,  the  Church  mysti- 
cally embodying  a  character  which  ought  to  be  dear  to  all 
women,  that  of  maternity  ; — this  argument  is  irresistible. 
Another  journal  calls  the  Pope*  the  great  mendicant* 
(i7  gran  mendicoX — For  a  month  past  I  have  read  over  the 
lists  of  donations  placed  on  the  top  of  the  first  page. 
There  are  quite  a  number  of  them.  It  is  estimated  that 
the  Pope  annually  receives  2,000,000  piastres  from  this 
source.  Generally,  they  are  given  in  return  for  some 
favour  received  or  expected,  and  not  alone  spiritual 
favours  but  temporal ;  the  donators  in  sending  their  offer- 
ings entreat  the  blessing  of  the  Holy  Father  on  *  some 
affair  of  great  importance.'  *     One  perceives  that  he  is 

*  March  23 — ^^larchioness  Giulia.  .  .  .  presents  to  the  Boly  Father  « 
gold  ring  with  an  eX'Voto  in  order  to  obtain  a  special  grace  from  St  Joseph.' 
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regarded  as  a  person  of  influence,  a  sort  of  prime  minister 
at  the  court  of  God.  Frequently,  his  hierarchical  position 
is  distinctly  marked ;  the  supplicant  recommends  him- 
self first  through  Jesus  Christ  to  God  the  Father,  next 
through  the  Virgin  or  some  saint  to  Jesus  Christ,  and 
finally  through  the  Pope  to  the  saints,  the  Virgin  and  Jesus 
Christ.  These  form  the  three  degrees  of  celestial  juris- 
iliction;  the  Pope  seems  to  them  to  he  the  delegate  of  the 
sovereigns  of  the  other  world,  with  full  powers  to  govern 
this  one,  all  communications  to  be  made  through  him, 
and  he  to  endorse  all  demands.  An  Italian  higoC  still 
cherishes  the  ideas  which  Luther  found  prevalent  three 
centuries  ago;  he  specifies  and  humanises  all  his  religious 
conceptions;  in  his  eyes  God  is  a  king,  as  in  every 
monarchy,  and  access  to  him  is  only  attainable  through  his 
ministers,  and  especially  through  his  relatives,  companions, 
and  domestics. 

In  this  way  the  Virgin  becomes  of  immense  conse- 
quence ;*  she  is  in  reality  the  third  person  of  the  Trinity, 
and  replaces  the  Holy  Ghost,  who,  without  corporeal  form, 
escapes  popular  apprehension.  To  those  who  cannot  imagine 

Haich  26 — '  A  ton  praying  for  tbe  recovery  of  hie  mother  offers  the  Holy 
Father  ten  francs,  and  ten  franct  more  to  the  Hadonna  of  Spoleto  in  order 
to  obtain  the  grace  demanded.* 

*  Saint  Liguori,  edition  of  the  Benedictines  of  Solesmes.  1834,  VoL  L 
p.  495. 

'Would  yov  know  what  passes  in  heaven?  The  Holy  Virgin  stands 
before  her  divine  Son,  and  shows  him  the  body  in  which  she  bore  him  for 
nine  months,  and  her  sacred  bosom  from  which  she  so  often  nourished  him. 
The  Son  stands  before  the  Almighty  Father,  and  shows  him  his  open  side, 
and  the  sacred  wonnds  which  he  received  in  our  behalf.  At  the  sight  of 
these  sweet  evidences  of  the  love  of  his  Son,  God  can  refuse  him  nothing, 
and  we  obtain  everything. 

St.  Liguori  is  the  best  accredited  casuist  of  modern  times ;  he  has  besides 
written  various  spiritual  treatises.  I  beg  the  reader  to  read  his  Regulation 
of  a  Christian  Lift^  his  Spiritual  Policy,  his  Glories  of  Mary,  and  hit 
JDoymatic  Theology,  the  chapter  De  Mairimonio,  and  Ik  Besiiiution$,  liv.  iu^ 
dubium  Ti.,  articulus  It. 
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celestial  powers  without  faces^  whose  could  be  more  attrao* 
tive  and  more  merciful  than  a  woman's  ?  And  who,  with  so 
(rood  a  Son,  can  be  more  potent  and  more  esteemed  than  a 
woman  so  beloved  ?  I  have  just  glanced  over  the  pages  of 

*  La  Vergine,*  a  collection  of  articles  in  prose  and  verse, 
published  weekly,  in  honour  of  the  Virgin  Mary.  The 
first  article  relates  to  the  visit  of  the  Virgin  to  Elizabeth, 
and  the  probable  time  the  visit  lasted ;  at  the  end  is  a 
sonnet  on  the  Angel  who,  finding  the  Virgin  so  charming, 
found  it  difficult  to  leave  her  to  return  to  heaven.  I 
have  not  the  text  at  hand,  but  I  can  vouch  for  its  sense, 
and  this  journal  lies  on  every  one's  table* — I  have  just 
purchased  a  book  which  I  have  been  recommended  to 
read,  called  'U  Mese  di  Maria,'  largely  in  circulation 
and  which  indicates  the  tone  of  devotion  in  Borne.  It 
contains  lessons  for  every  day  of  the  month  of  May, 
accompanied  with  prayers  and  services,  called  *  flowers,' 

*  garlands,'  and  *  spiritual  crowns.'  Who  can  doubt  that  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  so  gen^ous,  and  magnanimous,  will  not, 
with  so  many  crowns  of  glory  at  her  disposal,  reserve  one 
for  him  who  with  unceasing  constancy  devotes  himself  to 
offering  these  crowns  to  her  ?  *  Here  follow  some  lines  and 
about  thirty  stories  in  support  of  the  theory.  A  young 
person  named  Esquilio,  only  twelve  years  of  age,  led  a 
very  wicked  and  corrupt  life.  God,  who  wished  to  restore 
him  to  Himself,  caused  him  to  fall  dangerously  ill,  so  that 
despairing  of  his  life,  he  hourly  expected  death.  As  be 
had  lost  all  consciousness,  and  was  supposed  to  be  dead» 
he  was  taken  into  an  apartment  filled  with  fire ;  seeking 
to  avoid  the  flames,  he  saw  a  door  through  which  he 
passed,  and  following  the  passage,  entered  a  hall  in  which 
he  found  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  with  innumerable  saints 
who  served  as  her  retinue.  Esquilio  immediately  pros- 
trated himself  at  her  feet ;  but  regarding  him  coldly,  she 
repelled  him  far  from  her,  and  commanded  him  to  be  con* 
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ducted  back  into  the  flames.  The  miserable  youth  im- 
plored the  saints  in  his  behalf^  and  to  these  Mary  made 
answer,  that  Esquilio  was  a  very  wicked  sinner,  never 
having  even  repeated  an  Ave  Maria.  The  saints  again 
interposed,  declaring  that  he  had  entirely  refc^rmed; 
Esquilio,  meanwhile,  full  of  terror,  promises  to  sur- 
render himself  wholly  to  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  be  true  to 
it  as  long  as  he  should  live*  Then  the  Virgin,  ad- 
ministering a  severe  reprimand,  ezhorts  him  to  ensure 
the  redemption  of  his  sins  by  penitence,  and  to  keep  his 
promise ;  after  which  she  revoked  the  order  which  she 
had  given  to  cast  him  into  the  flames. — Two  young 
persons  are  taking  a  pleasure  sail  on  the  Biver  Po ;  one 
of  them  repeats  the  service  of  the  Madonna,  and  the  other 
refuses,  stating  that  he  now  has  a  holiday.  The  boat 
capsizes,  and  both  invoke  the  Virgin ;  she  appears,  and 
taking  the  hand  of  the  former,  says  to  the  latter,  ^  Since 
you  do  not  think  yourself  obligated  to  honour  me,  I  am 
not  obligated  to  save  you,'  and  he  is  drowned. — A  young 
libertine  had  abstracted  a  pen  used  to  register  the  names 
of  believers  admitted  into  the  congregation  of  Mary ;  he 
makes  use  of  the  pen  to  inscribe  abille1>-doux,  and  receives 
a  slap  on  his  cheek  without  seeing  the  hand  that  gave  it, 
accompanied  with  these  words,  ^  Sinner,  hast  thou  the 
audacity  to  pollute  an  instrument  sacred  to  me  ? '  He 
fal^s  to  the  ground,  and  his  cheek  remains  sore  for  several 
days. — I  pass  others  equally  remarkable.  Such  are 
the  narratives  that  nourish  the  minds  of  the  women,  and 
even  of  ladies  of  rank*  They  are  told  that  when  St. 
Theresa  was  interrupted  in  writing  a  letter,  and  got  up  to 
go  into  the  garden,  Jesus  Christ  came  and  finished  it  for 
her.  Their  husbands  have  received  similar  education, 
and  an  impression  stamped  in  by  education  is  never  eflaced. 
1  have  seen  some  quite  cultivated  men  who  found  no- 
thing to  reprehend  in  these  books  and  narratives.     More* 
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dver,  many  who  seemed  to  be  enlightened,  simply  follow 
the  crowd.  You  express  your  surprise ;  at  first  they  reply 
that  *  we  are  compelled  to  it ; '  after  a  little  intimacy  they 
add, '  It  does  no  harm,  and  may  possibly  do  good.  In 
case  the  priest  enforce  it,  one  may  be  on  his  guard.* 
Yesterday  one  of  my  friends  smiled  on  learning  that  a 
lady  of  the  company  had  departed  on  a  journey  to  visit  a 
Madonna  whose  eyes  moved.  A  young  officer  present 
assumes  a  serious  air,  and  tells  him  that  he,  with  eight  of 
his  friends,  had  also  made  the  journey,  and  they  could 
testify  that  the  eyes  moved.     One  may  go  very  far  on 

this  road.     Countess  N has   two  children,  one  of 

whom  is  placed  under  the  protection  of  Notre'  Dame  de 
Spoleto,  and  the  other  under  Notre  Dame  de  Vivalcaro, 
both  of  whom  to  her  are  two  entirely  different  personages. 
In  the  vehement,  positive  imaginations  of  these  people,  a 
statue  is  not  a  symbol,  but  a  living  goddess.  Finally, 
getting  to  have  more  confidence  in  Notre  Dame  de 
Yivalcaro  she  places  both  her  children  under  her  sole 
protection. 

You  may  imagine  from  the  foregoing  the  nature  of  the 
religion  of  the  people.  A  coachman,  employed  by  one  of 
my  friends,  is  run  away  with  on  descending  the  Pincio; 
he  finds  it  impossible  to  stop  the  horses,  and  the  first 
Madonna  he  sees  he  makes  a  vow.  One  of  the  houses 
cracks  his  skull  against  a  wall,  while  the  coachman  is 
thrown  upon  a  grated  window,  where  he  clings  to  the  bam 
and  escapes  with  a  few  scratches.  He  has  two  pictures 
painted  in  the  shape  of  an  ex^voto,  one  of  which  repre- 
sents him  at  the  moment  of  making  his  vow,  and  the 
other  when  thrown  against  the  grating. — A  femme  d& 

chambre  of   the   Countess   N ,  took   tickets    in    a 

lottery  relying  upon  the  protection  of  three  saints ;  she 
lost,  and  since  that  time  no  longer  implores  saints  who 
have  treated  her  so  badly. — Minds  of  this  class  are  so 
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Tividly  impressed,  they  even  invent  superstitions  outside 

of  the  official  calendar;  for  example,  N 's  servant,  a 

female,  assures  us  that  the  Pope  is  jettatore\  if  he  is  well 
and  able  to  bestow  the  benediction  at  Easter,  it  wiU  rain  ; 
if  he  should  be  ill,  the  weather  will  be  fine. — BituaMn- 
stniction  and  catechisms  naturally  operate  in  the  same 
sense.  I  entered  a  church  one  day  and  saw  a  priest 
engaged  in  instructing  forty  little  girls  of  about  seven  or 
eight  years  of  age :  they  looked  about  inquisitively  with 
sparkling  eyes,  all  whispering  together  like  tiny  little 
mice,  and  their  roguish  animated  little  heads  in  constant 
motion.  With  a  mild  paternal  aspect  he  went  from 
bench  to  bench,  restraining  his  excited  little  flock  with 
his  hand,  always  repeating  the  word  ildiavolo^  *  Be  careful 
of  the  devil,  my  dear  little  children,  the  devil  who  is  so 
wicked,  the  devil  who  devours  your  souls,'  etc.  Fifteen 
or  twenty  years  from  this,  this  word  will  surely  arise  in 
their  minds,  and  along  with  it  the  horrible  mouth,  the 
sharp  claws  of  the  image,  the  burning  flames,  and  so  on. 
An  attendant  at  the  church  of  Aracoeli  states,  that  during 
Lent  the  sermons  turned  entirely  on  fasting,  and  on  for- 
bidden or  permitted  dishes ;  the  preacher  gesticulates  and 
walks  about  on  a  platform  describing  hell,  and,  immediately 
after,  the  various  ways  of  preparing  macaroni  and  codfish 
which  are  so  numerous  a»  to  render  flesh-eating  gourmands 
quite  inexcusable.  Within  a  few  days  a  sausage  vender 
on  the  Corso  arranged  his  hams  in  the  shape  of  a 
sepulchre ;  above  it  were  lights  and  garlands,  and  in  the 
interior  a  glass  globe  filled  with  gold-fishes. — The  prin- 
ciple is  to  appeal  to  the  senses.  Unlike  the  German  or 
Englishman,  the  Italian  is  not  open  to  pure  ideas ;  he  invo- 
luntarily incorporates  them  in  palpable  form ;  the  vague  and 
abstract  escape  or  repel  him ;  the  structure  of  his  mind  im- 
pases  definite  forms  on  his  conception,  a  strong  relief,  and 
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this  constant  invasion  of  precise  imagery^  which  formerly 
shaped  his  art,  now  shapes  his  religion. 

It  is  necessary  to  maintain  this  point  of  view^  which  is 
that  of  naturalists :  all  irritability  disappears,  the  mind  is 
tranquillised ;  one  sees  around  him  nothing  but  cause  and 
effect;  explained  phenomena  lose  their  repulsiveness^ — a4 
all  events  one  ceases  to  dwell  oa  them  in  contemplating 
pi*oductive  forces  which,  like  all  natural  forces,  are  ia 
themselves  innocent, whether  employed  for  good  or  for  eviL 
Even  wrongs  and  violence  are  interesting ;  one  feels  the 
curiosity  of  the  physicist,  who,  as  a  student  of  electricity, 
comprehends  a  storm  and  forgets  his  damaged  garden  in 
verifying  the  exactness  of  laws  by  which  he  is  prevented 
from  eating  a  dessert  of  fruit  No  three  days  pass  that  I 
do  not  read  in  the  newspapers  some  terrific  declamation 
against  two  celebrated  authors  of  our  day,  one  so  brilliant, 
amiable,  and  lively,  i^  French  and  so  spirituel,  that  you 
forget  to  note  his  good  sense,  which  is  equal  to  his  wit ; 
and  the  othei;,  so  broad  and  delicate,  so  rich  in  general 
ideas,  so  refined  and  so  practical  in  the  art  of  feeling  and 
distinguishing  delicate  shades,  so  happily  endowed,  and 
so  well  instructed,  that  philosophy  and  erudition,  the 
highest  generalised  conceptions,  and  the  minutest  literal 
philology  are  as  Hebrew  to  him ;  in  brief,  M.  About,  the 
author  of  ^  La  Question  Komaine,'  and  M.  llenan,  the 
author  of '  La  Vie  de  Jesus.'  Every  three  days  they  are 
declared  to  be  the  wickedest  of  sinners :  one  article  that  I 
have  read  entitled  ^  Kenan  e  il  diavolo,'  would  prove  that 
resemblances  between  these  two  personages  ate  frequents 
Nothing  is  more  natural ;  things  passing  through  certain 
minds  assume  a  certain  colour;  the  laws  o£  mental 
refraction  require  it,  and  they  are  not  less  powerful  than 
those  of  physical  refraction.  A  few  days  ago  I  witnessed 
a  similar  effect  at  the  Capitol,  relating  to  history  such  as 
h  becomes  after  being  elaborated,  deformed,  and  expanded 
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in  the  popular  brain.  Two  French  soldiers,  contemplat- 
ing a  Judith  about  to  kill  Holofernes,  one  says  to  the 
other,  *  You  see  that  woman  there  ?  Well  she  is  called 
Charlotte  Corday,  and  that  other  is  Marat,  a  man  that 
kept  her,  and  whom  she  assassinated  in  a  bath  tub.  I 
must  say  those  kept  women  are  canaille  I ' 

March  28.  The  Country. — We  set  out  for  Albano  at 
eight  o'clock  in  the  morning,  leaving  Rome  by  the  Piazza 
San  Giovanni.  It  is  the  most  beautiful  in  Rome ;  I  have 
already  described  it  to  you ;  but  I  find  it  still  more  beau- 
tiful than  before.  After  passing  the  gate  you  turn  back 
to  look  and  you  have  before  you  that  fa9ade  of  St 
John  Lateran  which  at  the  first  glance  keems  exagge- 
rated ;  at  this  early  hour,  however,  in  this  grand  silence, 
and  amidst  so  many  ruins  and  rural  objects,  it  is  no  longer 
so ;  you  find  it  as  rich  as  it  is  imposing,  the  sift  clothing  its 
lofty  groups  of  columns,  its  assembly  of  statues  and  solid 
gilded  walls  with  the  magnificence  of  a  fete  and  the  splen- 
dour of  a  triumph. 

Hedges  are  becoming  green  and  the  elms  are  budding, 
while  at  intervals  a  rosy  peach  or  apricot  tree  looks  as 
lustrous  as  a  ball  dress.  The  grand  cupola  of  the  sky  is 
flooded  with  light.  On  the  left  the  aqueduct  of  Sextus  V., 
and  then  the  ruined  Claudian  aqueduct,  extend  their 
long  arcades  across  the  plain,  their  arches  defining  them- 
selves with  extraordinary  clearness  in  the  transparent  at- 
mosphere. Three  planes  compose  the  landscape  :  a  green 
plane  illuminated  with  a  shower  of  ardent  rays ;  the  grave 
immutable  line  of  aqueduct ;  and  beyond,  the  mountains 
in  a  delicate  golden  blue  haze.  Flocks  of  goats  and  long- 
homed  cattle  appear  in  the  hollows  and  on  the  heights, 
conical  roofs  of  shepherds'  huts  similar  to  the  huts  of 
savages,  some  herdsmen,  their  legs  swathed  in  goats' 
skins  and  here  and  there,  as  far  as  the  eye  can  see,  some 
ruin  of  an  antique  villa,  or  tomb  crumbling  away  at  ita 
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base,  or  column  crowned  with  ivy,  the  scattered  remains, 
apparently,  of  an  immense  city  swept  away  by  a  deluge. 
Peasants  with  bright  eyes  and  sallow  complexions  are 
striding  across  the  fields  to  save  steps.  The  relay-house 
is  a  tottering  tenement,  rusty  and  leprous,  a  sort  of  quiet 
tomb  where  two  men  are  stretched  out  wasting  with  fever. 
You  reach  Ariccia  by  a  superb  bridge  built  by  the 

Pope,  the  lofty  arcades  of  which  traverse  a  valley.  •  B , 

who  has  travelled  over  the  Roman  States,  says  that 
works  of  art  are  not  scarce  and  that  the  main  roads  are 
in  excellent  condition.  Architecture  and  constructions 
constitute  the  pleasure  of  aged  sovereigns.  The  self-love 
that  impels  a  Pope  to  erect  a  church  or  a  palace,  to  in- 
scribe his  name  and  family  arms  on  all  restorations  and 
embellishments,  leads  him  to  undertake  important  works 
like  these  that  offer  such  a  contrast  to  the  general  negli- 
gence surrounding  them.  Other  evidences  also  indicate 
the  presence  of  princely  taste  and  of  great  aristocratic 
property.  Some  duke  has  planted  broad  avenues  of  elms 
stretching  off  a  long  distance  beyond  the  villag-e.  The 
village  itself  belongs  to  Prince  Chigi ;  his  villa  at  the  end 
of  the  hedge  so  dark  and  time-worn,  looks  like  a  fortified 
castle.  Below  the  bridge,  his  park  spreads  out  coverinj:^ 
the  valley  and  extending  up  to  the  mountains.  Distorted 
old  trees  and  monstrous  tjunks  creviced  by  age,  and  the 
ilex  in  all  the  splendour  of  its  eternal  youth  dot  the  soil 
refreshed  by  the  running  streams.  Grey  and  mossy  tree 
tops  everywhere  commingle  with  green  ones ;  the  bushes 
are  already  putting  on  their  tender  green,  which,  absent 
in  some  places,  suggests  to  the  mind  a  light  veil  caught 
up  and  withheld  by  the  thorny  fingers  of  surrounding 
branches.  All  these  tints  and  tones,  all  these  alternations 
of  light  and  shadow,  blend  together  with  a  charming 
variety  and  harmony.  The  spring  soil  has  become  mel- 
low and  fruitful ;  one  is  vaguely  conscious  of  the  in?,uba« 
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tion  of  the  living  multitude  that  teem  within  its 
depths :  frail  sprouts  peep  through  the  bark  ;  green  specks 
glisten  in  the  air  traversed  and  peopled  by  the  flitting  rays ; 
flowers  in  brilliant  attire  already  cluster  together  and  ca- 
priciously deck  the  banks  of  the  streams.  What  are 
marbles  and  monuments  by  the  side  of  the  beauties  of 
nature  I 

We  dine  at  Genzano  and  are. obliged  to  purchase  our 
meat  ourselves^  our  host  refusing  to  compromise  himself. 
He  informs  us,  however,  where  we  may  find  a  sausage 
shop.  The  inn  here  is  a  rude  affair^  a  sort  of  stable  sup* 
ported  by  a  wide  arcade.  Mules  and  asses  pass  in  and 
out  alongside  the  table,  their  hoofs  clattering  on  the  pave- 
ment. Cobwebs  hang  to  the  black  beams,  while  the  light 
enters  from  without  in  one  great  mass,  filled  with  the 
swimming  specks  of  dust  within.  There  is  no  chimney ; 
our  hostess  cooks  on  a  slab,  the  smoke  from  which  difiuses 
itself  throughout  the  apartment;  the  doors,  however,  front 
and  rear,  are  open  and  afford  us  a  current  of  air.  I 
imagine  that  Don  Quixote,  three  hundred  years  ago,  must 
have  found  just  such  inns  on  the  burning  plains  of  La 
Mancha.  Our  chairs  consist  of  wooden  benches  and  our 
fare  of  eggs  over  and  over  again.  Beggars  stick  to  us 
with  incredible  importunity,  following  us  even  to  our 
table.  It  is  impossible  to  describe  their  rags  and  filthiness. 
One  of  them  wears  torn  trowsers  exposing  both  thighs 
hung  round  with  tatters,  while  an  old  woman  has  on  her 
head,  in  the  shape  of  a  hood,  a  dishclout  which  seems  to 
have  been  used  by  a  regiment  for  a  foot  mat.  The  side 
streets  are  the  strangest  of  dirty  holes,  filled  alternately 
with  sharp  stones  and  piles  of  ordure.  The  town,  how- 
ever, possesses  some  fine  structures,  apparently  of  ancient 
date.  My  inends  tell  me  that  there  are  villages  in  the 
mountains,  built  in  the  fifteenth  century,  and  so  well 
built   that    three    hundred    years    of   decadence    have 


326  SOCIETY. 

not  sufficed  to  impair  or  destroy  the  work  of  primitive 
prosperity. 

We  visited  Lake  Nemi,  which  is  a  cup  of  water  lying 
at  the  bottom  of  a  basin  of  mountains.  It  is  not  at  all 
grand,  any  more  than  the  Tiber ;  its  name  constitutes  its 
glory.  The  mountains  that  surround  it  have  lost  their 
forests ;  alone  on  the  shores  of  the  lake,  huge  platanes 
clinging  to  the  rocks  by  their  roots,  display  themselves 
half-reclining  upon  the  water ;  shapeless,  crooked,  gnarled 
old  trunks  reach  out  their  white  branches  and  dip  them  in 
the  grey  rippling  surface ;  not  far  oiT  is  a  murmuring 
cluster  of  reeds ;  periwinkles  and  anemones  abound  among 
the  moss-covered  roots,  and  through  a  labyrinth  of 
branches  appear  the  far  slopes  of  the  lake  rendered  blue 
by  distance.  A  name,  the  ancient  name  of  the  lake,  rises 
spontaneously  to  the  lips.  Speculum  Diance^  and  one 
imagines  it  as  it  appeared  in  centuries  of  militant  energy 
and'  sanguinary  rites,  encircled  by  vast  dark  forests,  ite 
silent  shores  deserted  except  when  disturbed  by  belling 
stags  or  the  thirsty  deer  that  came  to  drink  there ;  the 
hunter,  the  mountaineer,  who,  from  his  crag,  obtained 
glimpses  of  its  motionless  sombre  gloss,  felt  his  flesh  crawl 
as  if  detected  there  by  the  bright  fixed  eye  of  the  goddess 
on  him ;  at  the  bottom  of  the  gorge,  under  the  eternal 
pines  and  inviolate  sanctity  of  time-worn  oaks  the  lake 
shone  tragic  and  chaste,  and  its  metallic  waves  with  its 
steel  reflections  formed  the  *  Mirror  of  Diana.' 

On  returning,  after  having  mounted  the  sinuous  back 
of  the  hill,  the  sea  comes  in  sight  flashing  like  a  sur- 
face of  molten  silver.  The  interminable  plain,  faintly 
chequered  with  cultivation,  extends  as  far  as  the  shore, 
and  there  stops  encircled  by  this  luminous  band.  Then 
the  eye  follows  avenues  of  aged  oaks,  between  which  are 
scattered  clumps  of  box  and  the  always  bright  little  popu* 
lace  of  verdant  shrubs ;  one  never  tires  of  this  immortal 
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summer  on  which  winter  never  lays  his  hand.  All  at 
once,  beneath  your  feet,  you  see  from  the  brow  of  a  hill 
Lake  Albano,  a  grand  cup  of  blue  water  like  that  of 
Nemi,  but  wider  and  with  more  beautiful  banks.  In 
front,  and  above,  the  heights  which  form  the  cup,  rises 
Monte  Ca^d,  wild  and  red  like  an  antediluvian  monster, 
akin  to  the  Alps  and  Pyrenees,  the  sole  rugged  eminence 
in  the  midst  of  mountains  that  seem  designed  by  archi- 
tects, quaintly  capped  with  its  monastery,  sometimes 
sombre  under  cloud  shadows,  sometimes  suddenly  lit  up 
by  rays  of  sunshine  and  smiling  with  wild  gaiety ; — a 
little  below  it  is  Rocca  di  Papa,  terraced  on  the  side  of  a 
neighbouring  mountain,  white  like  a  line  of  battlements, 
its  trenchant  lines  of  overhanging  houses  cutting  the 
threatening  stormy  sky  ; — ^beneath  is  the  lake  far  down  in 
its  leaden-hued  crater,  motionless  and  glittering  like  a 
plate  of  polished  steel,  here  and  there  roughened  by  the 
breeze  with  imperceptible  scales,  strangely  tranquil,  slum- 
bering with  profound  mysteriousness  under  the  silent  tremor 
passing  over  it,  and  reflecting  the  indented  margin  and  the 
rich  crown  of  oaks  eternally  nourished  by  its  freshness. — 
You  raise  your  eyes  and  on  the  left  is  Castel-Gandolfo 
with  its  white  houses,  its  round  dome  relieving  on  the  sky, 
and  sharp  points  bristling  along  the  lengthened  ridge  of 
the  mountain  like  white  scales  on  a  crocodile's  back,  and 
finally  in  the  remote  background,  above  the  crags  of 
the  mountains  the  boundless  Roman  campagna,  with  mil- 
lions of  spots  and  lines,  drowned  in  a  sea  of  mist  and  light. 
A  Carthusian  convent  stands  on  the  bank  of  the  lake. 
Monks  always  choose  their  sites  with  remarkable  taste, 
and  a  singularly  noble  poetic  feeling.  Perhaps  the 
religious  life,  deprived  of  x)rdinary  comforts,  emancipates 
the  soul  from  commonplace  cares ;  at  all  events  such  was 
the  case  formerly.  Unfortunately,  the  horrible  and  the 
gross  quickly  establish  themselves  alongside  of  the  noble. 
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At  the  entrance  is  a  grating,  and  behind  this  a  quantity  o{ 
skulls  and  bones  of  Carthusians,  ornamented  with  appro- 
priate inscriptions.  Figure  to  yourself  the  effect  of  all 
this  on  the  imagination  of  a  passing  peasant.  The  head 
and  the  heart  are  both  impressed,  and  the  impression  lasts 
for  several  hours. — Everything  here  is  calculated  to  pro 
duce  this  sort  of  impression,  for  example,  the  service  in 
St.  Peter's.  The  high  altar  is  such  a  distance  off  that 
the  assembly  do  not  hear  the  words — I  do  not  say  com* 
prehend,  for  they  are  Latin ;  this  is  of  little  moment, 
the  effect  of  the  majestic  reverberation  on  the  ear,  and 
the  glitter  of  gold  vestments,  and  the  imposing  archi* 
tecture,  amply  suffice  to  excite  commotion  in  the  breast, 
and  keep  a  man  in  a  kneeling  posture. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

STATE  OP  MINDS — CONJECTURES   ON  THfi  FUTURE  OF  CATHOLICISM. 

March  26. — This  evening  a  political  discussion  takes 
pkce^  always  the  case  at  the  end  of  a  dessert  after  your 
coffee.     On  returning  home  I  transcribed  it. 

The  principal  interlocutor  is  a  grave^  handsome^  young 
Italian,  whose  language  is  so  distinct  and  harmonious  that 
one  might  almost  call  it  music.  He  is  very  animated  on 
the  question  of  the  temporal  power  of  the  Pope,  and  to 
which  I  oppose  some  clerical  arguments.  ^  You  judge 
the  Pope,'  I  remark,  *you  are  losing  your  docility  of 
mind  and  hearty  and  are  becoming  Protestant' 

^  By  no  means.  We  are  Catholics,  and  will  continue 
so ;  we  accept  and  maintain  a  superior  authority  on  all 
matters  of  faith.  We  do  not  even  deprive  him  of  temporal 
power ;  you  cannot  deprive  people  of  what  they  have  not, 
the  Pope,  in  fact,  no  longer  possessing  it.  If,  for  the  past 
thirty  years  .the  Pope  has  ruled,  it  has  been  through 
Austrian  or  French  bayonets ;  never  will  he  be  more  sub- 
ject to  foreign  pressure  than  he  is  at  this  moment.  We 
have  no  desire  to  depose  him,  but  to  regulate  a  deposi- 
tion already  accomplished. 

I  resume,  and  urge  the  following.  ^  The  principle  of 
Catholicism  is  not  alone  a  unity  of  faith,  but  a  unity  of 
the  Chiurch.  Now,  if  the  Pope  becomes  the  citizen  of  a 
particular  state^  whether  Italian^  French,  Austrian,  or 
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Spanish^  it  is  quite  probable,  that  at  the  end  of  a  centuiy 
or  two  he  will  fall  under  the  control  of  the  government 
whose  subject  or  guest  he  may  happen  to  be,  as  formerly 
the  Pope  at  Avignon  under  the  King  of  France.  Then, 
through  jealousy  or  the  necessity  of  independence,  other 
states  will  create  anti-popes,  or  at  least  distinct  patriarchs 
like  those  of  St  Petersburg  or  Constantinople,  and 
schisms  will  arise,  and  you  will  no  longer  have  a  Catholic 
Church. — You  will  also  cease  to  have  an  independent 
Church.  A  patriarch  or  pope  subject  to  a  prince  becomes 
a  functionary.  This  you  now  see  at  St  Petersburg ;  such 
was  the  state  of  things  in  France  under  Philippe  le  Bel 
and  Philippe  YI. ;  when  Napoleon  tried  to  establish  the 
Pope  at  Paris,  his  object  was  to  make  him  a  minister  of 
public  worship  highly  honoured,  but  a  very  obedient  one. 
Kemark  this,  that  the  European  governments,  especially 
the  French,  interfere  in  everything,  what  will  it  Ite  if  they 
add  an  interference  with  conscience?  Liberty  will 
perish,  and  Europe  will  become  a  Bassia,  a  Roman  empire, 
or  a  China. — Finally,  religious  dogma  is  in  danger.  To 
remove  the  Pope  from  the  country,  as  yon  would  transplant 
a  root  from  a  hothouse,  is  to  deliver  him  over  with  all 
dogma  to  the  action  of  modem  principles.  Catholicism 
being  infallible  is  immutable ;  its  chief  requires  a  dead 
country,  subjects  who  do  not  think,  a  city  of  conventB, 
museums,  ruins,  a  tranquil  poetic  necropolia  Imagine  an 
academy  of  sciences  here,  public  lectures,  legislative  die* 
cussions,  flourishing  manufactories,  a  stirring  universal 
promulgation  of  laic  morality  and  philosophy,  do  yoa 
suppose  that  the  contagion  would  not  extend  to  and 
embrace  theology  ?  It  would  embrace  it,  and  gradually 
temper  it ;  dogmas  would  be  interpreted,  and  the  most 
objectionable  ones  dropped;  they  would  oease  to  be 
spoken  of.  Look  at  France,  so  well  disciplined  and  so 
obedient  in  the  time  of  Bossnet ;  simply  through  caoCacI 
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"With  a  reflecting  society  Catholicism  became  moderate ;  it 
cast  off  Italian  traditions^  questioned  the  Coimcil  of 
Trent,  modified  the  adoration  of  images,  allied  itself  to 
philosophy,  and  submitted  to  the  ascendency  of  learned 
and  rational,  but  believing  laymen.  What  would  become 
of  the  papacy  amidst  the  license,  the  discoveries,  and  the 
seductions  of  contemporary  civilisation.  To  displace  or 
dethrone  the  Pope  would  in  two  centuries  transform  the 
faith.' 

He  replies :  *  So  much  the  better.  Alongside  of 
superstitious  Catholics  there  are  true  Catholics,  to  which 
class  we  belong ;  let  the  Church  reform  and  metamoiv 
phose  itself  wisely,  slowly,  in  contact  with  modem  con- 
ceptions,  and  that  is  all  we  want.  As  to  schisms,  they 
threaten  a  protected  Pope  as  much  as  a  Pope  dispossessed ; 
the  power  that  keeps  a  garrison  in  Kome  influences  him 
to  as  great  an  extent  as  any  potentate  of  whom  he  might 
be  the  subject  or  guest.  If  any  plan  exists  guaranteeing 
his  independence  it  is  ours ;  we  will  assign  to  him  the 
right  bank  of  the  Tiber,  St.  Peter's,  and  Civita-Vecohia ; 
be  can  live  by  himself  in  a  little  oasis  surrounded  by  a 
guard  of  honour,  and  supported  by  contributions  from 
Catholic  states,  enjoying  the  respect  and  protection  of  all 
Europe^  As  to  the  dangers  of  combining  spiritual  and 
temporal  power  in  the  hands  of  any  one  prince,  allow  me 
to  state  that  such  is  the  case  in  Protestant  countries,  for 
instance,  in  England  and  that  these  countries  are  no  less 
free.  The  conjunction  of  these  two  forces  does  not  always 
produce  servitude ;  it  consolidates  it  in  some  countries  and 
does  not  implant  it  in  others.  Meanwhile  allow  us  to 
repel  it  from  ours  where  it  establishes  it.  If  there  is 
peril  in  our  plan  it  is  for  ourselves  and  not  for  the  Pope. 
Placed  in  the  very  heart  of  Italy,  and  irritated,  he  will 
beeome  revolutionary  and  excite  the  people  against  us. 
But  since  we  accept  the  danger  leave  to  us  all  its  hazardsi 
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and  do  not  impose  on  us  a  regime  which  you  reject  for 
yourselves/ 

^  What,  then,  is  the  nature  of  this  transformation  of  the 
Catholic  Church  of  which  you  have  a  glimpse  in  the  oh* 
scurity  of  the  future  ?  '—Replies  to  this  query  are  vague. 
My  interlocutors  assert  that  the  upper  class  of  Italian 
clergy  contains  a  respectable  body  of  liberals,  even  among 
the  cardinals  and  especially  outside  of  Bome*  Among 
others  they  cite  Dom  Luigi  Tosti,  whose  works  I  am  ac- 
quainted with.  This  person  is  a  Benedictine  of  Monte 
Cassino,  very  pious  and  liberal,  a  reader  of  modem  philo* 
eophers,  a  student  of  the  new  exegesis,  versed  in  history, 
and  fond  of  speculation  in  higher  regions,  possessing  a 
broad,  conciliating,  and  generous  mind,  and  whose  rich 
poetic  seductive  eloquence  is  that  of  a  Catholic  George 
Sand«  The  clergy  here  is  not  as  in  France  so  wholly 
under  military  discipline;  only  in  France  has  the  con- 
tagion  of  administrative  rule  spread  into  the  Church,* 
Certain  ecclesiastics  in  Italy  occupy  semi-independent 
positions;  Dom  Tosti  in  his  cloister  is  like  an  Oxford 
professor  in  his  fellowship ;  he  is  at  liberty  to  travel^  read, 
think,  and  publish  as  he  pleases.  His  aim  is  to  place  the 
Church  in  harmony  with  scientific  development.  Science, 
in  his  view  of  it,  being  simply  decomposiiig,  is  not  the  only 
course :  there  is  another  as  sure,  the  atto  sintetico,  an 
absorbing  inspiration,  a  faith  and  natural  enthusiasm  by 
which  the  soul,  unreasoning  and  unanalysing,  discovers 
and  comprehends,  first  God,  and  afterwards  Christ*  That 
ardent  generous  faith,  through  which  we  embrace  beauty, 
goodness,  and  truth,  in  themselves  and  at  their  source,  is 
alone  capable  of  binding  men  together  in  a  fraternal 
community  and  of  pushing  them  on  to  noble  deeds,  devo- 
tion, and  sacrifice.     Now  this  community  is  the  Catholio 

*  '  Mon  Clergi  est  eomine  nn  regiment,  il  doit  mailcher,  et  il 
Diiicottne  of  CaxdiDol  de  Bounechoce  in  the  icnatei  session  of  ISGfi. 
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Cliurcb ;  and  therefore  while  maintaining  its  Gospel 
innnutable  it  must  accommodate  itself  to  the  variations  of 
civil  society  ;  it  is  able  to  do  this  since  it  contains  in  its 
bosom  "  an  inexhaustible  variety  of  forms."  She  is 
about  to  undergo  a  metamorphosis  of  this  kind^  but  she 
will  remain,  in  conformity  with  the  essence  of  her  being, 
*^  the  mistress  of  morals.  " — What  this  metamorphosis  is 
the  foregoing  does  not  define,  and  Father  Tosti  himself 
declares  it  to  be  a  secret  in  the  hands  of  Grod.'* 

Hereupon  Count  N ,  who  has  a  shrewd  penetrate 

ing  Italian  intellect,  and  whom  I  am  beginning  to  under- 
stand and  to  love,  withdrew  me  into  an  obscure  comer. 
*  These  young  people,*  he  remarks  to  me, '  are  entering 
on  the  domain  of  poetry ;  we  will  leave  it.  For  the  pre-* 
sent  put  sympathy,  patriotism,  bitterness,  and  hopes  to 
one  side ;  let  us  consider  Catholicism  as  a  fact,  and  en- 
deavour to  estimate  the  forces  which  sustain  it,  and  see 
in  what  sense  and  within  what  limits  modern  civilisation 
counteracts  or  reflects  its  action.'  Thus  stated,  the  question 
becomes  a  purely  mechanical,  moral,  problem,  and  the 
following,  in  our  view  of  it,  are  some  conjectures^  which 
one  arrives  at  on  this  ground. 

The  first  of  these  forces  is  the  supremacy  of  rites. 
Every  savage  and  child,  every  uncultured  mind,  dull  or 
imaginative,  feels  the  need  of  constructing  for  itself  a 
fetich,  that  is  to  say,  of  worshipping  the  sign  instead  of 
what  it  sigipiifies ;  they  adapt  their  religion  to  their  intelli- 
gence, and  unable  to  comprehend  simple  ideas  or  incorporeal 
sentiments,  consecrate  palpable  objects  and  a  visible  cere« 
mony.  Such  was  religion  in  the  middle  ages;  such  is 
it  still  almost  intact  among  Sabine  shepherds  and  the 
peasants  of  Britanny.  To  them  the  finger  of  St.  Ives, 
the  cowl  of  St  Francis,  a  statue  of  St.  Anne  or  of  tho 

*  Bcol^gomem  alia  stona  nniyenale  deUa  Chiesa. 


834  '  SOCIETT. 

Madonna  in  a  new  embroidered  dress  is  God ;  a  nenraiue, 
a  fast,  beads  faithfully  counted,  a  medal  reverently  kissed, 
is  piety.  One  degree  higher  a  local  saint,  the  Virgin, 
angels,  the  fears  and  hopes  these  excite,  constitute  religion* 
Two  degrees  higher  the  priest  is  regarded  as  a  superior 
being,  the  depository  of  the  Divine  will  and  the  dispenser 
of  celestial  grace.  In  Protestant  countries  all  this  has 
been  done  away  with  by  the  reformation  of  Luther ;  it 
exists,  modified,  in  Catholic  countries,  among  the  simple- 
minded,  and  especially  amongst  populations  noted  for  au 
ardent  imagination  and  inability  to  read.  This  force  dimi- 
nishes proportionately  to  the  growth  of  int,elligence  and  the 
diffusion  of  educational  facilities ;  in  this  respect  Catholicism , 
feeling  the  pressure  of  modem  civilisation,  is  casting  off 
the  idolatrous  skin  of  the  middle  ages.  In  France,  for  ex* 
ample,  ever  since  the  seventeenth  century  this  feature  of 
worship  and  of  faith  has  fallen  into  desuetude,  at  least, 
amongst  the  partially  enlightened  classes.  Doubtless, 
something  still  remains  and  will  always  remain,  but  it  is 
an  old  garment  becoming  thinner  and  full  of  holes,  and 
about  worn  out. 

The  second  of  these  forces  is  a  fixed,  formal,  and  com- 
plete course  of  metaphysics.  In  this  respect  Catholi- 
cism is  at  open  war  with  experimental  science,  or,  at  all 
events,  with  its  spirit,  method,  and  philosophy.  It  may 
perhaps  shift  about  and  compromise  and  remain  firm 
on  certain  points,  asserting,  for  instance,  that  Moses 
anticipated  the  theory  of  luminous  ether,  because  he 
makes  light  born  before  the  sun  ;  and  pretend  that  geolo- 
gical epochs  are  as  good  as  indicated  by  the  seven  days  of 
Genesis;  and  select  its  own  position  on  unexplored 
grounds,  in  relation  to  complicated  and  difficult  subjects, 
like  spontaneous  generation,  cerebral  functions,  origin  of 
languages,  and  the  like ;  but  it  invincibly  repudiates  tlie 
doctrine  which  subjects  every  affirmation  to  the  test  of 
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repeated  ezpenment  and  co-existing  analogies,  which 
poses  as  a  principle  the  immutability  of  physical  and 
moral  laws,  and  which  only  reduces  entities  to  convenient 
signs  by  which  to  note  and  to  generalise  facts.  In  shorty 
it  originated  its  metaphysics  at  a  period  of  great  mental 
exaltation  and  of  unusual  subtilty,  when,  everywhere, 
minds  elevating  triad  upon  triad,  saw  nature  no  longer  but 
as  an  obscure  stepping-stone  invisible  beneath  lofty,  inter- 
minable and  magnificent  stories  of  mystic  and  supernatural 
entities.  This  hostile  attitude  recognised,  it  must  be  re- 
marked that  scientific  discoveries  and  their  application  to 
daily  life,  their  encroachments  on  unexplored  domains, 
their  ascendency  over  human  opinions,  their  influence  on 
education  and  habits  of  thought,  their  dominion  in  the 
realm  of  speculation  and  of  general  ideas,  their  force,  in 
brief,  is  constantly  increasing.  The  adversary,  accord* 
ingly,  is  falling  back ;  Catholicism  cannot,  as  Paganism 
in  the  limes  of  Proclus  and  PorjAyry,  take  refuge  behind 
interpretations ;  it  cannot  discard  the  thing  and  keep  its 
name,  and  declare  that  it  penetrates  to  the  sense  beyond 
the  symbol,  for  within  a  century  critical  science  has  been 
bom,  and  we  are  now  too  familiar  with  the  past  to  have 
it  confounded  with  the  present;  when  Hegel,  or  any 
other  conciliating  authority,  presents  the  philosophy  of 
the  nineteenth  century  as  the  heir  and  interpreter  of  the 
metaphysics  of  the  third,  he  may  interest  scholars,  but  he 
only  excites  the  smile  of  historians.  Catholicism,  there- 
fore, will  be  obliged  to  throw  overboard  its  Alexandrine 
cargo  the  same  as  its  feudal  cargo ;  it  may  not  cast  it 
into  the  sea  on  account  of  its  conservatism,  but  it  will  let 
it  rot  in  the  hold,  or  in  other  words,  it  will  rarely  speak  of 
it,  and  cease  to  display  it,  and  bring  forward  other  parts 
of  itself  into  clearer  light.  This  is  what  Protestantism 
formerly  did  openly  and  is  now  doing  insensibly;  it 
rubbed  off  a  barbarian  rust  under  Luther,  and  is  now. 
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through  a  modem  exegesis  rubbing  ofF  a  Byzantine  rust; 
after  having  emancipated  Christianity  from  rites  it  is  free- 
ing it  from  dogmatic  formula^  and  it  may  be  asserted  that 
even  in  Catholic  countries  most  of  the  people  in  society 
who  are  orthodox  on  the  lips,  but  at  bottom  half-Arian, 
half-Unitarian,  somewhat  deistical,  somewhat  sceptical^ 
tolerably  indifferent^  and  the  feeblest  of  theologians, 
would  find,  if  they  took  the  trouble  to  examine  it  rigidly, 
a  vast  difference  between  their  Catholicism  and  mediaeval 
practices,  between  the  entities  of  St.  Sophia  and  those  of 
the  Serapion. 

All  these  are  dead  forces,  that  is  to  say,  due  to  an  ac- 
quired momentum,  and  which  act  only  through  the  natural 
inertia  of  human  matter.  The  following  are  the  active 
forces,  that  is  to  say,  incessantly  renewed  by  fresh  im- 
pulsions. In  the  first  place  Catholicism  possessed  a 
monarchical  churchy  skilfully  organised  and  the  most 
powerful  administrative  machine  ever  set  in  motion,  re- 
cruiting from  above,  standing  alone,  removed  from  lay 
intervention,  a  kind  of  moral  police  agency  which  labours 
by  the  side  of  governments  to  maintain  order  and  obedi- 
ence. Under  this  heading,  and  besides  as  it  is  funda- 
mentally ascetic,  that  is  to  say,  hostile  to  material 
pleasures,  it  may  be  considered  as  an  excellent  curb  to  a 
rebellious  spirit  and  to  the  cravings  of  the  senses.  This 
is  why  every  society  threatened  with  theories  like  social- 
ism, or  with  ardent  passions  like  those  of  contemporary 
democracy,  every  absolute  or  strongly-centraUsed  govern- 
ment, sustains  it  in  order  to  lean  on  it  The  more  rapid 
and  universal  the  subversion  of  classes,  the  more  do 
men's  ambitions  and  appetites  become  feverish ;  the  greater 
the  agitation  by  which  the  lower  seeks  to  supplant  the 
upper  strata  of  society,  the  more  does  the  Church  seem 
to  be  a  salut^y  and  protective  power.  The  more  dis- 
ciplinable a  people  are,   as  in  France,  or  inclined   or 
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obliged^  as  in  France  and  Austria,  to  entrust  matters  to 
external  authority,  the  more  Catholic  is  it.  The  esta- 
blishment of  parliamentary  or  republican  governments^ 
the  emancipation  and  initiatiye  of  the  individual,  un- 
doubtedly operate  in  a  contrary  sense,  but  it  is  not  a  sure 
thing  that  Europe  is  progressing  towards  this  form  of 
society,  or  at  least  wholly  in  that  direction.  If  France 
remains  what  it  has  been  for  the  last  sixty  years, 
and  what  it  seems  essentially  to  be,  an  administrative 
barracks  well  regulated  and  exempt  from  robbery,  Ca- 
tholicism may  yet  exist  for  an  indefinite  period. 

The  second  active  force  is  mysticism.  Through  Christ 
and  the  Virgin,  through  the  theory  and  sacraments  of 
love,  Catholicism  offers  an  aliment  to  all  tender  and 
dreamy  imaginations,  to  all  impassioned  and  unfortu- 
nate souls.  On  this  side  only  has  it  developed  itself  for  the 
last  two  centuries,  through  the  adoration  of  the  Virgin  and 
the  Sacred  Heart,  and  quite  recently  in  the  proclamation 
of  the  latest  dogma,  that  of  the  immaculate  conception. 
The  Benedictines  of  Solesmes,  the  editors  of  the  works 
of  St.  Liguori,  make  startling  admissions  on  this  point,* 


•  Preface  to  the  complete  edition,  vol.  i.  1834.  St.  Liguori  'is  a  neces- 
flaiy  link  of  that  wonderful  chain  prolonged  to  onr  time  by  means  of  which 
for  three  centuries  earth  and  heaven  have  drawn  nearer  each  other  .... 
Christ  confides  new  secrets  to  His  church ;  He  daily  instructs  it  in  the  in- 
o^mensurable  mysteries  of  His  heart  ....  The  hearts  of  the  fViends  of 
Ood  are  inspired  with  an  unction  unknown  to  the  faith  of  early  centuries. 
The  adoration  of  the  spouse  has  become  tenderer;  new  endearments  have 
been  revealed  ....  With  Catholics  the  mystery  of  the  Eucharist  is  a  com- 
plete religion,  and  especially  for  the  last  six  centuries  has  this  reh'gion  of 
the  body  of  Cbrist  attained  to  new  developments.  ....  The  pri^rogatives 
of  Mary,  that  incomparable  Virgin^  have  been  placed  before  us  in  a  new 
light.  ....  Inheritors  of  her  love,  we  who  see  her  interposing  herself  like 
a  delicate  cloud  and  delightfully  tempering  the  ardour  of  the  rays  of  the 
sun  of  which  she  is  the  dawn,  we  proclaim  her  the  all-powerful  mediatress 

of  the  human  species Symbolised  by  the  heart  Christianity  obtains 

fhe  most  perfect  results  from  the  law  of  grace  on  which  it  is  founded.  .  .  . 
In  this  age  of  mercy  the  precepts  of  the  Lord  consist,  so  to  say,  simply,  of  th« 
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They  declare  tbat  ancient  theology  was  rigid,  that  the 
Church  has  received  new  light,  that  by  a  special  revela- 
tion, she  to-day  brings  divine  goodness  and  mercy  forward, 
that  the  dogma  and  sentiment  of  love  have  attained  to 
the  highest  rank,  that  the  infinite  dignity  overspreading 
the  person  of  Mary  at  length  provides  an  altar  for  be- 
lievers at  which  they  may  delightfully  pour  out  all 
the  delicacies  of  adoration.  This  is  feminine  and  senti- 
mental poetry ;  add  to  it  that  of  the  cult ;  to  all  the  fluc- 
tuations of  the  century,  to  an  epoch  of  important  dissolu- 
tions of  doctrine,  these  two  poetic  agencies  rally  all  dis- 
heartened, morbid,  and  enthusiastic  minds.  Since  the 
fall  of  antique  civilisation  the  human  machine  has  under* 
gone  a  gi'eat  transformation ;  the  primitive  equilibrium  of 
healthy  races,  as  maintained  by  the  gymnastic  system* 
has  wholly  disappeared.  Man  has  become  more  sensitive  ; 
the  late  and  enormous  increase  of  personal  security  and 
prosperity  has  only  augmented  his  discontent  and  expan- 
ded his  exactions  and  pretensions.  The  more  man  has 
the  more  he  wants.  Not  only  do  his  desires  surpass  his 
power  to  gratify  t^em,  but  again  the  vague  aspiraticHis  of 
his  heart  transcend  the  oovetousness  of  his  senses,  the 
reveries  of  his  imagination,  and  the  curious  questionings 
of  his  intellect.  It  is  the  beyond  for  which  he  longs, 
and  the  feverish  tumult  of  capitals,  the  stimulants  of 
literature,  the  exaggeration  of  an  artificial  sedentary 
and  cerebal  life,  only  augment  the  pain  of  his  unsatis- 
fied desire.  For  eighty  years  music  and  poetry  have 
been  devoted  to  manifesting  this  malady  of  the  age, 
while  accumulations  of  knowledge,  overstrained  labour, 
the  vastness  of  effort  which  modern  science  and  democracy 
require,  seem  rather  designed  to  inflame  than  to  heal  the 
wound*     To  spirits  so  eager  and  so  wearied,  a  charming 

OTganic  \«^s  of  love That  repulsire  Jansenism  appeared  with  its  rigid 

morality  lik«  its  dogmas,  and  with  its  dogmas  as  repulsive  as  its  motalitjr.' 
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quietism  may  sometimes  seem  a  refufje ;  we  recognise  this 
in  our  women  who  have  our  evils  without  possessing  our 
remedies.  In  the  lower  classes,  among  very  young  girls, 
in  the  void  of  a  provincial  life,  it  may,  through  the  seduc- 
tiveness of  its  worldly  and  coquettish  poetry,  and  by  a 
display  of  affecting  corporeal  symbols,  win  over  mauy 
souls,  and  some  day  perhaps  we  shall  see  a  divided  family, 
leaving  one-half  of  itself  behind,  seeking  in  ideal  love 
the  secret  eflusion,  the  soothing  illusions,  and  the  de- 
lightful anguish  which  terrestrial  love  does  not  afford  it. 

Such,  then,  is  the  probable  and,  it  may  be  said,  the 
present  transformation  of  Catholicism.  To  diminish  its 
rites  save  for  the  simple,  to  let  its  metaphysics  decline 
save  in  its  schools,  to  bind  together  its  administrative 
hierarchy,  and  to  develope  its  sentimental  doctrines,  is 
what  it  has  been  concerned  with  since  the  Council  of 
Trent.  It  seems  as  if  its  special  business  for  the  future 
was  to  address  itself  to  governments  and  to  women,  to 
become  repressive  and  mystical,  to  form  leagues  and 
to  found  *  sacred  hearts,*  to  be  a  political  party  and  an 
asylum  for  the  morbid.  As  the  progress  of  the  positive 
sciences  and  the  condition  of  industrial  well-being  check 
the  exaltation  necessary  to  the  establishment  of  a  new 
religion  one  can  see  no  limit  to  its  duration ;  never  has  a 
people  abandoned  its  own  religion  except  for  one  of  a 
different  character.  Only  one  grand  crisis  for  it  can  be 
detected  on  the  horizon,  and  that  in  a  century  or  two, 
namelv,  the  intervention  of  the  new  Protestantism.  That 
of  Luther  and  Calvin,  so  rigid  and  literal,  is  repugnant 
to  the  Latin  races ;  that  of  Schleiermacher  and  Bunsen, 
softened  and  transformed  by  a  new  exegesis,  accommo- 
dated to  the  demands  of  science  and  civilisation,  inde- 
finitely expanded  and  purified,  may  become  far  excellence 
a  moral,  liberal,  and  philosophic  religion,  and  win  over 

even  in  Latin  countries  that  superior  class  which,  under 

I  2 


340  SOaETT. 

Voltaire  and  Kousseau  adopted  deism.  If  this  battle  is 
fought  it  will  be  one  worthy  of  attention,  for,  between  a 
philosophy  and  a  religion  it  could  not  occur,  each  of  thesse 
two  plants  haying  an  independent  and  indestructible  root ; 
but  between  two  religions  it  would  be  another  thing. 
Should  Catholicism  resist  this  attack,  it  seems  to  me  that 
henceforth  it  will  be  safe  from  all  others.  Always  will 
the  difficulty  of  governing  democracies  secure  it  partisans ; 
always  will  the  i^ilent  sufferings  of  the  sad  and  the  tender 
provide  it  with  recruits ;  always  will  the  antiquity  of  pos- 
session preserve  to  it  its  faithful  believers.  These  are  its 
three  roots,  and  experimental  science  does  not  reach  them, 
for  they  are  composed,  not  of  science,  but  of  sentiments 
and,  yearnings.  They  may  be  more  or  less  ramified 
and  more  or  less  profound,  but  it  does  not  seem  that  the 
modem  spirit  has  any  hold  on  them :  on  the  contrary,  in 
many  minds  and  in  certain  countries  the  modem  spirit 
introduces  emotions  and  institutions  which  react  on  and 
consolidate  them,  and  one  day  Macaulay  declared  in  a 
sudden  outburst  of  imaginative  eloquence  that  Catholi« 
cism  will  subsist  in  South  America,  for  example,  when 
tourists  from  Australia  will  explore  the  ruins  of  Paris 
and  London,  to  sketch  the  dismantled  arches  of  Londoo 
Brid£[e  or  the  crumbled  walls  of  the  Pantheom 
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BOLT   WEEK — ^PALM   SUNDAT — ST.  P£T£B*S — ^TBE    MISERERE    AT    TBB 
SISTINE  CHAPEL — ^PALESTRIKA — THE  PAULINE  CHAPEL. 

Palm  Sunday. — ^For  the  last  eight  days  the  half  of  our 
time  has  been  passed  in  St  Peter's.  We  witness  a  cere- 
mony and  then  sit  down  outside  on  the  steps ;  the  square 
enclosed  within  its  colonnade^  spotted  with  moving  human 
specks  and  traversed  with  silent  processions,  is  of  itself  a 
spectacle.  On  the  square  in  the  beautiful  broad  sun- 
light, between  glittering  fountains,  processions  advance, 
monks  in  violet,  red,  and  black  cowls,  pupils  of  the  semi- 
naries, a  mixed  crowd  of  visitors,  women  in  black  veils, 
and  soldiers,  all  intermingled  and  heaving  like  waves. 
The  carriages  of  the  montigntni  arrive  one  by  one,  with 
a  decoration  of  liveried  coachmen  and  lackeys ;  three  stand 
behind,  of  which  number  two  hang  on  the  vehicle  and  the 
third  hangs  on  to  them.  These  domestics  are  quite 
important  characters:  look  at  them  in  the  pictures  of 
Heilbuth,  consequential  and  tranquil,  wearing  old-looking 
new  clothes,  and  new-looking  old  clothes,  semi-beadle, 
semi-lackey,  aware  that  they  are  brushing  the  cassock  of 
a  possible  Pope,  and  that  they  are  nearer  heaven  than 
other  men,  believing  themselves  tinctured  with  holiness 
and  nevertheless  looking  closely  to  economies.  As  to  the 
prelates  their  faces  are  full  of  finesse—  not  of  that  Parisiai; 
finesse  which  consists  in  a  subtle  and  elegant  wit,  but  an 
ecclesiastical  and  Italian  finesse  belonging  to  diplomate 
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and  advocates^  that  of  people  accustomed  to  self-control, 
to  wily  reserve,  and  non-committalism.  Peasants  lie  sleep- 
ing on  the  steps,  but  it  does  not  answer  to  approach  too 
near  them,  as  your  nose  warns  you ;  they  have  never 
washed  themselves,  and  smell  of  the  wild  animal.  All 
around  on  the  balconies  and  on  the  doorsteps  you  per^^ 
ceive  numbers  of  Roman  grisettes,  with  their  wavy  black 
hair  tastefully  gathered  up,  and  with  regular  weil-defined 
features,  the  lips  finely  cut,  the  chin  strong  and  eyea 
fixed.  Sometimes  one  of  these  beautiful  redoutable  heads 
shows  itself  from  a  miserable  dirty  window  ;  you  observe 
it  there  in  the  morning  and  again  in  the  afternoon^  tb« 
day  having  thus  been  passed  in  seeing  and  being  seen* 

To  a  person  of  a  religious  temperament  the  spectacle  in 
the  interior  of  St  Peter's  is  not  edifying.     The  soldiers 
of  the  ps^al  guard  yawn  and  turn  round  to  (^le  the 
women  that  pass  them.     During  the  mass  the  ofiiciating 
parties  circulate  about  talking  in  whispers  or  in  a  low  voice, 
and  as  there  are  no  benches  or  chairs  to  sit  on,  they  try 
to  support  themselves  against  the  columns,  now  resting  ou 
one  foot,  now  on  the  other,  and  some  of  them  going  to  sle^. 
You  hear  everywhere  a  continuous  roar,  a  coming  and 
going  as  in  a  public  halL    You  stretch  yourself  on  tiptoe  to 
•ee  the  Pope's  Swiss  guard  pass  wearing  ruffs  and  ibotlejr 
costumes,  and  carrying  the  halberds  of  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury ;  and  next  the  apparitors,  in  black  velvet  doublets  and 
Spanish  cloaks,  with  gold  chains,  and  the  ruff*  also  of  the 
time  of  Philip   11.     At  length  tiie  procession  starts: 
every  figure  in  white  represents  an  apostle  and  holds  a 
wand  enwreathed  with  yellow,  figuring  a  palm  branch ; 
others  are  in  black,  violet,  and  red,  the  bishops,  the  last 
of  dl,  glittering  in  their  damask  copes ;  nuuiy  of  them 
are  smiling,  talking,  and  carelessly  looking  about  diem. 
In  the  background,  behind  the  great  baldacluno^  you  ob 
tain  glimpses  of  genuflexions  and  postures,  the  remnants  of 
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ancient  symbolic  ceremonies  so  little  appropriate  to  present 
times.  On  the  sides,  in  two  vast  balconies,  stand  women 
dressed  in  black,  wearing  black  veils  with  a  *  Murray,' 
and  an  opera-glass  in  their  hands.  Complaints  are  heard  of 
the  incompleteness  of  the  ceremony.  The  Pope  has  been 
attacked  with  erysipelas,  and  which,  being  opened,  has 
discharged  a  good  deal  of  water,  and  it  is  not  certain  that 
he  can  officiate  at  Easter ; — the  medical  details  are  related 
with  considerable  minuteness.  Nobody  expresses  genuine 
interest  or  sympathy  ;  all  that  concerns  the  public  is  fho 
loss  of  the  principal  actor  whose  absence  impairs  the  effect 
of  the  representation.  People  converse  and  accost  each 
other,  and  promenade  as  in  the  foyer  of  the  opera.  And 
this  is  all  that  remains  of  the  glorious  pompous  ceremonies 
of  the  times  of  Pope  Boniface  YIIL  which  attracted  pil- 
grims by  hundreds  of  thousands  t  nothing  but  a  deco- 
ration that  is  a  decoration  no  longer,  an  empty  cere- 
monial, an  object  for  archaaologists  to  study,  a  picture  for 
artists,  a  curiosity  for  idlers,  a  mass  of  rites  to  which  every 
century  has  contributed  soitieliung,  similar  to  the  city 
itself  where  living  faith  and  the  spontaneous  emotion 
of  the  h)sart  find  no  longer  corresponding  objects,  but 
where  painters,  antiquaries,  and  tourists  congregate. 

From  a  picturesque  point  of  view  the  effect  is  quite 
otherwise.  Thus  filled  and  measured  by  the  crowd 
the  church  1>ecomes  colossal ;  the  moving,  waving  swarm 
of  people  ^ves  it  the  aniniation  of  a  painting.  The 
Sght  streaming  in  from  the  dome  amidst  all  this  marble 
seems  to  be  a  shower  of  rays  of  dazzling  splendour. 
The  great  baldachino  sending  up  its  dajrk  spiral  columns 
amongst  clouds  of  incense,  the  vague  harmony  of  the  mnsie 
softened  by  distance,  the  magnificence  of  marbles  and  of 
decorations,  the  crowds  of  statues  apparently  moving  in  the 
shadowy  indistinctness,  the  assemblage  and  concord  of  so 
many  monumental    forms   and  grand    round  linesj  ail 
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contribute  to  render  it  a  f^te,  a  song  of  triumph  and  of 
rejoicing.  I  should  like  to  hear  the  Prayer  &om  Bossmi's 
Motse  sung  here  by  three  hundred  voices,  accompanied 
by  a  suitable  orchestra. 

The  Miserere  at  the  Sistine  chapeh — Myself  and  every 
other  man  standing  for  three  hours.  The  first  two  houn 
pass  and  many  ^  able  to  stand  no  longer^  withdraw.  Bodies 
are  jammed  together  as  if  in  a  vice.  Faces,  too,  are  so 
red  and  yellow  and  wrinkled  that  you  are  reminded  of 
the  damned  in  Michael  Angelo's  fresco.  Your  feet  and 
calves,  and  loins  all  seem  to  collapse.  Fortunate  are 
those  who  find  a  column  to  lean  against  I  Several  strive 
to  get  at  their  handkerchiefs  to  wipe  off  the  perspiration 
from  their  foreheads,  while  others  firuitlessly  try  to  raise 
their  hats.  You  can  see  nothing  but  a  forest  of  heads. 
The  crowd  push  against  the  door,  and  now  and  then  some 
official  bursts  through  painfuUy  making  his  way,  thanks 
to  the  shoulders  of  the  acolytes,  like  an  iron  wedge  pene- 
trating a  piece  of  wood.  Under  the  tribunes  at  the 
entrance,  in  a  sort  of  cage,  the  ladies  are  seated  on  their 
heels,  breathing  aromatic  vinegar.  Here  and  there  a 
Swiss  guard  in  white  plumes  and  fancy  costume  turns  his 
broad  feet  to  account  and  props  himself  up  on  his  halberd. 
Meanwhile  the  monotonous  drone  of  the  psalms  con- 
tinues. 

This  does  not  prevent  Michael  Angelo's  ffgures  from 
appearing  like  giants  and  heroes.  Oh,  if  I  could  only 
throw  myself  on  my  back  to  look  at  those  prophets  I 
What  valiant  trunks,  what  magnificent  primitive  bodies, 
those  of  Adam  and  Eve!  And  tiiat  terrible  figure  of 
Christ  tiie  judge  I  What  an  avenging  Apollo,  ifdxat 
a  sublime  Jupiter  the  Thunderer  1  With  what  an  air  of 
a  victorious  combatant  does  he  assail  the  figures  of  his 
falling  enemies.  Everything  here  is  derived  fix3fn  the 
antique.     When  Bramante   conceived  Si    Peter^a  he 
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borrowed   his   two  ideas   from   the  Pantheon  and  the 
Basilica  of  Constantine.     The  two  ages  meet. 

At  length  comes  the  Kyrie  and  then  the  Miserere* 
This  is  worth  all  the  pains  in  the  knees  and  loins  one 
suffers  in  order  to  hear  it  It  is  a  remarkably  strange 
production ;  there  are  prolonged  chords  in  it  which  seem 
false,  and  which  affect  the  ear  with  a  sensation  analogous 
to  that  of  an  acid  fruit  in  the  mouth.  There  is  no  pure 
melody  or  rhythmic  chant ;  it  consists  of  a  commingling 
and  conflict  of  tones,  long  strains,  and  vague  plaintive 
voices  resembling  those  of  an  .^Bolian  harp,  or  the  shrill 
lamentations  of  the  wind  through  trees  and  other  innumer- 
able mournful  and  sweet  sounds  of  nature.  Nothing  can 
be  grander  and  more  original;  the  nftiisical  age  which 
produced  such  a  mass  is  separated  from  ours  by  an 
immense  gul£  This  music  is  unlimited  in  its  tenderness 
and  resignation,  being  much  more  sad  than  any  modem 
production ;  it  issues  from  a  religious  and  delicate  soul ;  it 
might  have  been  written  in  some  convent  lost  in  the  depths 
of  a  solitude,  after  long  and  vague  reveries  amongst  the 
whisperings  and  sighings  of  the  wind  weeping  in  melodies 
around  the  rocks.  I  must  not  fail  to  hear  the  Miserere 
of  to-morrow.  One  is  by  Palestrina  and  the  other  by 
Allegri.  What  a  fund  of  strange  profound  sentiments  I 
Such, is  the  musio  of  the  Catholic  restoration  as  the 
new  spirit  developed  it  on  reconstructing  the  middle  ages. 

Thursday. — ^Yesterday  and  to-day  I  have  been  looking 
over  the  two  volumes  by  Baini  on  Palestrina.  He  was 
a  pious  man,  a  friend  of  St»  Philip  of  Neri,  the  son  of 
poor  parents,  poor  during  his  whole  life,  living  on  a 
pendon  of  sixand  afterwards  nine  crowns  »  month,  always 
in  want  of  money  to  publish  his  works,  unfortunate  and 
of  tender  feelings,  having  lost  three  sons  of  the  greatest 
promise  and  writing  his  lamentations  in  the  midst  of  a 
keen  and  pr:>longed  chagrin*    At  this  epoch,  under  him 
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and  Goudimel  his  master,  music,  half  a  century  after  tho 
other  arts,  issues  from  the  slough  of  the  middle  ages. 
The  sacred  chant  had  become  incrusted  with  scholastic 
rust,  and  overlain  with  every  kind  of  difficulty,  compli- 
cation, and  extravagance ;  the  notes  when  referring  to 
fields  and  herbage  being  green,  red  when  treating  of 
blood  and  sacrifices,  and  black  when  the  text  mentions 
death  and  the  grave,  each  party  singing  different  words, 
and  frequently  songs  of  a  worldly  type.  The  composer 
selected  a  gay  or  licentious  air — *  F Homme  armiy  or 
*  VAmi  Baudichauy  madame ' ;  and  with  this,  through  the 
many  subtleties  and  vagaries  of  counterpoint,  composed  a 
mass.  Pedantry  and  license,  the  mechanical  regimen  of 
the  middle  ages,  had  degraded  and  confused  the  mind  in 
music  as  in  literature,  and  produced  poets  m  the  fifteenth 
century  as  affected  and  insipid  as  its  musicians.*  The 
religious  sentiment  reappeared,  protestant  with  Luther 
and  catholic  with  the  Council  of  Trent.  Among  the 
protestants,  Ooudimel,  a  martyr  of  St.  Bartholemew,  gave 
the  music  of  the  heroic  hymns  of  the  stake  and  the 
battle-field ;  among  the  Catholics,  Palestrina,  invited  by 
the.  Pope,  gave  the  vague  and  vast  harmonies  of  the 
mystic  desolation  and  supplications  of  an  entire  people, 
infantile  and  melancholy,  prostrate  beneath  the  hand  of 
God. 

These  two  Miserere  are  above  and  perhaps  beyond  all 
music  to  which  I  ever  listened ;  previous  to  acquaintance 
with  these  one  could  only  imagine  such  sweetness  and 
melancholy,  such  strangeness  and  sublimity.  Three 
points  are  very  striking : — discords  abound  sometimes  so 
as  to  produce  Avhat  in  ears  like  ours,  accustomed  to  agree- 
able sensations,  we  call  false  votes;  —  the  parts  are 
multiplied  in  an  extraordinary  degree,  so  that  the  same 

*  See  Lydgtite,  Oc(deive(,  Hniwes  in  Englaad,  Brandt  in  Gentw&y,  Gharlci 
9f  Orleans,  and  the  poesy  of  Fxcissard  in  France. 
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chord  oontams  three  or  four  harmonies  and  two  or  three 
discords,  all  constantly  decomposed  and  recomposed  in  its 
various  portions ;  some  voice  at  every  instant  is  heard 
detaching  itself  through  its  own  theme^  the  aggregate  num* 
ber  being  so  well  distributed  that  the  harmony  seems  an 
effectof  chance,like  the  lowandintermittent  concert  of  rural 
harmonies ; —  the  continuous  tone  is  that  of  a  plaintivQ 
ecstatic  prayer,  ever  persistent,  or  unweaiiedly  recurring 
without  regard  to  symmetrical  chant  or  ordinary  rhythm ; 
an  indefatigable  aspiration  of  the  suffering  heart  which 
can  and  will  find  rest  only  in  God,  the  ever-renewed 
yearnings  of  captive  spirits  sinking  to  their  native  dust 
through  their  own  burden,  the  prolonged  sighs  of  an  in- 
finite number  of  loving,  tender,  unhappy  souls,  never 
discouraged  in  adoring  and  in  worshipping. 

The  spectacle  is  as  admirable  for  the  eye  as  for  the  ear. 
Tapers  are  extinguished  one  by  one,  the  vestibule  grows 
dark,  the  grand  figures  of  the  frescoes  move  obscurely  in 
shadow.  You  advance  a  few  paces,  and  stand  before  the 
Pauline  chapel,  radiant  like  the  paradise  of  angels,  with 
halos,  lights,  and  incense.  Story  upon  story  of  tapers 
ascend  above  the  altar  like  a  glorious  shrine,  while  lustres 
descend  expanding  their  gilded  arabesques,  their  fountains 
of  sparks,  their  glittering  splendour,  and  their  diamond 
plumes  like  the  mystic  birds  of  Dante.  Scales  of  jet  fiood 
the  sanctuary  with  flashing  brightness,  and  the  twining 
columns  wind  their  blue  spiral  shafts  up  among  the 
charming  forms  of  angels,  surrounded  by  rolling  clouds  of 
incense  and  an  atmosphere  of  exquisite  perfumes.  All 
the  dazzling  and  fairy-like  splendour  of  this  delicious  fete 
is  the  work  of  Bernini ;  his  Saint  Theresa  of  the  Chiesa 
della  Yittoria  contemplates  all  this  in  her  swoon,  and  it 
is  here  that  she  ought  to  be. 

Meanwhile,  in  St.  Peter's,  between  two  files  of  soldiery, 
you  see  a  procession  advancing  to  perform  the  ceremony 
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of  washing  the  feet.  First  come  the  monsiffnori,  with  their 
spirituelle  physiognomies,  then  the  cardinals  in  purple, 
with  red  hats  in  their  hands,  followed  by  their  acolytes, 
then  chanoines  dressed  in  bright  red,  and  finally  the 
twelve  apostles  in  blue,  wearing  a  singular  white  hat  and 
carrying  a  bouquet  in  their  hands.  Elsewhere  in  a  hospital 
are  Boman  ladies  in  black  robes,  and  in  the  white  aprons 
of  nuns  doing  the  same  servfce.  Here  three  or  four 
hundred  peasants  are  received  for  the  fete ;  ladies  of  the 
highest  rank,  princesses,  wash  their  feet,  clothe  them, 
feed  them,  and  put  them  to  bed.  This  furnishes  an  outlet 
for  the  violent  and  intermittent  desire  for  Christian 
emotion  and  humiliation. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

GOOD  FRI1>AT — THE  PAPACY  IN  ST.  PETEr's — THE  TOMBS  Of  THE 
FOPES— FASTER  SUNDAY — CEREMONY — THE  POPE — ^THE  AUDIENCE 
— ^PEASANTS — THE  PAST  AND  FUTURE  OP  ITALY. 

Good  Friday* — A  third  Miserere,  a  little  inferior  to  the 
preceding,  and,  again  to-day  the  Pauline  chapel  without 
its  illuminations,  is  ridiculous;  you  discover  that  the 
blue  columns  and  most  of  its  gilding  is  simply  deception. 
Michael  Angelo's  last  two  frescoes,  *  The  Crucifixion  of 
St.  Peter '  and  *  St.  Paul  stricken  to  the  ground  *  are  only 
technically  admirable. 

In  the  basilica  of  St.  Peter  a  cardinal  with  two  red  caps 
is  seated  five  steps  above  the  fioor,  on  a  carved  chair  of 
dark  wood  and  holding  in  his  hand  a  long  wand  with  which 
he  touches  the  skulls  of  kneeling  penitents :  the  touch 
gives  special  indulgences.  The  cardinal  is  sixty  years  of 
age,  big  and  dressed  in  purple,  and  his  gravity  is  admirable ; 
not  a  muscle  of  his  face  stirs;  he  might  be  taken 
for  a  majestic  hieratic  Bouddha.  From  time  to  time  a 
file  of  black  capuchins  pass,  and  one  stops  to  contemplate 
among  these  hooded  inquisitors  this  or  that  cardinal 
with  a  long  yellow  face  and  black  penetrating  eyes,  a 
sort  of  Ximenes  without  position.  The  crowd  around 
presses  here  and  there,  and  waves  like  the  billows: 
but  the  church  is  so  vast  that  conversations  and  the 
shuffling  effect  are  deadened  and  swallowed  up  in  one  vast 
murmur. 

This  visit  of  to-day  is  perhaps  one  of  my  last;  I  will 
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try  to  review  the  ensemble  of  the  edifice.  By  degrees 
the  eye  becomes  accustomed  to  it ;  you  take  the  work  for 
what  it  is^  such  as  its  founders  conceived  it ;  you  do  not 
regard  it  as  a  Christian  but  as  an  artist  It  is  no  longer 
a  churchy  Jbut  a  monument^  and  from  this  point  of  view 
is  assuredly  one  of  man's  masterpieces. 

The  Sistine  stairway  with  its  garlanded  arch  and  the 
long  development  of  its  descent  is  incomparably  noble 
and  well  proportioned.  St.  Peter's  is  similar  to  it>  ornate 
without  being  overcharged^  grand  without  enormity,  and 
majestic  without  being  overwhelming.  You  enjoy  the 
simple  rotundity  of  the  arches  and  cupola,  their  amplitude 
and  solidity,  their  richness  and  their  strength.  These 
gilded  compartments  that  border  the  great  vault,  those 
marble  angels  seated  on  its  curves,  that  superb  baldachino 
of  bronze  supported  by  its  spiral  columns,  those  pompous 
mausoleums  of  the  Popes,  form  altogether  a  unique 
combination ;  never  was  there  a  more  magnificent  pagan 
fete  offered  to  a  Christian  God. 

What  is  the  God  of  this  temple?  At  the  back  of  the 
apsis,  above  the  altar,  on  the  spot  ordinarily  appropriated 
to  the  Virgin  or  to  Christ,  is  the  chair  of  St.  Peter ;  it  is 
this  which  is  the  patron  and  sovereign  of  the  place^ 
Official  terms  complete  its  meaning ;  the  Pope  is  called 
His  Holiness^  The  Blessed  Father ;  they  appear  to  regard 
him  as  already  in  paradise. 

Almost  all  the  mausoleums  of  the  Popes  are  imposing, 
and  especially  that  of  Paul  III.  by  Delia  Porta.  Two 
figures  of  Virtues,  half-reclining  on  his  tomb,  display 
their  beautiful  forms  in  bold  attitudes ;  the  elder  dreams 
with  proud,  superb  gravity ;  the  younger  has  the  rich 
beauty,  the  sensual  and  spirituelle  head,  the  waving  tresses^ 
and  the  delicate  ear  of  the  Venetian  figures.  She  was 
once  almost  nude,  but  has  since  been  draped;  this 
passage  of  the  sculpture  of  nature  to  the  sculpture  of 
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decency  marks  the  change  which  separates  the  Renais- 
sance from  Jesuitism.* 

I  do  not  know  why  Stendhal  so  highly  praises  the 
mausoleum  of  Clement  III.  by  Canova ;  its  figures  are 
like  those  by  Girodet  or  Guerin,  insipid  or  attitudinising. 
In  this  respect,  recent  tombs  are  instructive.  The  more 
B  monument  approaches  our  time  the  more  do  its  statues 
assume  a  spiritualistic  and  pensive  expression ;  the  head 
usurps  all  the  attention ;  the  body  is  reduced,  veiled,  and 
becomes  accessory  and  insignificant. 

For  example,  consider  in  turn  the  tom¥  of  Benedict 
XIV.  who  died  in  the  last  century,  and  by  its  side  the 
mausoleums  of  Pius  VII.  and  Gregory  XVI ;  on  the 
former  are  seated  or  in  action  beautiful  female  figures, 
still  healthy  and  strong,  well  posed  and  animated;  on 
the  other  two  the  Virtues  consist  of  carefully  rasped, 
draped,  and  interesting  skeletons.  We  shall  finally  end 
in  no  longer  appreciating  form  or  substance,  but  simply 
spirit  and  expression. 

Easter  Sunday. — The  weather  has  changed  for  the 
Worse,  the  rain  falls  in  sudden  showers ;  but  the  crowd 
18  spread  all  over,  in  the  square,  on  the  staircases,  in 
the  porticoes,  engulphing  itself  with  a  prolonged  mur- 
mur in  the  immensity  of  the  basilica. 

In  this  human  ocean  the  slow  undulating  billows 
gradually  form  and  break ;  before  the  statue  of  St.  Peter 
Ae  flood  advances  and  recedes  under  the  reflux  of  pre- 
ceding waves.  Pushing  and  crowding  every  moment 
augments  or  decreases  the  disorderly  movement  of  this 
mass;  a  tumultuous  and  noisy  confusion  of  steps,  of 
rustling  robes,  and  of  words  rumbling  among  the  grand 
walls,  while  aloft,  above  this  agitation  and  murmur,  one 

*  Th«  complaints  of  a  celebrated  French  Catholic  hare  lately  led  to  • 
recrudescence  of  modesty ;  35000  francs  haT«  been  laid  out  in  sheet-iroB 
•liirtf  for  the  angels  and  saints. 
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perceives  the  peaceful  vaulted  spaces,  the  luminous  void  of 
the  domes  and  the  stories  of  borderings,  ornaments,  and 
statues  superposed  one  above  another  and  filling  the  wind« 
ing  abyss  of  the  cupola. 

In  this  sea  of  bodies  and  heads  a  double  djke  of  soldiers, 
chanters,  and  choir-boys  form  a  Ifed  in  which  flows  the 
solemn  and  pompous  retinue ;  first  are  the  garda  nohilcp 
red  and  black  and  wearing  casques;  then  red  chamberliuns  ; 
farther  on  prelates  in  purple,  then  masters  of  ceremonies 
in  pourpoints  and  black  mantles,  alter  these  the  cardinals, 
and  last  the  sovereign  pontiff  borne  by  acolytes  in  a  chair 
of  red  velvet  embroidered  with  gold,  wearing  a  long 
white  robe  worked  with  gold,  and  on  his  head  the 
triple  golden  tiara.  Fans  of  the  plumes  of  ostrichea 
wave  around  hinu  He  has  a  benevolent,  affectionate 
expression;  his  fine  pale  countenance  is  that  of  an  invalid ; 
you  think  with  regret  how  much  he  must  suffer  just  at 
this  moment  with  his  leg  wrapped  in  bandages.  The 
benediction  is  quietly  given  with  a  gentle  smile. 

The  soldiers  and  the  chanters  were  talking  gaily  an 
instant  before  his  passage;  a  moment  after  a  trumpet 
in  the  apsis  plays  an  operatic  air,  and  two  or  three  of  the 
soldiers  begin  to  hum,  keeping  time  in  harmony ;  but  the 
people,  the  peasants,  look  as  if  they  were  gazing  on  Grod 
the  Father.  You  ought  to  see  their  faces  and  those 
especially  around  the  statue  of  St.  Peter.  They  flock 
around  it  by  turns,  almost  stifling  themselves  in  order  to 
kiss  its  bronze  foot,  now  nearly  worn  away  ;  they  caress  it, 
pressing  their  brows  agtdnstit;  many  of  them  have  come 
on  foot  from  a  distance  of  ten  or  twelve  miles  ignorant  of 
where  they  are  to  pass  the  night.  Some,  rendered  drowsy 
by  the  change  of  air,  sleep  standing  against  a  pilaster, 
and  their  wives  push  them  with  their  elbows.  Several 
possess  the  Roman  heads  of  the  statues,  the  low  brow, 
angular  features,  hard   and   sombre   expression;   others 
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the  regular  Tisage^  ample  beard^  warm  glowing  colour, 
and  naturally  crisp  locks  Tisible  in  paintings  of  the 
Renaissance  epoch..  You  could  not  imagine  a  more 
vigorous  and  more  uncultivated  race.  They  wear  a 
strange  costume — old  sheep  or  goat  skin  mantles,  leather 
leggings,  blue  vests  a  hundred  times  soaked  with  rain, 
and  sandals  of  hide  as  in  primitive  times ;  the  odour  from 
all  this  is  insupportable.  Their  eyes  are  fixed  and  as 
brilliant  as  those  of  an  animal ;  still  more  brilliant  than 
these  and  more  wild  glow  those  of  the  women,  yellow  and 
sunken  through  fever.  They  resort  here  impelled  by  a 
vague  sentiment  of  fear  similar  to  that  of  the  ancient 
Latins,  in  order  not  to  provoke  an  unknown  and  dangerous 
power  that  might  visit  upon  them  at  will  a  pestilence  or 
tornado,  and  they  kiss  the  toe  of  the  statue  as  seriously 
as  an  Asiatic  bringing  a  tribute  to  a  pacha. 

The  reverberation  of  the  mass  is  heard  half  lost  in  the 
distiuice,  and  the  grand  forms  shrouded  in  incense  add 
their  nobleness  and  gravity  to  its  mysterious  harmony. 
"What  a  mighty  lord,  what  a  splendid  idol,  the  master  of  this 
church  is  to  these  peasants!  In  order  to  comprehend  the 
impression  which  all  this  splendour,  all  these  marbles  and 
gilding  make  on  their  minds,  think  of  their  smoky  hovels, 
their  desolate  campagna — of  their  rugged  fire-wracked 
mountains  and  black  lakes,  of  the  stifling  heat  of  their 
feverish  summers,  of  the  mute  uneasy  dreams  swarming 
ihrongh  the  brains  of  shepherds  during  lonely  hours  or 
when  night,  with  its  retinue  of  lugubrious  forms,  has 
weighed  them  down  upon  the  pliun !  A  lurid  sky  like  that 
of  yesterday,  afar  on  the  livid  plain,  and  the  gloomy 
vapour,  make  one  shudder.  The  implacable  midday  sun 
in  a  rocky  hollow  or  near  the  putre&ction  of  a  marsh, 
gives  one  a  vertigo.  We  know  by  the  ancient  Romans 
what  a  hold  superstition  had  on  man  among  these  stagnant 
poolSy  these  sulphurous  wastes,  these  shattered  mountains, 

AA 
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and  these  metallic  lakeB^  and  the  peasants  we  now  see 
have  no  healthier  or  more  cultiyated  or  more  collected 
minds  than  the  soldiers  of  Papirius.  . 

The  crowd  pass  out  and  await  the  Pope^  who  is  to  appeal 
on  the  grand  balcony  of  St  Peter's  and  bestow  the 
benediction.  The  rain  ipcreases^  and  as  far  as  the  eye 
can  see  on  the  pWica,  in  the  street,  and  oi|  the  tenacea, 
the  multitude  swarms  and  is  heaped  up, — cavaUy,  infantry, 
carriages,  pedestrians  uQder  umbi:eUas3  with  peadante 
dripping  nnder  their  sheepskin  coverings.  Thej  herd 
together  by  families^  gaze,  and  eat  their  lupine^;  that 
which  astonishes  them  the  most  is  the  uniforips  and 
the  long  columns  of  Freoich  troops.  Their  <diildren,  in 
sheepskins  and  clinging  to  the  pillars^  9eem  to  b^  a  troop 
of  wild  colts. 

The  balcony  remain^  empty ;  the  Pope  i^  too  ill  and 
unable  to  finish  the  ceremony.  The  crowd  disperses  in 
the  rain  and  in  the  mud.  As  the  people  say,  the  Pope  is 
decidedly  jettatore ;  we  have  this  b«ad  weather  because 
ho  could  only  accomplish  the  half  of  the  ceremony. 

Here,  after  fourteen  centuries  is  the  Jinah  of  Bonaii 
pomp,  for  it  is  veritably  the  ancient  Boman  empire  which 
here  lives  and  still  endures.  It  sun|c  into  the  earth 
under  the  heavy  blows  of  the  barbarian^,  but  with  the 
universal  rejuvenescence  it  reappeared  in  a  new  toxxx^ 
a  spiritual  and  no  longer  a  tem{K>ral  form.  The  entire 
history  of  Italy  is  contained  foreshortened,  in  a  single 
word — ^ithas  remained  too  Latin^  The  Heruli,  the  Ostro- 
goths, the  Lombards,  the  Franks  did.  not  plant  themselves 
well,  or  did  not  sufficieutly  dominate ;  she  was  not  German- 
ised like  the  rest  of  Kurop^,  she  found  herself  iu  the  tenth 
century  about  as  she  wa3  three  hundred  years  before 
Christ,  municipal  and  not  feudal,  ignorant  of  that  vassal 
fidelity  and  that  soldier's  l^onour  which  fashionedl  thegreAt 
§tates  and  peacjsfpl  opQunuuities  <^  modern  j^ee^  91^09* 
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dered  like  antique  cities  to  mutual  hatred^  to  intestine  com- 
motion,  to  republican  seditions,  to  loeal  tyrannies^  to  the 
right  of  force,  and  hence  to  the  reiga  of  prirate  violence, 
to  obUviooi  of  a  military  spirit^  amd  to  the  ways  of  the 
assassin.  When  a  central  power  threatened  to  establish 
Itself  the  Pope  stirred  up  the  municipal  forces  against  it ; 
Lombards,  Hohenstaufien  of  the  ubrtb,  Hohenstaufen  oi 
the  south,  he  destroyed  them  all ;  the  spiritusl  sovereign 
could  not  tolerate  a  great  hiy  monarch  by  his  side,  and  in 
order  to  remain  independent  he  prevented  the  nation  from 
organieing.  This  is  why  in  the  sixteendi  century  whilst, 
throughout  Europe,  society,  exjianded  and  transformed, 
modelled  and  raised  up  regular  monarchies  side  by  side 
with  each  other,  supported  by  the  courage  of  subjects,  and 
OTgasusing  governments  upheld  by  ths  practice  of  justice, 
Italy,  divided  into  petty  tyrannies  and  parcelled  into 
feeble  republics,  debased  in  its  morals  and  emasculated  in 
its  instincts,  found  itself  shut  up  within  the  narrow  bounds 
of  antique  civilisation  under  the  impotent  patronage  of  a 
spiritual  Caesar  who  had  prevented  her  union  without 
being  capable  of  protecting  her.  She  was  invaded, 
pillaged,  dismembered,  aiid  sold.  In  this  world  whoever  is 
feeble  becomes  the  prey  of  others  ;  he  who  to-day  neglects 
to  manufacture  rifled  cannon  and  ironclads  will  to-morrow 
be  protected  and  spared,  the  day  after,  a  stepping-stone  to 
tramp  over,  and  the  day  after  that  a  booty  to  be  consumed. 
If  Italy  for  three  centuries  subsided  into  decay  and 
servitude  it  is  because  she  did  not  repudiate  municipal 
and  Roman  traditions.  She  is  casting  them  off  at  tiiis 
moment ;  she  comprehends  that  in  order  to  maintain  herself 
erect  by  the  side  of  great  military  monarchies,  she  herself 
must  become  a  great  military  monarchy ;  that  the  old 
Latin  system  has  produced  and  prolonged  her  weakness ; 
that  in  the  world  as  it  now  is,  an  assemblage  of  petty 
States,  blessed  and  manoeuvred  by  a  cosmopolite  princci 
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belongs  to  its  powerful  neighbours  desirous  of  making  use 
of  it  or  of  taking  possession  of  it»  She  recognises  that 
the  two  prerogatives  which  constitute  her  pride  are  the 
two  sources  whence  flow  her  misery;  that  municipal 
independence  and  pontifical  sovereignty,  emancipative  in 
the  middle  ages,  &re  pernicious  in  modem  times ;  that  the 
institutions  which  prcftected  her  against  the  invaders  of 
the  thirteenth  century  delivered  her  over  to  the  invaders 
of  the  nineteenth ;  that  if  she  no  longer  desires  to  remain 
a  promenade  for  the  idle,  a  spectacle  for  the  curious,  a 
seminary  of  chanters,  a  salon  for  nfftsbes,  an  antichamber 
for  parasites,  she  must  become!  an  army  of  soldiers,  a 
corporation  of  manufacturers,  a  laboratory  for  savants,  and 
a  people  of  labourers.  In  this  transformation,  so  vast,  she 
finds  her  stimulus  in  the  souvenir  of  past  evils  and  in  the 
contagion  of  European  civilisation*  And  this  is  much :  10 
it  sufficient  ? 
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K.  B.  The  author  followed  no  particiilar  system  In  the  spelUnff  of  names^- 
eometimes  oelng  the  Italian,  flometimes  the  French,  sometimes  the  Latin.  They 
have  been  indexed  as  he  gave  them,  and  an  effort  haa  sometimes  been  made  to  fii^ 
militate  finding  them  by  cross-references. 

Where  the  term  ''  Saint"  is  part  of  the  name  of  a  locality  or  work  of  art,  the  name 
has  been  indexed  under  "  Saint ;"  or,  sometimes,  owing  to  the  flict  mentioned  in 
the  last  paragraph,  ander  "  <&(an,"  or  *'  Santa.'*'*  But  where  a  personal ''  Saint"  is 
alluded  to,  the  place  in  the  index  is  determined  by  the  personal  name. 

The  names  of  works  of  art  or  literature  are  included  between  inverted  commas ; 
0.  g.^  *Adone.*  These  are  not  only  indexed  independenUy,  bat  also  refexred  to  la 
order,  under  the  names  of  their  creators. 


A. 

About,  Edmond,  82S 

Academy  of  St.  Luke,  166 

Achillea,  Sarcophaguji  representing  his 
story,  112-18 

Addison,  944 

'Adone*  of  Harinl,  9B7 

'Adam  and  Eve,'  by  Domenichino.  280, 
250 ;  by  Michael  Angelo,  191 

Agrippa,  138 

Agrippina,  Statue  of,  60 

Ardobrandi,  Bertlno,  175 

Aldobrandlni,  207 

Alexander  VI.,  177, 185 

Alexander  the  Great,  122 

AUegri,  815 

Alfleri,ll 

Altar  in  the  Gem  of  St.  Ignatius,  Ml-2 

^Amphion  and  Zethes,*  58^ 

Amphitheatres,  one  at  Baise,  86;  Gen- 
eral remarks  on,  87;  at  Pompeii,  51; 
Circus  Maximns,  184 ;  Marcellus's,  186 ; 
(See  Colosseum.) 

Ancient  Civilization  —  Charactoristlca, 
47-^ ;  Controlling  Ideas,  founded  on 
Physical  Perfection  and  Municipal  As- 
sociation, 58 

Andrea  Doria,  Portrait  of,  by  Sebastian 
del  Piombo,  238 

•Andromeda '  by  Guido,  282 

*Antinou8,*  Statue  of  in  the  Capitol,  111 ; 
at  Villa  Albano,  201 

Antoniue's  Column,  17;  Statue,  60 

Antoine,  Marc,  154 

'Apollo  Belvedere,'  129 

'Apo«tles/  by  Bernini,  262-8 

Aracceli,  Church  of,  100 

Architecture— Effects  of  Good,  and  Blufl' 
trations,  14;  Two  Orders,  15;  Fres- 
coes, in  connection  with,  144 

Aretino,  146, 150 

Aristophanes,  106, 112, 124, 159 

Aristotle.  76 ;  Bust  of,  114 

Ariccia,  324 

Arpiuo,  Chevalier  d\  82,  96 

Art,  Christian  and  Pagan  compared,  56, 
97, 66 ;  Decline  of;  116 ;  MoUve  of  Ital- 


ian, 140 ;  Ancient  and  Modem  Require^ 

ments,  146-7;  Modem  in  Rome,  271; 

Taste  at  end  of  Sixteenth  Century,  296 ; 

Modem  Etherealisatlon.  851-68 
'Assumption,*  by  Guido,  269 
Augustme,  St,  9,  77 ;  his  Arm  sold,  254 
Augustus,  116, 188 

Aurellus  (Marcus),  Statues  of,  50, 110 
'Aurora,*  by  Guercino,  206;    by  Guido, 

206,282 
Avignon,  86. 


Bais.  &5,  86 

Balnl,  845 

'Bacchanals  *  by  Ginllo  Romano,  201 

Balba  Family,  Statue  of,  59 

'Baldaechino"  in  St.  Peters,  860 

Bandello.  Bishop,  177-8 

Baudhielli.  Baccio,  180-1 

Barbarian  kings,  statues  of,  110 

Barberini.  Piazza,  100 ;  Family  fitvored  by 
Urban  VIU.,  2U6;  feuds  with  the  Far- 
nese,  211 

Bartolomeo,  Fra,  165 

Basilica  of  Santa  Crose,  264 ;  of  Constan- 
tine,  18 

Bat^san  95 

Baths,  '(See  Caracalla,  Diocletian,  Pom 
peii.) 

'Battle  of  Constantlne,*  by  Raphael,  140-1 

Beggars  on  the  road  to  Kaples,  20 

Beethoven,  186 

Benedetto,  175 

Benedictines  of  Solesmes,  887-8 

Benedict  XIV.,  Tomb  of,  851 

'Benevolence,*  painted  by  Luca  Giorda- 
no, 96 

Bflrni   177— 8 

Bernini,  16,  256,  258,  261,  847 ;  Madonna, 
81;  St.  Theresa,  217:  Apostles,  262, 
263 ;  Pluto  bearing  off  Prooerplne,  205 

Bolognese,  148 ;  their  School  or  Art,  225 

Boniface  VIII.,  843 

Borgdn,  General,  63 

Borghese,  207 

Bor§ia,  Cssar,  147-^  171, 184-6;  Lucre- 
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tia,  180:  Her  Portrait,  by  Paul  Vcro- 

netie,  168-9 
Borromeo,  St.  Charles,  178 
Bourbons,  67-8 
Bramante,  15.  844-5, 155 
^Brazen  Serpent,*  by  Michael  Angelo,  193 
Bridge  of  St,  Anpelo,  16 
Brigand?,  65,  67-8. 
Bronconi  Conftatemlty,  180 
Bronzlno,  226 

Bro8»c8,  De,  qnoted,  312,  315 
Bansen,  889 
Barctaard,  148 

C. 

Caesar's  Palace,  117 :  Statue,  110 

Cafg  Greco,  90 

Cagnaccl,  'Lucretia  and  Bextas,*  168>0 

Talandra,'  la,  185 

*OaHtsto,'  by  Titian,  167-8 

Campa^a  of  Rome,  7 

Camuccini,  371 

^Canephora'  at  the  entrance  of  Bracclo 

Nnovo,  134 
.  Canova,  128,  .351 

Capitol  at  Borne,  106-10 

Capri,  41 

Capaa,  89 

Capachln  Convent,  349;  Sabterranean 
Chapel,  251 

Caracci.  327;  PMa,  336;  Christ,  226 

Caracalla,  Bast  of,  115 ;  Baths,  184-8 

Caravaggio,  83,  148,288;  'Entombment,' 
163 

^Cardinal,'  A,  by  Domenichlno,  301 

Cardinal^*,  284 

Cartoons  by  Raphael,  143 

Cartha»ian  Monastery,  63;  Convent  on 
Lake  Albano,  827^ :  Cloister,  253-4 

Caryatides  of  Hall  of  Heliodoms,  166-7 

Casanova,  31S-14 

Casa  Naova,  48 

Castellaraare,  39,  40 

Castiglione,  qaoicd,  171 

Castlu  of  St.  Angelo,  130 

Castel-Oandolfo,  327 

Cato  of  Utlca,  Bust  of,  114 

Cellini,  96,  146, 174.  178 

*Ceuci,'  by  Guido,  233 

Chapel,  near  Ban  Giovanni  In  Laterano, 
263-4 

^Cbartreose'  of  Naples,  9^ 

Chiaja,34 

ChijrU  Prince,  and  his  Villa,  834 

*Chrt8t,'  by  Correggio,  163 

Christianity  (impression  of)  In  Borne,  358 

Charches  of  Rome,  384-6,  387 

Cicero,  VilUoC,  396 

CigoU,861 

Circus  Maximue,  184 

Civilization;  (See  Education,  Politics, 
Religion,  Society.) 

Civita  Vecchia,  4 

Claudian  Aaueduct,  823 

Clement  VuL,  307 

Clement  XXL,  111 

Colosseum,  8-10;  Its  capacity,  9;  An- 
cient Shows  in,  9 ;  Cross  in  the  Arena, 
13:  View  ttom  Arcades  of,  12;  At 
Nigbt,19 

Colonna  and  Ortlni,  Fendi  of  *h6, 173 


K:!ommunion  of  St.  Jerome,*  by  Do- 
menichlno, 164 

Commodus,  Bust  of,  115 

Confession  and  Communion,  Trade  in, 
805 

*ConlIai?ratton  of  Borgo,'  by  Raphael,  144 

'Consecration  of  the  Church,'  96 

Corbalo,  Bust  of.  114 

Corresrgio,  148;  Picture  of  Christ,  168 

Corvica,  3 

Cosimo,  Piero  dJ,  180 

Cotton  cultivation,  72,  74 

Council  of  Trent,  240 

'Cmciflxion  of  St.  Peter,'  by  Mlcbad 
Angelo,  849 

D. 

*l>anae,'  by  Titian,  83 

Dante.  186, 188 

Death,  Aucleuts'  Idea  of,  58 

Decamps,  6:) 

Degeneracy  of  the  Sixteenth  Centnry. 
61-2 

Delacroix,  68. 162, 166 

'Delphica,'  1^  Michael  Angelo,  194 

Democracy,  Roots  of,  340 

Demosthenes,  Bust  of,  114 

*Descent  ttom  the  Cross.'  by  Ribera,  33-4 ; 
by  Raphael,  152;  by  Daniele  da  Volterw 
ra,  266 

Descent  of  I«a  Courtllle,  183 

Detken's  Book  Store,  77 

'Diana's  Chase,'  by  Domenichlno.  329-30 

Diocletian,  Baths  of,  188;  Library  at 
Baths,  252 

^Discobolus,'  130, 133-8 

»Doge,'  by  Titian,  163 

Domeuicnino— Communion  of  St.  Je- 
rome, 164:  Cardinal,  301;  *  Diana's 
Chaae,'  339-80;  Adam  and  Bve,  330; 
Eve,  231 ;  Triumph  of  Da%id,  381 ;  Su 
Francis,  350 ;  Martyrdom  of  St.  Sebas- 
tian, 353-3;  Four  Evangelists,  368; 
Judith,  394-^ ;  Frescoes  of  Grotio  Fer- 
rata.  277 

Donations  to  the  Pope,  316 

Dorocleides,  Inscription  in  honor  of,  188 

Doria,  Andre,  338 ;  Olympia,  iS^ ;  Palaoa, 
223-4 

Dracontioa,  quoted,  138 

Dress,  Influence  o^  on  Art,  118-14 

Duels  in  15:^7, 178 

'Dyiag  Gladiator,'  Statue  o^  111. 

E. 

Eaater  Sundav  In  St.  Peter's,  851 
Ecclesiastic  CK>vemment,  311 
Education— Newspapers  and  periodicals, 

66/76 ;  General  Features  in  Italy,  7S-8b ; 

in  Rome,  372-4 
^Entombment,'  by  Caravaggio,  163 
*£urythr«a,'  by  Michael  Angelo,  19 
Bste,  Alphonso  d',  184 
Este,  Hippolyte  d%  177 
Ewjullio,  Story  of,  318-19 
Etaog  de  Berrc,  3 
'Eve/  by  Domenichlno.  281 ;  by  Mlchair 

Angelo,  193 ;  by  Raphael,  106 
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'Bvdqae  d«  Li^ge*  by  Delacroix,  146 
*BzpaJ8ioD  of  Adam  and  Eve  ftrom  Para- 
dise/ by  Michael  Angolo,  199 
'Szeklel^'^by  MichAelAn^lo,  190 


Faenxa,  Princess  of,  ITS 

Fame^c  'Herculee,'  58,  188:   *BiiH,*  68; 

the  Pamilr  of  in  XVIL  Century,  »1 ; 

Palace.  218-2S0 
'Fann'  of  Praxiteles,  111 ;  other  'Faans/ 

lis 
Ferdinand,  King,  10 
Ferrora,  Dake  of,  176 
Ferrari,  ProfesBor,  T7 
Fertility  of  Soil  near  N-iples,  72 
F^tes— «t  the  Vatican,  177 ;  of  Lorenzo  di 

Medici,  180-» 
Fidence,  Acropolis  of,  908-4 
Finances,  74;  at  clo(«e  of  XYI.  Centnry, 

Flamioio,  981 

Flaubert,  107 

Fontaua,  861 

'Fornariua/  by  Baphael,  989 

Forbtor,  98 

Forti,  98 

'Fortune,*  by  Gdido,  160 

Forum,  184. 

*Four  BvaDselists,*  by  Domenichino,  968 

Frascati,  Wa]k.  to,  298 

Freedom  of  Speech,  77 

F^nelon  and  Homer,  197 

France,  Its  present  reputation  abroad, 
19;  in  time  of  Boaeuet,  &30-1 

French  Occupation  of  Rome,  eflbct  of,  808 

Frescoes  —  Chevalier  d'Arpino,  994-5; 
Famese  Palace,  100-69 :  Sistine  Chapel, 
180-05;  San  Andrea  della  Vallu,  968.; 

'  Vatican,  141 ;  Villa  Aldobrandinl,  994 

Funeral  Procession  of  Capuchins,  M9 


Oandic,  Bnke  of;  174-7 
Gantier,  107 
Garibaldi,  .*»,  66,  78 
Gen^ano,  395 

Ghetto  of  the  Jews,  918 

Glannone,  T7 

Gioberti,  75 

Giordano,  Luca,  39.  69-3,  05-6;  Truth,* 
06;  'Benevolenco,*  96 

Giraad*s  Comedy,  'L*AJo  nel  Imbaraz- 
n>,*988 

Girodet,  861 

Goethe,  56, 106, 188 

Qoldoni.  918 

Gonjtam,  Cardinal,  805 

ioadimel,  846 

Government,  obstructed  by  Slnecurlsts, 
60-71 ;  Characteristics  at  Rome,  279-S, 
987,  805 :  OppreD^ion  and  injustice, 
800-10 :  Characferistica  of  Temporal  in 
Ecclesiastic  haads,  811,  815;  (See  Pol- 
itics.) 

Goszi,  Cario,  918 

Gresoiy,  Pope  St.,  77 


Gregory  XV.,  908 
Grotto  Ferrata,  Abbey  of,  906-7 
Qaerciuo,  60,  906-7 ;  Magdalen,  60 ;  St 
Petrouia,  164-5 ;  Sibyl  Purvica,  165 ;  Au- 
rora, 206 ;  Horminia  meeting  Tancred, 
925-6 
Gu^rin,  Eugenic  de.  940;  Sculptor,  351 
'Guida  SpiritualV  of  Molinoa,  256 
Guido,  9l  207,  281 ;  Fortune,  166 ;  Rape 
of  Ariadne,  166;  Aurora,  906, 932 :  Mag- 
dalen, 221 ;  Madonna  adoring  the  In- 
fani  Jesus,  996 ;  Andromeda,  232 ;  Ceu- 
ci,233:  St.  Michael,  930 ;  Assumption, 
96». 


Hadrian.  Statue  of,  59 

Hegel,  75 

Heine,  901 

Herculanenm — see  Pompeii 

Herciilee  d'Este,  176-7 

^Hercules,*  Statue  in  bronze  gUt,  119 

^Hermiuia  and  Tancred,*  by  Gnerdno, 
225-6 

'Hippias*  (In  Plato),  59 

Homer,  107, 121, 195;  compared  with  F^- 
nelon,  197 

'Holy  FamUy*  by  Titian,  994 

'Horse,'  statue  of  in  Museo  Borbonico,  58 

Houses — of  Enmachia,  45 ;  of  MarcoM  Lu- 
cretius, 48;  of  Sallust,  46;  of  Corne- 
lius Hn&is,  48 ;  of  Diomed,  49 ;  of  Li  via, 
992 ;  commonplace  character  of  modem, 
80-1 

I. 

Ignatius  (St.),  SUtue  of,  949 

'HMese  di  Maria,'  318-810 

Imola,  Prince.of,  178 

Imperia,  159 

Impressibility  of  the  Southern  Mao,  940 

'Innocent  X.,^  by  Valasquez,  227 

iMhia,  87,  41 

Italian  Art.  the  NatiTe,  140 

Intellectual  Condition  of  the  Country. 

(See  Education,  Politics,  Religion,  SO' 

dety.) 

J. 

*Jeremlah,*  by  Michael  Angelo,  190 

Jesuits— College,  77 ;  Spirit.  988-9 ;  Char 
acteristics.  941 ;  Policy  of,  948-7 :  Pr» 
scriptlon  for  Bevoutness,  945-7 :  Bxer 
clta  Spiritualla,  246;  (See  Religion.) 

'Jonas,*  by  Michael  Angelo,  190 

Josepin,  69,  961 

'Judgment  of  Paris  *  by  Raphael,  164 

'Judith,*  by  Domenichino,  904-^ 

'Julia,*  Statue  of,  196 

Julius  IL,  141, 147, 1T7 

'Juno  Queen*  of  Villa  Lndovisi,  204 

'Juno,*  Statue  of.  Ill 

'Jupiter  Stator,*  Columns,  117. 


K. 


Eanute,  King,  964 
'Kyrie,*  846. 


360 


INDEX 


Labor,  Steto  of;  31S;  (See  Politics,  So- 
ciety.) 
Landriani,  101 
haadsctLpe  Art  in  Italj,  894 
LandHeer,  227 
Lanftanco.  93.  02,  228 
L^ls-lazoli  (laiigegt  piece  in  the  woild), 

'Laocodn,^  129-30 

*Larmoyear,'  by  Ary  Scheffer,  146 

*Laet  Jadgment,'  byMichael  Anj^ulo,  194-6 

Latin  Spirit  has  retarded  Italy,  364 

*L'Aje  nel  Imbarrazzo*  of  Oiraud,  288 

Lake  Albano,  827 

'La  Vergine,'  (a  weekly  publication,)  318 

Laws,  (See  Politice.) 

Legrain,  86 

Leu  X.,  134-6,  254;  Portrait  by  Raphael, 

59-60 
Leopardi,  78 
Liber,  St.,  254 

Library  of  Monte  Casino,  94 
Lfguori.  St.,  250 
Livia,  Houae  of,  292 
Llvv,  89 

Looj^ug  in  Rome,  99 
^Loggia^^  bv  Raphael,  156 
Lorraine,  Clande,  197 
Lottery  Offices,  267-8 
LoQis  XIV..  178 
Love  in  Italy  to-day,  80-2 ;  (See  Society 

and  Religion.) 
Lnca  Qior&Ao,  32 

*Lacretia  and  Seztna,^  by  Cagnacci,  168-9 
Liidovisi,  Cardinal,  206,  208 
Lvoahi  di  MonU,  208 
Lather  and  Calrin,  Protestantism  ol^  889 
'Lybia,'  by  Michael  Angelo,  190 


LysippQB,  120-1 
'Lysis'  of 


^ysis^  of  Plato,  128 
'Lysiatratos*  of  Aristopbanes,  124 


Hacaulay  on  Catholicism,  340 
Machiavelli,  portrait  of.  by  Bronzino,  236 
*Madonna^ — Coring  the  Inikut  Jesus,* 

OQido,  2S8;  'da  Foligno,'  by  Raphael, 

151, 164 
Madonna  Boxes,  74 

'Magdalen^— by  Oaercino,  60:  by  Tinto- 
retto, 165-6;  two  by  Gnido,  221;  by 

Titian,  225 
'Mandragora,*  La,  186 
Manhe^,  General,  68 
Manolhctaring  Interests  obatnicted  by 

ShMicurista,  69-71 
Marcellas'  Theatre,  185 
'Mare  an  Soleil,'  by  Decamps,  146 
Manni,  258 
'Marriage  of  Alexander  and  Boxanna,* 

by  Raphael,  148, 154 
Marseilles.  1 

'Mars'  of  VUIa  Lndovisi,  204 
'Martyrdom  of  St.  Sebastian,*  by  Dome- 

nichino,  252-8 
^Massacre  of  the  Innocents,*  by  Raphael, 

148 


Maosolenms  of  the  Popes  in  St.  Peter*^ 
860-1 

'Maadlt,'Le,76 

Mechanics  of  the  Romagna,  806 

Medici,  Julian  de,  171 

'Meleager,'  127-8 

'Menexenes*  of  Plato,  128 

Mengs.  Parnassus,  201 

*MerCary  Belvedere,*  128-9;  of  Lndovlat 
VilU,  304-6 

Messalina,  Bust  of,  115 

Michael  Angelo,  16,  96,  ISO,  170, 186-196, 
218,  352-9:  Moses,  106-6 ;  Jeremiah, 
Ezekiel,  Persica,  Jonas,  Lybia,  Ery- 
thnea,  190 ;  Deliverance  of  Israel,  Mui*- 
der  of  Haspbemes,  Haman,  Adam 
and  Eve,  191 ;  Brazen  Serpent,  Eve, 
192 ;  Expulsion  of  Adam  ana  Eve  ftom 
Paradise  192-8:  Twenty  Tontha,  19S; 
Delphica,  194:  Last  Judgment,  104-6; 
Figures  in  Sistine  Chapel,  844;  Cmd- 
flxion  of  St  Peter,  St.  Paul  atrickeoi 
to  the  Ground,  849 

Miserere,  345 ;  those  of  Palestrina  and  Al- 
legri,  846-7 

'Mistresses*  of  Titian,  221,  294-6      * 

Modem  Art  in  Rome,  271 

'Modesty,'  by  da  Vinci,  231 

Molinos,  256-7 

Montaigne,  292 

Monte  Casino,  91-7;  Library,  Monks,  94; 
Church,  Altar,  Oi^gan,  96 

Monte  Cavi,  827 

Monks,  Number  of,  in  Rome,  2fi0;  Occu- 
pation of,  249-60;  (See  Religion.) 

Monuments  of  Rome  and  Paria  com- 
pared. 202 

'Moses,'  by  Michael  Angelo,  106-6 

Mozart  158. 162 

'Multiplication  of  the  Loaves  and  PIshea,* 
by  Bassan,  95 

Municipal  Spirit  stimulated  by  Papacy, 
856 :  (See  Politics.) 

Murrillo,  St  Catherine,  168 

Mus^e  Campana,  59 

Mueeo  Barbonico,  68 
"     Pio  aementino,  126 

Masset,  201 

Mustapha,  101. 

N. 

Naples— Climate,  22-8;  Beau^,S8-4;  A 
Greek  Colony.  24;  Streets,  26;  People, 
25-8;  Disorder  Compared  to  London, 
25;  Spanish  Dominion,  36-6;  Monks, 
96;  Abb^s,  26;  Statues  of  the  Virgin, 
Christ,  and  Saints,  26;  Churahea  and 
Religious  Sentiment,  28;  Architects 
and  Painters.  28;  Incongmooa  CiviU- 
zation,  60;  The  'Naples  Psyche,*  t»; 
National  Guard,  71-9;  Garrioon,  Til 
Fertility  of  Soil,  73;  Cotton  Cultiva- 
tion,  72-4;  Schools,  77;  Intellectuid 
and  other  Traits,  75-6, 88^ 

Napoleon,  380 

Narcissus,  Statuette  (torn  FompeiL  54 

Nardi,  Jacopo,  180 

Nomi,  Lake,  326 

Nero,  Bust  of,  116 

Night  hi  Rome,  17-19 
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Kieht  at  Sea,  3^ 
Nile,  SUtaeofthe,  1S8 
NewBpapera,  66 

Olympla,  212 

Olympiad.  122 

Olympic  Gamea,  67 

Oppreaelon  and  Injnstice  of  GoTernment, 

aoi»-10;  (SeeP^tica.) 
OTaiiil,282 
Orerbedc,  188 

P. 

Paganism  In  Catholicism,  27 

Pointing,  Italian,  Cootrasted  with  Greek 

Scalptare.  229 
Palazzo  del  ConBorvatori,  110 

Paleatrina.  346-6 

Palm  Sunday  In  St  Peter's,  342-4 

Palma,  11  Vecchio,  167 

'Panebianoo/  Cardinal,  101 

Pantheon,  132-4 

Papacy.    (See  Politics,  also  Religion.) 

Parts  Monuments,  202 

Parmeglano,  61 

^Pamarsus  *  by  Mengs,  201 

Passport,  the  Pope's,  271 

Paam.,  186 

Paul  ni.-Portralt  by  Titian,  61;  CeUl- 
nrs  Account  of,  177 

Paul  IV.,  264 

Paul  v.,  307, 261 

Pauline  Chapel  niamlnated,  347 ;  By  Day, 
348 

Pauslllippo,  34,  86 

Peasants,  High  Spirit  of,  71-2 

Periodicals  and  Papers,  76 

Perotto,  178 

*Pemeus,'  by  Canova,  128 

'Persica,^  by  Michael  Angelo,  100 

Perugino,  1, 149, 161-2 

Philosophical  Taste  of  Neapolitans,  76-6 

'Philip  IL,*  painted  by  Titian,  61 

Piazza  Navona,  Fountain  of,  17-18 

Piazzo  del  Popolo,  202 

medmoDtese,  Advent  of,  806-6 

Piranesi,  17,  96 

P\ear«9C0  Novels,  212 

*Pleta,*  by  Annibale  Carracci.  226 

Piombo,  Sebastian  del— 'Andrea  Doria,* 
226 :  'Scourging,'  209 ;  'Visitaaon,'  238 

Pins  y^  264 

Plus  VII.,  811 

Pins  IX..  Character  of  his  Supporters, 
9HM;  Retrogressive,  811;  Per- 
sonal Appearance,  862;  (See  Poli- 
tics, Religion.) 

Plague,  the,  62 

Plato,  66, 133, 128 

*Plnto  bearing  off  Proserpine,*  by  Ber- 
nini, 206 

Politics— General  state  of,  in  Italy,  66-86 ; 
Newspapers,  65;  Italian  and  French 
Revolution  compared,  69 ;  Sinecurists, 
69-71;  Peasantry  acquiring  property 
and  going  to  work,  72:  Finances,  74; 
Epochs  ofltaly,  166 ;  Labor,  212 ;  Pope's 
passport,  271;  PneiUo^  272;  Govem- 


.  ment  has  crushed  patriotism  in  Rome, 
278^;  'Italy  or  the  Pope?'  804-5; 
Government  uncertain  and  partial, 
805;  Itallau  love  of  politico,  806; 
French  occupation  of  Rome.  808 ;  Po- 
litical oppression,  309-10;  Taxation, 
813-18;  Inliuence  of  Relifljion,  839-40; 
Latin  municipal  spirit,  854 ;  Eesentials 
of  Italian  progress,  866 ;  (See  Garibaldi, 
also  Victor  Enianuel.) 

Pompeii,  45 ;  Temples  of  Justice,  46 ;  Ve- 
nus, 45;  Mercurv.  45:  Neptune,  45; 
House  of  Eumachia,  45;  Forum,  45; 
Curia,  46 ;  Streets,  47 ;  Houses,  48,  40, 
60 ;  Theatre,  61 ;  Amphitheatre,  61 ; 
Bathe,  61 ;  Street  of  Tombs,  53 ;  Sub- 
jects of  Pictures  and  Statuettes,  58, 64 ; 
Religion,  67 ;  Excavations,  78 

Pompeio,  176 

Pompey  the  Great,  Bust  of^  114 

Ponte  tfolle,  290-2 
"     San  Sisto,  159 

Pontormo,  180 

'Pope,'  painted  by  Sebastian  del  Piombo, 
61 

Popes,  Interesting  Remarks  on  those  of 
Sixteenth  Century.  254:  (See  Educa- 
tion, Politics,  Religion,  Society.) 

Porta,  Jacques  della,237;  Fra  GugllehBO 
della,  860 

Porphyry,  885 

Porta  Pla,  261 

Porta  Prima,  Excavati<m8  at,  292-8 

Porticos,  29 

Poussin,  197 ;  Landscapes,  222 

Pozzuoli,  84-6 

'Presentation  of  Christ  at  the  Temple,' 
by  Fra  Bartolomeo,  165 

Preti,  62 

Proclns,  835 

Primaticclo,  60 

Provence,  1 

'Prodigal  Son'  in  Vatican  Museum,  168 

ProgreM  of  Italy.    (See  Politics.) 

'Psyche'  at  Naples,  59 

'Pulpit  of  St.  cTudnle,'  24^-8 


Quirinal  Palace,  106;  Gardens,  268-0 


'Rape  of  Ariadne  *  by  Guido.  166 

'Rape  of  Europe,^  by  Paul  Veronese,  116, 

117 
Raphael,  140-64 ;  Portraita  by,  69, 60 ;  Bat- 
tle of  Constantlne,  140-1 ;  Loggia,  141- 
66 ;  Four  Stanze,  141 ;  Transfiguration, 
142-8 ;  Massacre  of  the  Innocents,  148 ; 
Cartoons,  148-4;  Conflagration  of  Bor- 
go,  144:  Parnassus,  144-5;  Deliver- 
ance of  St.  Peter,  146;  Madonna  de 
Foligno,  161,  164;  Descent  ftt>m  the 
Cross,  162;  Marriage  of  Alexander 
and  Rioxanna,  158;  Judgment  of  Paria, 
154;  Sibyls,  156-«;  Eve,  166;  Carya- 
tldee  of  the  Hall  of  Helrodoms,  166-7 ; 
School  of  Athena,  167-^;  Frescoes  In 
Famese  Palace,  160-162;  Venus  r» 
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ceivlne  the  Vase,  160-1 ;  Ppyche  borne 
through  the  air  by  Caplds,  Venu«  en* 
treating  Jupiter,  161;  Oalatea,  161-3; 
Fresco  in  Academy  of  St.  Lake.  166 : 
Violin-player,  230 ;  Portraits  attributed 
to  him,  2»J-7 ;  two  Portraits,  827;  For- 
narina.  283 ;  Snonatore,  267 

RefU^,  Places  of,  210 

Religion— Italian  compared  with  French, 
11 ;  In  Naples,  96-8;  Pagan  element  In 
Catholicism.  27;  General  Features  in 
Italy,  74-1) ;  Jeeuits,  298-16  (See  title  in 
index) ;  Ecclesiastics  in  Rome,  249-50; 
In  city  of  Rome,  252,  266;  Guida  Spi- 
ritwUl  of  Molinos,  256 ;  Influence  of 
Church  in  private  affairs,  278-6 ;  Super- 
stliions  and  Cerepionies,  816-28;  Ec- 
clesiastical Gtovernment,  829-40;  Pro- 
testantism of  Luther  and  Calvin,  389 : 
Macaulay  on  Catholicism,  840;  (See 
Romanism.) 

Renaissance,  Manners  and  Customs  of 
the,  .172-8 

Renan,  76,  822 

Revolution,  ItaJlan  compared  with 
French,69 

lUbera— 'Descent  from  the  Cross,*  82^ ; 
Hilenus,  60 

Rinaldi,  Count.  214 

^Rivals'  of  Plato,  121 

*Rlver  (Sod,'  Statue  of.  111 

Rocca  di  Papa,  827 

Romano,  Giulio,  159 ;  'Battle  of  Constan- 
tine,'  141 ;  'Bacchanals.'  201 

Romanism  in  Spain  and  Italy,  256; 
Catholicism  and  the  Pope,  329-88; 
Dead  Forces,  333-6;  Active  Forces, 
886-40:  Future  of,  830;  Macauiay  on, 
840;  (See  Politics,  Religion.) 

Rome — Ancient  Characterized,  9-10  : 
Modern  Characterized^  10(Hi  •  Present 
Incongruities},  13;  Ancient  and  Modem 
contrastnd,  239 ;  Number  of  Churches, 
266;  Sqnalidlty,  269-70:  Pret^ent  State 
^of  Art,  271 ;  Prwetto,  272 ;  Schools  and 
Professors,  Government  troubles  Stu- 
dious Men,  273;  Qovemm^it  Influ- 
ence on  People,  273-4;  Alms  of  the 
Government,  275 ;  Poverty  of  the  Peo- 

gle,  275-7 :  Social  (Xiaracteristica,  275- 
1;  Use  of  Patrons,  281:  Aristocracy, 
283:  Lack  of  Society,  2d4-6;  Occupa- 
tion of  Women,  285 ;  Occupation  and 
Interests  of  Men,  285-6;  Agriculture, 
286 ;  Social  DiotinotionB,  286-7;  Scarci- 
ty of  Labor,  Government  Interference 
in  Private  AtRtirs,  287 ;  Taste  for  Equal- 
ity,   204:   Peasantry,   298-304:   Indul- 
Knce  of  Government,  305;  Need  of 
inded  Proprietorship,  806-7 
Rospigliosi  Palace,  Ceiling  of,  232 
Rosso,  174 
Rubens,  106-7. 


S. 


*Sacred  and  Protene  Lore,'  by  Titian,  228 
*Sacrlflce  of  Abraham,*  by  Titian,  225 
*St.  Agnes,'  by  Titian,  225 
*»t.  Catharine,'  by  Hnrlllo,  168 
mt.  Oomo,'  Choich  ot,  117 


^t.  Francis,'  by  Domenichino,  960 

St.  Gtermano  (town),  92 

'St  Michael,' by  Goldo,  2S0 

'St.  Paul  Stricken  to  the  Ground,*  by  MiJ 
chael  Angelo,  849  i 

'St.  Petronia,'  by  Guercino,  164-6  ! 

St.  Peter's,  18-17 ;  Lonvre  and  Place  da 
la  Concorde  compared  with,  14 ;  Bflbct 
of  Facade  on  the  Dome,  14 ;  FanlCa  of 
Facade,  14 ;  Impression  of  Interior,  14 ; 
Composition  of,  15 ;  Character  of  Build- 
ern  and  Statues  of  Interior,  16 ;  sam- 
ming  up,  1(>-17 ;  Mausoleums.  850-851 ; 
Stairway,  350 ;  Baldacchino,  350 ;  View 
from  Steps  in  Holy  Week,  341-^342 ;  Ba- 
silica on  Good  FridMT,  849 

'St.  Theresa'  of  theCUesadella  Vlttoria, 
by  Bernini,  847 

Salvator,  172 

Samnites,  00 

San  Andrea  della  Valle,  268 

San  Carlo,  85-6 

San  Carlino,  86-7 

San  Clemente,  209 

San  Francesco  a  Ripa,  200 

San  Gallo,  218 

San  Giovanni  in  Laterano,  96S,  963, 966, 
266;  Torlonia  Chapel,  268;  Clement 
XIII.  Chapel,  268;  Grand  Altar,  968 

San  Giovanni  Piazza,  328<324 

San  Gennaro,  28 

San  Martino— Ascent  to  OonTeot  of;  98- 
29 ;  Convent  of,  29-38 ;  Church  of,  81- 
82;  Pictures  on  Ceiling  of  Chorch  oC 
32 

San  Pietro  in  Vinculo,  106 ;  San  Pietro  In 
Montorio,260 

San  Blsto,  CardinaLlSO 

SanU  Maria  della  Pietra,  27 ;  Statne  of 
Modestv,  27;  Dead  Christ,  27;  Sensa- 
tional (Character  of  its  Sculpture,  27 

Santa  Chiara,  27 

Santa  Fede,  28 

Santa  Franceses,  117 

Santa  Maria  degll  Angeli,  259 

Santa  Maria  Maggiore,  7,  961,  969 

Santa  Maria  delSi  Pace,  154, 165,  94&-9 

Santa  Maria  in  Trastevere,  968-0 

Santa  Maria  Sopra  Minerva,  266 

Santa  Temista  del  Monte,  266 

Sarcophagus  representing  Stonr  of  Aehll* 
les.  112-13 

Sarto  (Andrea  del)  Madonnas  and  Ve> 
nuseis,  228 

'Satyr'  (Statuette  tieom  Pompeii),  64 

Savonarola,  180 

SavorelU,  VittorU,  985 

Scheffer's  'Larmoyeur,'  146 

8chldone,62 

'School  of  Athens,'  by  Raphael,  167-8 

Schleiermacher,  889 

Schools,  District,  77:  (See  BdueatioiL) 

Sciarra  Palace,  220.  229 

Scipio  Africanus.  Bust  of,  114 

Scipioa,  Tomb  o^,  196-7 

'Scourging,'  by  Sebastian  del  Plombo,969 

Sculpture,  Why  it  is  the  Greek  Art  JM-6; 
Greek,  contrasted  with  Italian  Pdnw 
lng,999 

*Senaca,'  Statne  of,  69 

'Septizonlnm'  of  Septimni  SeTeroSk  WA 

Senq^ia,  Temple  oi;  86 
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'Sextas  EraplriciiB  *  Statue  of,  60 

Sforza,  Dnke  ofMikn,  179-80 

Shakefipeare,  186 

*SibylV  by  Raphael,  168-6 

*Sibyl  Pen*ica,*  by  Querclno,  1G6 

Signorelll,  Luca,  94 

Sistine  Chapel,  Mass  at,  103-8 

*Snenu8  '  by  Ribera,  60 

Sbcius  v.,  a07,  254-5,  261 

Smui^glixig  of  Books,  78 

Socieiy— Reqairementa  of,  11;  Italian 
Traits,  11-12 ;  In  Rome,  146-7,  172-8, 
275-87 ;  Representative  Fignre  of  Mod- 
cm  Society,  184;  Representative  Fig- 
Dres  of  Seventeenth  Centonr,  184, 197 ; 
Roman  Aristocracy,  207;  Roman  No- 
ble, 210, 211 ;  Moral  Decadence  of  the 
Seventeenth  Century,  218:  Ouldo*H 
Time,  282-8 

Socrates  quoted,  47, 119-90 

Soliroene,  S2 

Sophocles,  57 

Sorrento,  40 

Spadaro,  Micco,  61-3 

Spanish  Color,  in  painting,  168 

Spaveuta,  76 

Spencer,  168 

Stame,,  Raphaers  four  celebrated,  141 

Stendhal,  5, 11, 128,  279,  815 

8trai*bonix  Cathedral,  234-5 

^nonatore*  of  Raphael,  267 

Swiss  Guard,  101-2,  842 


T. 

Tamlsfut,  160 

Taxation,  812-18 ;  (See  PoUticB.) 

Temples,  of  Venus,  117 ;  also  see  Pompeii 

Terence,  Bust  of,  114-116 

Theatre ;  see  Amphitheatre 

Theresa  (St.),  819 

Theophrastns,  Bust  of,  114 

Three  Ages  of  Man,'  by  Titian,  226 

*Three  Graces,'  by  Titian,  239 

Tiber.  270 

Tibaldo,  Portrait  of  by  Raphael,  69 

Tiberius,  SUtne  of,  69 :  Bust  of,  116 

TiUan,  167;  'Philip  II.,' 61 ;  'Paul  IH.,' 
61 ;  Danaj,  68 ;  Callisto,  167-168 ;  'Van- 
ity,' 168 ;  Mistress,  221 ;  Holy  Family, 
234 :  Mistresses,  two,  224-225 ;  'Magda- 
len,^ 225 ;  Sacrifice  of  Abraham,  226 : 
St.  Agnes,  226 ;  'Three  Ages  of  Man,^ 
225 ;  'Sacred  and  Pro&ne  Love,'  228 ; 
Three  Graces,'  229 

Titns,  Statue  of,  69 

Tintoretto's  Magdalen,  166-6 

ToUa*  of  Edmond  About,  288 

Tomb  of  the  Scipios,  136-7 ;  also  see 

.  Mausoleum 

Torre  del  Greco,  88-9 

Torso'  in  the  Vatican,  197-3 


Tostl,  Father,  04,  882, 888 

Toulon.  86 

'Transflguration'  by  Raphael,  142-8 

Trajan,  Bust  of,  115 

Triumph  of  Camilla  (a  renaissance  fSte)  j 

of  Death  (a  renaissance  fSte),  180 
'Triumph  of  David,'  by  Domenlchino,  231 
Trinitik  del  Monte  Convent.  104 
'Truth,'  painted  by  Luca  Giordano,  96 
Trivulrlo,  173 

T. 

'Vanity,'  by  Titian,  168 ;  by  da  Vind, 

221-2 
VanvlteUl.  253 
Valentinois,  Duke,  173-4 
Valery,  98 

Vatican,  108-9, 119, 130 
Vasari,  28.  148, 162, 175 
'Venus  Callipygls,'  69, 138 
Vera,  75 
Veronese,  116, 168— Rape  of  Bnropa,  116- 

17 :  'Lucrezia  Borgia,'  236 
Vespasian,  Bust  o^  115 
Vesuvius,  38 
Vico,  75 

Victor  Emmanuel,  86,  66,  71,  77,  287 
Vignolles,  218,  237 
Vinci.    Leonardo  da,   296— Virgin    and 

Child,  60;   'Modesty,'  231;  Canity,' 

221-2 
Villas— Reale,  23;  Mandragone,  20,  43; 

Albani,  196-301;  Borghdse.  302-3;  Lu- 

dovisi,  204-7 ;  of  Pope  Julius  HL,  288- 

90;  Aldobrandini.  294 
'Violin -player,'  by  Raphael,  230 
'Visitotiou,'  by  Sebastian  del  Piombo,  238 
Voltaire,  76 

Volterra,  Daniele  de,  266 
VoltuiBO,  89. 

W. 

Washing  of  Feet  in  St.  Peter's,  847-8 

Wealth  of  Roman  Clergy,  306-7 

Well  of  Santa  Pudentiana,  363 

Winkelmann.  201 

Women— Of  Rome,  13 :  of  Capua,  91 ;  ia 

Modem  and  Antique  Cof^tumes,  125-6 ; 

Occupation  in  Rome,  385;    (See  So* 

ciety.) 
'Wrestlera,'  by  Canova,  188. 


Xenophon,  128. 
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z. 


Znccheri,  Liyea  of  the  two, 
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PERUGIA  AND  ASSISL 


CHAPTER  L 

WBOU   BOMB    TO  FEKUGIA.— THE  ROMAN   CAMPAGNA.— THE  AFKS- 

NINSS.— SCENBRY. 

I  LEFT  Borne  at  five  o'clock  in  the  eyening ;  I  had 
not  jet  seen  this  portion  of  the  Campagna,  and  I  will 
never  see  it  again  for  my  o\vn  pleasure. 

Always  the  same  impression — ^that  of  an  abandoned 
cemetery.  Long  monotonous  hillocks  succeed  each  other 
in  interminable  rows,  like  those  seen  on  a  battle-field 
when  the  great  trenches  are  covered  over  in  which  the 
dead  lie  heaped  Not  a  tree,  not  a  stream,  not  a  hut. 
In  two  hours  I  saw  but  one  round  cabin,  with  a  pointed 
roof,  like  those  found  amongst  the  savages.  Even 
ruins  are  wanting.  On  this  side  there  are  no  aque- 
ducts. At  long  intervals  we  encounter  an  ox-cart ; 
every  quarter  of  a  league  the  sombre  foliage  of  a 
stunted  evergreen  bristles  up  by  the  roadside,  the 
sole  living  object,  a  forlorn  straggler  lost  in  the  soli- 
tude. The  only  trace  of  man  is  the  fences  bordering 
the  highway  and  traversing,  far  and  wide,  the  undu- 
lating verdure,  in  order  to  confine  the  flocks  during  the 
season  of  pasturage.    At  present,  however,  all  is  barren, 
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and  the  sky  expands  its  divine  cupola  over  the  fonereal 
waste  with  mournful,  ironic  serenity.  The  sun  declines, 
and  ike  fading  azure,  growing  more  limpid,  tinges  its 
crystal  with  an  imperceptible  hue  of  emerald.  No 
words  can  express  this  contrast  between  the  eternal 
beauty  of  the  sky  and  the  irremediable  desolation  of 
the  soil.  Virgil,  in  the  midst  of  Roman  pomp,  already 
first  indicated  the*  meroifal  contemplation  of  the  gods, 
who,  under  Jupiter's  roof,  looked  down  amazed  upon 
man's  miseries  and  strifes.* 

•I  cannot  rid  my  mind  of  the  impression  that  here  is 
the  sepulchre  of  Bome,  and  of  all  the  nations  she  de- 
stroyed— Italians,  Carthaginians,  Qaute,  Spaniards, 
Greeks,  Asiatics,  barbarian  populations  and  enlight- 
ened cities.  All  antiquity,  indiscriminately,  lies  buried 
here  under  the  monstrous  city  which  devoured  them, 
and  which  died  of  its  surfeit.  Every  v«rdant  undula- 
tion  of  the  soU  is,  as  it  were,  the  grave  of  a  distinct 
nation. 

Daylight  is  gone.  In  the  moonless  night,  the  mis- 
erable post-houses,  with  their  smoking  lamps,  appear 
suddenly,  like  the  dwellings  of  the  watchers  of  the 
dead.  Heavy  stone  walls,  begrimed  arcades,  shadowy 
depths  with  lank  forms  of  horses  vaguely  discernible 
in  them,  strange,  bronzed,  sallow  visages  circulating 
around  the  harness  and  clanking  chains,  their  gleam- 
ing eyes  lit  up  with  fever — all  this  fantastic  disorder 
and  grimacing  in  the  midst  of  the  darkness  and  chilly 
dampness  falling  around  it  like  a  pall,  imparts  to  the 
nerves  and  heart  a  long  sentiment  of  horror.  The 
ghastly  vision  is  completed  by  a  lugubrious  postilion, 
who,  in  an  old  tattered  cap,  eternally  jumps  about  in 
the  ydlow  light.  The  rays  from  the  lantern  fall  on  his 
back  with  a  spectral  tint    He  is  constantiy  writhing 


*  "  Di  Jovifl  in  tectte  irain  mira&tur  inaaem 
Amborum  et  tantOB  ]iiortali1)us  ease  Ia))Of«fl." 
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and  twisting  aronnd  in  order  to  beat  his  nags,  and  yon 
can  see  the  fixed  leer,  the  mechanical  contraction  of  his 
meagre  jaws. 

On  awakening,  at  early  dawn,  a  river  appears  me- 
andering beneath  its  morning  exhalations;  then 
rayines  and  bald  slopes  confasedly  intermingled  and 
riven  by  innumerable  fissures,  with  courses  of  whi- 
tened stones  rolled  down  into  the  hollows  and  on  the 
declivities  and,  in  the  distance,  lofty,  dark,  striated 
mountains.  The  frontier  is  passed,  and  the  Apen- 
nines commence.  A  bright  sun  illumines  the  sharp 
crags  of  their  summits;  the  lungs  breathes  healthy 
atmosphere ;  the  land  of  pestilence  is  left  behind.  We 
have  now  come  to  a  meagre  soil,  but  one  favorable  to 
« existence;  the  country  has  a  rigorous  aspect,  with 
grand  and  striking  features,  serving  to  stamp  on  the 
minds  of  its  children  noble  and  definite  images  without 
the  body  becoming  sensualized  by  a  too  gross  and 
abundant  nourishment.  Heaths,  barren  rocks,  with 
here  and  there  a  strip  of  rich  aromatic  pasturage,  some 
stony  fields,  and  olives  everywhere — ^you  might  imagine 
yourself  in  Provence.  Everything,  even  these  pale 
olive-trees,  adds  to  the  austerity  of  the  landscape. 
Most  of  these  trees  have  burst  asunder,  their  trunks 
having  spUt  and  separated  into  fragments,  the  parts 
being  held  together  only  by  a  suture :  one  might  regard 
them  as  the  damned  in  Dante  undergoing  the  penalty 
of  the  sword,  cleft  in  twain,  and  hewn  and  hacked  on 
every  side  from  crown  to  heel  and  from  heel  to  crown. 
Their  tortuous  roots  cUng  to  the  rocks  like  despairing 
feet ;  and  the  bodies,  tormented  with  their  wounds, 
writhe  and  recoil  in  their  agony :  distorted  or  distended 
they  still  live,  and  no  declivity,  or  rock,  or  flood  of 
winter,  triumphs  over  their  struggles  and  vitality. 
Toward  Nami  the  aspect  changes ;  the  road  runs 
winding  up  tiie  mountain,  the  face  of  which  is  com- 
pletely covered  with  evergreens :  these  have  sprung  up 
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everywhere,  even  in  the  hollows  and  on  inaocesaible 
heights ;  only  a  few  walls  of  perpendicular  rock  have 
opposed  their  invasion.  The  mountain  thus  rises, 
round  from  the  torrent  below  to  the  sky  above,  like  a 
magnificent  summer  bouquet  intact  in  the  midst  of  win- 
ter. After  leaving  Nami  the  landscape  becomes  still 
more  beautiful.  It  is  a  fertile  plain ;  fresh  grain,  elms 
wedded  fco  vines,  an  extensive  smiling  garden,  and  aU 
around  high  hills  of  a  graver  hue ;  beyond,  a  circle  of 
blue  mountains  fringed  with  snow.  Soave  auatero  is  a 
phrase  frequently  recurring  to  one  in  the  landscapes 
of  Italy :  the  mountains  impart  nobleness  to  them, 
without,  however,  being  too  lofty ;  the  imagination  is 
not  overwhelmed  by  them;  they  form  amphitheatres 
and  backgrounds  to  pictures,  and  are  simply  jk  natural^ 
architecture.  Beneath  them,  varied  cultures,  numer- 
ous fruit-trees,  and  terraced  fields,  compose  a  rich  and 
orderly  decoration  which  soon  renders  one  oblivious  of 
our  monotonous  fields  of  grain,  our  still  more  monoto- 
nous vegetation,  and  every  northern  landscape  which 
seems  to  be  a  manufactory  of  bread  and  meat. 

We  see,  passing,  numerous  little  carts  with  young 
couples  in  them,  a  man  and  a  girl ;  the  latter  is  gayly 
attired  ia  bright  colors,  and  has  her  head  bare :  she  looks 
as  if  she  was  accompanying  her  lover.  Many  are  the 
signs  here  of  a  voluptuous  and  picturesque  content- 
ment. The  young  girls  bind  up  their  hair  in  the  latest 
fashion,  with  puffs  over  the  brow,  and  wear  silk  handker- 
chiefs, pendent  ear-rings,  and  gilded  combs.  In  Bome, 
some  superb  and  charming  heads  projected  out  of  the 
dirtiest  of  rookeries.  A  little  while  ago,  in  passing 
through  a  small  town,  I  observed,  in  a  dull  and  gloomy 
street,  leaning  half-way  out  of  an  obscure  window,  a 
black  velvet  bodice,  and  above  it,  large  dark  eyes, 
flashing  like  lightning.  Elsewhere,  they  raise  their 
shawls  over  their  heads,  and  stand  ready  draped  for  the 
painter.   We  cross  before  a  cart  in  which  eight  peasants 
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are  packed — all  of  them  singing,  each  taking  a  part  in 
a  grave  noble  air,  as  in  a  choraL  Indifferent  objects — 
the  form  of  a  head,  a  garment,  the  physiognomies  of 
five  or  six  lads  in  a  village  auberge  proffering  gallan- 
tries to  a  pretty  girl— aU  indicate  a  new  world  and  a 
distinct  race.  In  my  judgment,  the  characteristic  trait 
by  which  they  are  distmguiahed  is  the  regarding  of  ideal 
beauty  and  sensuous  happiness  as  one  and  the  same 
thing. 

The  road  ascends  and  the  carriage  advances  slowly, 
with  a  re-enf  orcement  of  horses  over  the  precipitous  parts 
of  the  mountain.  A  meagre  stream  alternately  winds 
and  tumbles,  and  loses  itself  beneath  the  bed  of  rocks 
rolled  down  by  it  during  the  winter.  The  white  skel- 
eton of  the  mountain  pierces  through  the  brown  mantle 
of  its  bare  forests.  I  have  never  seen  mountains  more 
racked  by  upheavals ;  the  uplifted  strata  sometimes 
stand  perpendicular  like  a  wall.  All  this  mineral 
framework  is  shattered  and  seems  to  be  dislocated,  so 
cracked  and  so  full  of  crevices  is  each  layer.  Patches 
of  snow,  on  the  summit,  marble  the  caxpet  of  fallen 
leaves.  The  north  wind  moans  sad  and  cold.  The  con- 
trast is  a  strange  one,  when  X)ne  regards  the  radiant  skj 
where  the  Zt  shines  in  fuU  force,  and  the  deUciouJ 
azure  with  its  tints  fading  in  the  distance.  On  pass- 
ing the  Apennines,  low  hills  and  rich  plains  appear 
well  framed  in  and  laid  out,  as  on  the  hither  slope. 
Here  and  there  is  a  town  stacked  on  a  mountain ;  a 
sort  of  round  mole,  and  an  ornament  of  the  landscape, 
as  we  find  them  in  the  pictures  of  Poussin  and  Claude. 
This  is  the  Apennines,  with  its  bands  of  bastions  ex- 
tending along  a  narrow  peninsula,  and  imparting  its 
character  to  the  entire  Italian  landscape :  no  long 
rivers  or  grand  plains,  but  narrow  valleys,  noble  forms, 
plenty  of  rock  and  sunshine,  with  aliment  and  sensa- 
tions to  correspond.  How  many  individual  and  his- 
toric traits  bear  the  imprint  of  this  character ! 


OHAPTEE  n, 

PKRUQIA.— PRODUCTIONS,  MANNERS,  AND  CUSTOMS  OP  THE  EABLT 
KKNAI86AKCB.~MT8TIO  ART.— ERA  AHaSUOa— FfilDQINO.— LB 
CAMBIO.— THE  VALLEY  OF  FBBUGIA. 

Perugia,  AprU  8. — ^This  is  an  old  city  of  the  middle 
ages,  a  city  of  defence  and  of  refage,  sitaated  on  a 
craggy  platean,  commanding  a  view  of  the  entire  val- 
ley. Portions  of  its  walls  are  antique ;  several  of  the 
gate  foundations  are  Etruscan,  the  feudal  epoch  hav- 
ing added  to  them  its  towers  and  bastions.  Most  of 
its  streets  are  sloping,  and  arched  passages  in  them 
form  sombre  defiles.  Oftentimes  a  house  strides  over 
the  street,  the  first  story  prolonging  itself  into  that 
which  faces  it ;  vast  walls  of  red  brick,  without  win- 
dows, seem  to  be  remnants  of  fortresses. — ^Innumerable 
fragments  suggest  to  the  imagination  the  feudal  and 
republican  city ; — ^the  black  eni^ance  of  San  Agostino,  a 
hu^e  stone  donjon,  so  scathed  and  corroded  tiiat  it 
might  be  called  a  natural  cavern  ;  and,  on  the  summit, 
a  terrace,  supported  by  pretty  little  columns,  which  are 
Boman,  and  so  many  deUcate  forms,  the  first  ideas  of 
elegance  and  of  art  that  flourished  amid  the  dangers 
and  enmities  of  the  middle  ages ; — ^the  Palazzo  dd 
OovemOf  massive  and  severe,  as  was  essential  for 
street  fights  and  seditions,  but  with  a  graceful  portal, 
entwined  with  stone  wreaths  and  cordons  of  sculptured 
figures,  simple  and  sincere ; — Gbthic  forms  and  Latin 
reminiscences ;  cloisters  of  superposed  arcades,  and 
lofty  brick  church-towers,  blackened  by  time ;  sculp- 
tures of  the  early  renaissance,  of  the  thirteenth  and 
fourteenth  centuries,  the  most  original  and  animated  of 
all ;  a  fountain  by  Amolf o  di  Lapo,  by  Nicolas  and 
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by  John  of  Pisa;  a  tomb  of  Benedict  XI.,  again  by 
John  of  Pisa  (1304).  Nothing  is  more  charming  than 
this  first  flight  of  an  active  invention,  and  of  modem 
thought  half-emergisg  from  gothic  tradition.  The 
pope  lies  on  a  couch  in  a  marblfe  alcove,  of  which  two 
cherubs  withdraw  the  curtains :  above,  in  an  ogive  ar- 
cade, stand  the  Yirgin  and  two  saints,  to  welcome  his 
soul.  Language  cannot  express  the  surprised,  tender, 
and  childlike  air  of  the  Yirgin  :  the  sculptor  had  seen 
some  young  girl  weeping  at  the  bedside  of  a  djdng 
mother,  and,  wholly  mastered  by  the  impression, 
freely,  without  thought  of  the  antique,  unrestrained 
by  any  school,  he  expressed  his  sentiment.  It  is 
these  spontaneous  utterances  which  make  a  work  of 
art  a  thing  of  eternity.  They  are  heard  athwart  five 
centuries  of  time  as  distinctly  as  at  the  first  day: 
man  at  length  speaks  across  feudal  and  monastic 
tyranny,  and  we  listen  to  the  personal  exclamation  of 
an  independent  and  complete  spirit.  The  most  trifling 
productions  of  this  early  age  of  sculpttire  arrest  one*6 
steps  and  fix  one  to  the  spot :  it  seems  as  if  one  caught 
the  tones  of  an  actual  vibrating  voice.  After  Michael 
Angelo,  types  are  established;  no  change  is  made 
but  to  arrange  or  purify  a  prescribed  form.  Before 
him,  and  even  into  the  middle  of  the  fifteenth  cen- 
tury, each  artist,  like  the  citizen,  is  himself:  genius 
and  character  are  not  subordinated  by  fashion  and  con- 
ventionalism;  every  man  stands  erect  before  nature 
with  a  sentiment  of  his  own,  and  figures  emerge  as 
diversified  and  as  original  in  the  arts  as  in  life. 

The  chanting  of  a  mass  in  the  cathedral  prevent- 
ed me  from  seeing  more  than  a  bishop's  tomb 
near  the  entrance.  Beneath  the  recumbent  bishop 
are  four  women  holding  two  vases,  a  sword,  and  a 
book,  admirable  in  'their  breadth  and  simplicity, 
with  ample  figures  and  magnificent  luxuriant  hair, 
but  realistic  nevertheless,  and  only  a  nobler  imprint 
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of  the  model  employed  by  yeracious  nature.  To  be 
one's  self  through  one's  seH,  alone  and  without  reserve, 
to  the  very  end,  is  there  any  other  precept  in  art  and 
in  life?  Through  this  precept  and  this  instinct  the 
modem  man  has  made  }iimself  and  unmade  the  mid- 
dle ages.  Such  are  the  reveries  that  occupy  one's 
brain  while  wandering  through  these  quaint,  steep, 
and  rugged  streets,  in  thesef  rude  passages  paved 
with  brick  and  crossed  with  foot-props,  amidst  these 
strange  structures  where  the  eccentricity  and  ir- 
regularity of  the  municipal  and  seigneurial  life  of 
ancient  days  bursts  forth  scarcely  tempered  by  the 
few  restorations  of  a  modem  police.  Perugia,  in  the 
fourteenth  century,  was  a  democratic  and  belligerent 
repubUo.  contending  with  and  overcoming  ite  neigh- 
bors.  The  nobles  were  excluded  from  office,  and  one 
hundred  and  fifty  of  them  plotted  the  massacre  of  the 
magistrates :  they  were  either  hung  or  banished.  One 
hundred  and  twenty  castles  stood  on  its  territory,  and 
there  were  eighty  fortified  villages.  Qentlemen  oon^ 
daUieri  maintained  their  independence  in  tiiese  and 
waged  war  against  the  city.  In  Perugia  there  were 
gentlemen  oandoUieri:  the  principal  one,  Biordo  de 
Michelotti,  assuming  too  great  authority,  was  assas- 
sinated in  his  own  house  by  the  Abbe  de  St.  Pierre. 
Besieged  by  Braccio  de  Montone,  the  Perugians 
sprung  from  the  top  of  their  walls,  or  let  themselves 
down  with  ropes,  in  order  to  fight  hand  to  hand  with 
the  defiant  soldiers  below.  In  the  midst  of  such 
usages  the  souls  of  men  are  kept  alive,  and  the  soil  is 
well  prepared  for  the  growth  of  the  arts. 

Painting :  Fra  Angdico  and  Perugino, —  But  what  a 
contrast  between  these  arts  and  these  usages !  In  the 
Pinacotheca  is  a  collection  of  the  pictures  of  the 
school  of  which  Perugia  is  the  centre.  It  is  mystic 
throughout ;  it  seems  as  if  Assisi  and  its  seraphic  pi- 
ety governed  all  intellects.    In  this  barbaric  era  she  was 
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the  one  centre  of  thoaght ;  there  were  but  few  of  them 
doling  the  middle  ages,  and  each  extended  its  rule  on 
aU  sides.  .  Fra  Angelico  da  Fiesole,  driven  from  Flor- 
ence, came  and  lived  near  here  for  seven  years,  and 
likewise  worked  here.  He  was  better  off  here  than  in 
his  own  pagan  Florence ;  and  it  is  to  him  that  the  eye  is 
first  attracted.  It  seems,  on  contemplating  him,  as  if 
one  were  reading  the  *' Imitation  of  Jesus  Christ;" 
pure  and  gentle  figures  on  golden  backgrounds  breathe 
a  mute  repose,  like  immaculate  roses  in  the  garden  of 
'  Paradise.  I  remember  an  ^^Aimunciation"  by  him,  in 
two  frames  (Nos.  221,  222).  The  Yirgin  is  candor 
and  gentleness  itself :  she  has  almost  a  Gbrman  phys- 
iognomy— and  how  beautiful  the  two  hands  so  piously 
clasped!  The  angel  with  ciu'ling  tresses  kneeling  be- 
fore her  seems  like  a  little  smiling  maiden,  somewhat 
simple,  who  is  about  to  leave  the  maternal  home. 
Alongside  of  this,  in  the  ''Nativity,"  before  the  delicate 
infant  Christ  wifch  dreamy  eyes,  two  angels  in  long 
robes  offer  flowers ;  they  are  so  youthful,  and  yet  how 
grave!  These  are  the  delicate  touches  which  subse- 
quent painters  are  not  to  recover.  A  sentiment  is  an 
infinite  and  incommunicable  thing ;  no  research  and  no 
labor  can  reproduce  it  in  its  integrity.  In  true  piety 
there  is  a  certain  reservation,  a  chasteness,  and  conse- 
quently, arrangement  of  drapery  and  a  choice  of  ac- 
cessories which  the  cleverest  masters,  a  century  later, 
will  know  no  more. 

For  example,  in  an  "Annunciation "  by  Perugino, 
which  is  quite  near  this,  the  picture  represents,  not  a 
small  private  oratory,  but  a  grand  court.  The  Yirgin 
is  standing,  frightened,  but  not  alone ;  there  are  two 
angels  behind  her,  and  two  others  behind  Gabriel.  Is 
this  chasteness  to  be  reproduced  later?  Another  pic- 
ture by  Perugino  exhibits  St.  Joseph  and  the  Yirgin 
kneeling  before  the  infant :  behind  them,  a  slender  por- 
tico profiles  its  light  columns  in  the  open  air,  and  three 
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shepherds,  at  intervals,  are  praying.  This  great  void 
enhances  the  religious  emotions;  it  seems  as  if  one 
heard  the  silence  of  the  country. 

In  like  manner  Perugino's  features  and  attitudes 
express  an  unknown  and  unique  sentiment.  His  figures 
are  mystic  children — or,  if  you  please,  adult  souls  kept 
infantile  by  the  schooling  of  the  cloister.  None  of 
them  regard  each  other ;  none  of  them  act,  each  being 
absorbed  in  his  own  contemplation ;  all  look  as  if 
dreaming  of  Qod ;  each  remains  fixed,  and  seems  to 
withhold  the  breath  for  fear  of  disturbing  the  vision 
within.  The  angels  especially,  with  their  downcast 
eyes  and  bended  brow,  are  true  adorers,  prostrate, 
steadfast,  and  motionless:  those  of  the  "Baptism  of 
Jesus''  have  the  humble  and  virginal  modesty  and 
innocence  of  a  nun  communing.  Christ  himself  is  a 
tender  seminarist,  who,  for  the  first  time,  leaves  the 
house  of  his  good  uncle  the  cur^,  never  having  raised 
his  eyes  to  a  woman,  and  receiving  the  host  every 
morning  in  serving  the  mass.  The  only  heads  at  the 
present  day  which  give  you  any  idea  of  this  sentiment, 
are  those  of  peasant  girls  reared,  quite  young,  in  a 
convent.  Many  of  these  at  forty  years  of  age  have 
rosy  cheeks  without  a  wrinkle.  From  their  placid 
look  it  seems  as  if  they  had  never  lived,  while  on 
the  other  hand  they  have  never  suffered.  In  like 
manner,  these  figures  stand  motionless  on  the  thresh- 
old of  thought  without  crossing  it — without,  indeed, 
attempting  to  cross  it.  Man  is  not  arrested^  he  arrests 
himself:  the  bud  is  not  crushed,  but  it  does  not  open. 
No  similarity  here  is  there  to  the  mortifications  and 
•excesses  of  ancient  Christianity,  or  of  the  catholic 
restoration;  the  end  in  view  is  not  to  stifle  thought, 
or  to  subdue  the  flesh ;  the  body  is  beautiful  and  in 
perfect  health.  A  youthful  St.  Sebastian,  in  green  and 
gold  bootees,  an  amiable  young  virgin  almost  Flemish 
and  gross,  besides  twenty  others  of  Perugino's  fig- 
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ores,  are  not  the  subjects  of  an  ascetic  regimen.  Their 
slender  legs,  however,  and  inert  eye,  denote  that  they 
are  still  the  inhabitants  of  the  sleeping  forest.  What 
a  smgnlar  moment ! — The  same  with  Perugino  as  with 
Yan  Eyck :  the  bodies  belong  to  the  renaissance,  and 
their  souls  to  the  middle  ages  I 

This  is  still  more  apparent  in  the  Gambioy  a  kind  of 
exchange  or  gnildhall  of  the  merohanta  Perugino  was 
intrusted  with  its  decoration  in  the  year  150D;  and  he 
has  placed  here  a  '^Transfiguration/'  an  "Adoration 
of  the  Shepherds/'  Sibyls,  Prophets^  Leonidas,  Socrates, 
and  other  pagan  heroes  and  philosophers,  a  St.  John 
over  the  altar,  and  Mars  and  Jupiter  on  the  archway. 
Alongside  of  this  la  a  chapel  wainscoted  with  sculp- 
tured wood  and  gilded  and  painted,  the  Eternal  in 
the  centre,  and  diverse  arabesques  of  elegant  nude 
women  on  the  cruppers  of  lions.  Can  the  confluence 
of  two  ages  be  better  realized,  the  intermingliDg  ideas, 
the  bloom  of  a  fresh  paganism  underneath  a  decrepit 
Christianity?  —  Merchants  in  long  robes  assembled 
on  the  wooden  seats  of  this  narrow  hall ;  before  open* 
ing  their  deHberations,  they  proceed  to  kneel  down  in 
the  little  adjoining  chapel  to  hear  mass. — There  Gian 
Nicola  Manni  has  painted  on  the  two  sides  of  the 
high  altar  the  animated  and  deKcate  figures  of  his 
"  Annuiyiatiian,"  an  ample  Herodias,  some  charming 
erect  yoong  women,  graceful  and  slender,  which  make 
one  realize  ike  spirit  and  richness  of  corporeal  vitaUty. 
While  joining  in  the  droning  hum  of  the  responses, 
or  following  tiie  sacred  gestures  of  the  officiating  priest, 
more  than  one  of  the  JGaithful  has  let  his  eyes  wander 
up  to  the  rosy  torsos  of  the  little  chimeras  crouched  on 
the  ceiling,  executed,  as  is  said  in  the  tofwn,  by  a  young 
man  of  great  promise,  the  favorite  pupil  of  the  master 
Baphael  Sanzio  d*Urbino. —  The  service  is  over ;  they 
return  to  the  council-chamber,  and  there,  it  may  be 
presumed,  a  debate  ensues  on  the  -pn^fmeat  of  three 
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hundred  and  fifty  crowns  in  gold  promised  to  Pera- 
gino  for  his  work.  This  is  not  too  much;  he  has 
devoted  seven  years  to  it,  and  his  f ellow-citixens  com- 
prehend  sympathetically,  throagli  mental  similarity, 
the  two  phases  of  his  genius,  the  old  and  the  new, 
the  one  christian  and  the  other  semi-pagqu. 

First  comes  a  "Nativity,"  under  a  lofty  portico, 
with  a  landscape  of  slender  trees,  such  as  he  loved.  It 
is  an  aerial  meditative  picture,  calculated  to  make  one 
appreciate  a  contemplative  life.  One  cannot  too  highly 
commend  the  modest  gravity,  the  mute  nobleness  of  Qie 
Virgin  kneeling  before  her  infant.  Three  large  serious 
angels  on  a  cloud  are  singing  from  a  sheet  of  music ; 
and  this  simplicity  bears  the  mind  backward  to  the 
times  of  mysteries.  But  one  has  only  to  turn  his  head 
to  see  figures  of  an  entirely  different  character.  The 
master  has  been  to  Florence,  and  antique  statues, 
their  nudities,  the  imposing  action  and  spirited  in- 
flexions of  figures  new  to  him,  have  revealed  another 
world,  which  he  reproduces  with  some  restriction,  but 
which  entices  him  away  from  the  road  he  first  followed. 
Six  prophets,  five  sibyls,  five  warriors  and  as  many  pa- 
gan  pJosophers  sta^d  erect,  and  each,  Uke  an  anti^ 
statue,  is  a  masterpiece  of  force  and  physical  noble- 
ness. It  is  not  that  he  imitates  a  Grecian  type  or 
costume,  for  compUcated  casques,  fantastic  coiffures, 
and  reminiscences  of  chivalry,  are  oddly  intermingled 
with  tunics  and  nudities ;  but  the  sentiment  is  antique. 
They  are  powerful  men  satisfied  with  existence,  and 
not  pious  souls  dreaming  of  paradise.  The  sibyls  are 
all  blooming  with  beauty  and  youthfnlness.  The 
first  one  is  advancing,  and  her  bearing  and  form  are 
of  royal  grandeur  and  stateliness.  Just  as  noble  and 
grand  is  the  prophet-king  who  faces  them.  The  se- 
riousness, the  elevation  of  these  figures  is  incom- 
parable^  At  this  dawn  of  the  imagination^  the  face, 
still  intact,  preserves,  like  that  of  Oreek  statuary,  the 
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Biinplicity  and  immobilitj  of  primitive  expression. 
The  changes  of  the  physiognomy  do  not  efface  the 
type ;  man  is  not  broken  up  into  petty,  varying,  and 
fleeting  thoughts;  the  character  is  made  prominent 
by  unity  and  repose. 

On  a  pilaster  to  the  left  is  a  bloated  countenance, 
quite  vulgar,  with  long  hair  under  a  red  cap,  which 
might  be  taken  for  an  ill-humored  abb^:  the  ex- 
pression is  one  of  irritability,  and  even  of  craftiness. 
This  is  Pemgino,  painted  by  himself.  He  was  at  this 
time  much  changed.  Those  who  have  seen  his  other 
portrait,  also  painted  by  himself  some  years  before  at 
Florence,  have  some  difficulty  in  recognizing  it.  There 
is  in  his  life  as  in  his  works  two  contrary  sentiments, 
and  two  distinct  epochs.  No  mind  furnishes  better 
evidence,  through  its  contradictions  and  its  harmonies, 
of  the  great  transformation  that  was  going  on  around 
him.  He  is,  in  the  first  place,  religious :  no  one  can 
doubt  this  when  for  so  long  a  time,  and  even  in  the 
heart  of  pagan  Florence,  he  is  seen  repeating  and 
purifying  figures  so  reUgious— painting  gratuitously,  to 
obtain  by  prayers  the  oratory  of  a  confrerie  situated 
opposite  to  his  home ;  paintmg  and  retarning  in  his 
house  fourteen  banners,  in  order  to  loan  them  to  pro- 
cessions, and  living  and  developing  himself  in  the 
pious  convents  of  Umbria.*  He  is  a  creator  in  sa- 
cred  art,  and  a  man  creates  only  after  his  own  heart. 
It  is  not,  again,  pushing  conjecture  too  far  to  represent 
him  at  Florence  as  an  admirer  of  Savonarola.  Savon- 
arola is  Prior  of  the  convent  which  he  is  decorating ; 
Savonarola  causes  pagan  pictures  to  be  burnt,  and 
suddenly  excites  Florence  up  to  the  highest  pitch  of 
ascetic  and  christian  enthusiasm.  The  first  words  of 
one  of  Savonarola's  sermons  are  inscribed  on  a  paper 
in  the  hand  of  the  portrait  which  Perugino  then  made 

*Bio,  Mita^  ds  TArt  Chretien,  voL  ii.  p.  2ia 
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of  himself;  and  he  purchases  a  plot  of  ground  on 
which  to  erect  a  house  for  himself  in  the  reformer's 
city.  Suddenly  the  scene  shifts :  Savonarola  is  burnt 
alive,  and  it  seems  to  his  disciples  that  Providence, 
justice,  and  divine  power,  are  engulphed  in  his  tomb. 
Several  among  them  have  retwaed  to  the  end  in  their 
souvenirs,  wholly  corporeal  and  highly  colored,  the  im- 
age of  the  martyr,  betrayed,  tortured,  and  reviled  at 
the  stake  by  those  whose  salvation  he  secured.  Is  it 
this  great  shock,  joined  to  the  epicurean  teachings  of 
Florence,  which  overthrew  the  faith  of  Perugino? 
At  all  events,  on  his  retuirn  he  is  no  longer  the  same 
man.  His  countenance^  ironically  distrustful,  bears  the 
marks  of  inward  brooding  and  depression.  His  re- 
ligious works  are  less  pure ;  he  dispatches  them  finally 
by  the  dozen  like  a  manufacturer ;  he  is  soon  charged 
with  caring  no  longer  for  any  thing  but  money.*  He 
undertakes  in  the  Cambio  pagan  subjects,  and  in  their 
treatment  assumes  the  style  of  the  goldsmiths  and 
anatomists  of  Florence.  He  paints,,  moreover,  alle- 
gorical nudities,t  Love  and  Chastity,  meagerly  and 
coldly,  like  a  laggard  libertine  who  poorly  compensates 
himself  for  the  severities  of  his  youth.  He  seems  to 
have  become  a  common  atheist,  embittered  and  hard- 
ened like  all  those  who  deny  in  hate  and  in  mockeryi 
through  deception  and  chagrin.  "He  never  could," 
says  Yasari,  "  bring  himself  to  believe  in  the  immortal- 
ity of  the  soul  His  iron  brain  could  never  be  turned 
to  good  works;  he.  centred  all  his  hopes  in  the  goods 
of  fortune/'  And  a  contemporary  annotator  adds: 
"  Being  at  the  point  of  death,  he  was  told  that  it  waa. 
necessary  to  confess  himself.'  He  replied:  'I  want 
to  see  what  a  soul  which  has  not  confessed,  will  be 
in  that  place  1'  And  he  steadily  refused  to  do  other- 
wise.'*   Such  an  end,  after  such  a  life,  does  it  not 

♦Vwnri  t  C^8lle^y  of  the  LouvCB, 


RAPHAEL  AND  NATURE.  15 

show  how  the  age  of  St.  Francis  becomes  the  age  of 
Alexander  VI.  ? 

Others  were  more  fortunate — as,  for  example,  Ea- 
phael.  It  is  here,  in  this  atelier,  before  these  landscapes, 
that  he  was  formed ;  and  many  times  have  I  here  dwelt 
on  his  pure,  happy  genius ;  on  his  clear,  open  landscapes ; 
on  the  precision,  somewhat  dry,  and  the  exquisite  sim- 
plicity of  his  early  works.  This  sky  is  of  perfect  serenity ; 
the  light  transparent  atmosphere  allows  one  to  see  the 
fine  forms  of  ttie  trees  a  league  away.  A  hundred 
yards  from  San  Pietro,  an  esplanade,  planted  with  ever- 
greens, advances  like  a  promontory ;  below,  spreads  the 
ocunpagna,  a  vast  garden  scattered  with  trees  where  the 
foliage  of  the  olive  imprints  its  pale  rays  on  the  verdure 
of  the  fresh-growing  grain.  The  magnificent  blue  cu« 
pola  glows  sparkling  with  aunshine ;  and  the  rays  sport 
at  will  in  this  grand  amphitheatre,  through  which  they 
dart  unimpeded  by  any  obstacle.  Toward  the  west 
rise  gilded  mountain-chains,  one  above  the  other,  dear- 
er and  clearer  as  they  approach  the  remote  horizon, 
the  last  one  as  exquisitely  delicate  as  a  silk^i  veil. 
Meanwhile  their  ridges  meet,  mingling  together  lights 
and  darks  until,  finally  descending  and  expanding,  they 
diminish  and  are  lost  in  the  plain.  light,  relief,  and 
harmony — ^the  eye  marvels  at  and  revels  in  so  broad  an 
expanse,  so  lovely  in  composition,  of  such  perfect  dis- 
tinctness of  form.  But  the  chilly  atmosphere  from  the 
mountains  will  not  let  the  body  lose  sight  of  itself  in  a 
too  voluptuous  contentment :  one  feels  that  the  infertile 
rock  and  winter  are  near  at  hand.  Yonder  winds  a 
long  precipitous  broken  crag,  sharp  against  the  sky, 
which  pales  to  the  hue  of  steel  above  fields  of  snow 
that  seem  to  be  slabs  of  marble. 
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Assisi,  April  4^h. — ^A  stroll  on  foot  of  four  hours  to 
see  the  peasantry. 

A  well-cnltiyated  and  charming  country ;  the  greeu 
grain  is  coming  up  profusely,  the  grapevines  are  bud- 
ding, and  every  vine  clings  to  an  ehn ;  clear  streams  flow^ 
through  the  trenches.  On  the  horizon  is  a  belt  of 
mountains,  and  the  brilliant,  immaculate  snow  blends 
with  the  satin  of  the  clouds. 

Carts  abound,  with  peasants  in  them  singing.  It  is  a 
great  sign  of  prosperity,  these  little  vehicles ;  they  show 
that  there  is  a  class  elevated  above  hard  labor  and  the 
grosser  necessities  of  life.  Madonnas  are  numerous, 
and,  for  three  ave,  promise  forty  days  of  indulgence. 
This  is  ItfiJian  religion.  Otherwise,  tiie  villages  resem- 
ble ours,  and  indicate  about  the  same  degree  of  cultiva- 
tion. It  is  Sunday;  the  people  wear  heavy  shoes  and 
passable  clothes — no  rags.  They  are  very  gay,  and 
laugh  and  chat  together  in  the  open  square ;  some  are 
pitching  quoits ;  others  are  playing  baU ;  and  others 
TTuyrra.  The  inns  and  houses  are  not  dirtier  nor  worse 
furnished  than  in  France.  Heavy  beams  support  the 
ceiling ;  there  are  chairs,  tables,  sideboards  of  polished 
wood,  and  a  bottle-dresser  provided  with  a  couple  of  Ma- 
donnas. In  the  entrance-hall  two  large  casks,  encircled 
with  heavy  planks,  stand  permanently ;  and  I  can  tes- 
tify that  the  wine  is  not  dear.  Quarters  of  meat  hang 
suspended  on  iron  hooks.  In  a  fertile  country  that 
consumes  its  own  products,  prosperity  is  natural.     The 
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inn  begins  to  fill  up,  and  the  young  lady  of  the  house 
enters  with  her  mother,  gaudily  dressed,  with  a  black 
Teil  on  her  head  and  a  sweet  smile  on  her  lips.  She  is 
gay,  brilliant  and  coquettish  ;  and  the  young  men  be- 
gin to  hover  around  her  with  that  tender  complacency 
and  ravished  voluptuous  air  which  is  peculiar  to  the 
Italians. 

On  the  summit  of  an  abrupt  height,  over  a  double 
row  of  arcades,  appears  the  monastery ;  at  its  base  a 
torrent  ploughs  the  soil,  winding  off  in  the  distance  be- 
tween banks  of  boulders ;  beyond  is  the  old  town  pro- 
longing itself  on  the  ridge  of  the  mountaia.  We  ascend 
slowly  under  the  burning  sun,  and  suddenly,  at  the  end 
of  a  court  surrounded  by  slender  columns,  enter  with- 
in the  obscurity  of  the  edifice.  It  is  unequalled :  before 
having  seen  it  one  has  no  idea  of  the  art  and  the  genius 
of  the  middle  ages.  Append  to  it  Dante  and  the  "  Fio- 
rettr'  of  St.  Francis,  and  it  becomes  the  masterpiece 
of  mystic  Christianity. 

There  are  three  churches,  one  above  the  other,  all  of 
them  arranged  around  the  tomb  of  St.  Francis.  Over 
this  venerated  body,  which  the  people  regard  as  ever 
living  and  absorbed  in  prayer  at  the  bottom  of  an  inac- 
cessible cave,  the  edifice  has  arisen  and  gloriously 
flowered  like  an  architectural  shrine.  The  lowest  is  a 
crypt,  dark  as  a  sepulchre,  into  which  the  visitors  de- 
scend with  torches ;  pilgrims  keep  dose  to  the  dripping 
walls  and  grope  along  in  order  to  reach  the  grating. 
Here  is  the  tomb,  in  a  pale,  dim  light,  similar  to  that  of 
limbo.  A  few  brass  lamps,  almost  without  light,  bum 
here  eternally  like  stars  lost  in  mournful  obscurity. 
The  ascending  smoke  clings  to  the  arches,  and  the 
heavy  odor  of  the  tapers  mingles  with  that  of  the  cave. 
The  guide  trims  his  torch ;  and  the  sudden  flash  in  this 
horrible  darkness,  above  the  bones  of  a  corpse,  is  like 
one  of  Dante's  visions.  Here  is  the  mystic  grave  of  a 
saint  who,  in  the  midst  of  corruption  and  worms,  be- 
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holds  his  slimy  dungeon  of  earth  filled  with  the  saper- 
natural  radiance  of  the  Saviour. 

But  that  which  cannot  be  represented  by  words  is 
the  middle  church,  a  long,  low  spiracle  supported  by 
small,  round  arches  curving  in  the  half-shadow,  and 
whose  voluntary  depression  makes  one  instinctively 
bend  his  knees.  A  coating  of  sombre  blue  and  of  red- 
dish bands  starred  with  gold,  a  marvellous  embroidery 
of  ornaments,  wreaths,  delicate  scroll-work,  leaves,  and 
painted  figures,  covers  the  arches  and  ceilings  with 
its  harmonious  multitude ;  the  eye  is  overwhelmed  by 
it ;  a  population  of  forms  and  tints  lives  on  its  vaults ; 
I  would  not  exchange  this  cavern  for  all  the  churches 
of  Rome !  Neither  antiquity  nor  the  renaissance  felt  this 
power  of  the  innumerable :  classic  art  is  effective  through 
its  simpUcity,  gothic  art  through  its  richness;  one 
takes  for  its  type  the  trunk  of  a  tree,  the  other  the  tree 
entire  with  all  its  luxuriance  of  foliage.  There  is  a 
world  here  as  in  an  animated  forest,  and  each  object 
is  complex,  complete  like  a  living  thing  :  on  one  hand 
is  the  choir-stalls,  surcharged  and  sown  with  soolp- 
tures ;  yonder  a  rich  winding  staircase,  elaborate  rail- 
ings, a  light  marble  pulpit  and  funereal  monuments, 
the  marble  of  which,  fretted  and  chased,  seems  the 
most  elegant  jewel-casket :  here  and  there,  haphasard, 
a  lofty  sheaf  of  slender  colunms,  a  cluster  of  stone 
gems  whose  arrangement  seems  a  phantasy,  and,  in 
the  labyrinth  of  colored  foUage,  a  profusion  of  asoetio 
paintings  with  their  halos  of  faded  gold :  all  this  vaguely 
discernible  in  a  dim  purple  light,  amidst  dark  reflec-  ^ 
tions  from  the  wainscotings,  whilst,  at  the  entrance,  the 
setting  sun  radiates  myriads  of  golden  darts  like  the 
peacock  displaying  its  splendor. 

On  the  summit,  the  upper  church  shoots  up  as  bril- 
liant, as  aerial,  as  triumphant,  as  this  is  low  and  grave. 
Beally,  if  one  were  to  give  way  to  conjecture,  he  might 
suppose  that  in  these  three  sanctuaries  the  architect 
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meant  to  represent  the  three  worlds ;  below,  the  gloom 
of  death  and  the  horrors  of  the  infernal  tomb ;  in  the 
middle,  the  impassioned  anxiety  of  the  beseeching 
christian  who  strives  and  hopes  in  this  world  of  trial ; 
aloft,  the  bliss  and  dazzling  glory  of  paradise.  The 
latter,  uplifted  in  the  air  and  in  the  light,  tapers  its 
columns,  narrows  its  ogives,  refines  its  arches,  mounts 
upward  and  upward  illuminated  by  the  full  day  of  its 
lofty  windows,  by  the  radiance  of  its  rosaces,  by  the 
stained  glass,  and  golden  threads,  and  stars,  which 
flash  through  the  arches  and  vaults  that  confine  the 
beatified  beings  and  sacred  passages  with  which  it  is 
painted  from  pavement  to  ceiling.  Time,  undoubtedly, 
has  undermined  them,  several  have  fallen,  and  the 
azure  that  covers  them  is  tarnished  ;  but  the  mind  im- 
mediately revives  what  is  lost  to  the  eye,  and  it  again 
beholds  the  angelic  pomp  such  as  it  first  burst  forth 
six  hundred  years  ago.  Cathedrals  do  not  have  this 
splendor ;  a  detached  chapel  is  necessary  in  order  to 
prefigure  to  man  the  last  of  the  stations  of  the  chris- 
tian life.  As  in  the  Sairde  GkapeUe  of  our  Louis  IK., 
man  here  found  a  tabernacle ;  the  gravity  and  the  ter- 
rors of  religion  were  effaced ;  he  could  see  nothing 
around  him  but  celestial  brightness  and  ecstatic  rap- 
tures. Beneath  this  vault  which,  like  an  aerial  dais, 
seems  not  to  rest  on  the  earth,  amidst  golden  scintilla- 
tions and  floods  of  light  transfigured  by  the  windows, 
in  this  marvellous  embroidery  of  forms  confusedly  inter- 
mingling and  intersecting  each  other  as  in  a  bridal  robe, 
man  felt  as  if  he  were  translated  alive  into  paradise. 
We  can  neither  reproduce  nor  depict  these  festivals. 
They  have  been  depicted  for  us,  and  I  silently  re- 
peated these  stanzes  by  Dante  : 

And  lo !  a  sudden  lustre  ran  across 
On  every  side  athwart  the  spacious  forest, 
Such  that  it  made  me  doubt  if  it  were  lightning. 
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And  a  delicious  melody  there  ran 
Along  the  luminous  air    .    .    . 


While  mid  such  manifold  first-fruits  I  walked 
Of  the  eternal  pleasure  all  enrapt, 
And  still  solicitous  of  more  delights, 

In  front  of  us,  like  an  enkindled  fire 
Became  the  air  beneath  the  verdant  boughs 
And  the  sweet  sound  as  singing  now  was  heard. 

A  little  &rther  on,  seyen  trees  of  gold 

Far  brighter  than  the  moon  in  the  serene 
Of  midnight,  at  the  middle  of  her  month. 

Then  saw  I  people,  as  behind  their  leaders, 
Coming  behind  them,  garmented  in  white, 
And  such  a  whiteness  never  was  on  earth.* 

Everything  is  in  keeping ;  Dante's  friend  Giotto  has 
painted  similar  visions  in  the  second  church.  Bis 
pupils  and  successors,  all  imbued  with  his  style,  have 
tapestried  the  other  waUs  of  the  edifice  with  their 
works.  There  is  no  christian  monument  where  pure 
medisBval  ideas  reach  the  mind  under  so  many  forms, 
and  which  explain  each  other  by  so  many  contempo- 
rary  masterpieces.  Over  the  altar,  enclosed  within  an 
elaborate  iron  and  bronze  railing,  Giotto  has  covered 
an  eUiptic  arch  with  grand,  cahn  figures,  and  with 
mystic  allegories.  There  is  Saint  Francis  receiving 
Poverty  as  spouse  from  the  hands  of  Christ ;  Chastity 
vainly  besieged  in  a  crenelated  fortress,  and  honored 
by  angels  ;  Obedience  under  a  canopy,  surrounded  by 
saints  and  kneeling  angels  ;  Saint  Francis,  glorified,  in 
the  gilded  mantle  of  a  deacon,  and  enthroned  in  the 
midst  of  celestial  virtues  aud  chanting  cherubim. 
This  Giotto,  who  in  the  north  seems  to  us  simply  un- 
skilful and  barbarous,  is  already  a  perfect  painter ;  he 

*  Purgatorio,  canto  XXTX,  Longfellow's  translation. 
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composes  groups  and  appreciates  airs  of  the  head; 
whatever  rigidity  still  remains  with  him  does  but 
augment  the  religious  seriousness  of  his  figures.  Too 
powerful  relief,  too  great  human  action  would  disturb 
our  emotion;  too  varied  or  too  animated  expressions 
are  not  necessary  for  angels  and  symbolic  virtues ; 
all  are  spirits  in  ecstatic  immobilit j.  The  vigorous  and 
splendid  virgins  and  muscular  archangels,  which  are  to 
follow  two  centuries  later,  reconduct  us  back  to  earth  ; 
their  flesh  is  so  tangible  that  we  do  not  believe  in 
their  divinity.  Here  the  personages,  the  grand  and 
noble  women  ranged  in  hieratic  processions,  resemble 
the  Matildas  and  Lucias  of  Dante ;  they  are  the  sub- 
lime and  floating  apparitions  of  a  dream.  Their  beau- 
tiful blonde  tresses  are  gathered  chastely  and  imi- 
formly  around  their  brows;  pressing  close  to  each 
other  they  meditate ;  grand  white  or  blue  tunics  in 
long  folds  depend  around  their  forms ;  they  crowd 
around  the  saint,  and  around  Christ  in  silence,  like  a 
flock  of  faithful  birds,  and  their  heads,  somewhat  mel- 
ancholy, possess  the  grave  languor  of  celestial  bliss. 

This  is  a  unique  moment.  The  thirteenth  century  is 
the  term  and  the  flower  of  living  Christianity ;  hence- 
forth there  is  only  scholasticism,  decadence,  and  fruit- 
less gropings  after  another  age  and  another  spirit.  A 
sentiment  which  previously  was  only  forming,  Love, 
then  burst  forth  with  extraordinary  power,  and  Saint 
Francis  was  its  herald.  He  called  water,  fire,  the 
moon  and  the  sun  brothers ;  he  preached  to  birds,  and 
ransomed  lambs  on  their  way  to  market  with  his  own 
mantle.  It  is  stated  that  hares  and  pheasants  sought 
refuge  under  the  folds  of  his  robe.  His  heart  over- 
flowed toward  all  living  creatures.  His  first  disciples 
dwelt  like  himself  in  a  sort  of  rapture,  "  so  that  often- 
times for  twenty  and  even  thirty  days  they  lived 
alone  on  the  tops  of  high  mountains,  contemplating  all 
celestial  objects."    Their  writings  are  effusions.    "  Let 
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no  one  rebtike  me  if  love  forces  me  to  go  like  a  mad- 
man I  No  heart  can  resist,  none  can  escape  from  sach 
love  .  .  .  For  heaven  and  earth  declare  aloud  aiid 
repeat  to  me,  and  all  those  whom  it  is  my  dntj  to  love, 
address  me  :  '  Cherish  the  love  which  hath  made  ns  in 
order  to  bring  ns  near  to  Him* . ,  .  O,  Christ,  often 
hast  thou  trodden  this  earth  like  a  man  intoxicated ! 
Love  led  thee,  like  a  man  that  is  sold.  In  all  things 
thou  showest  only  love,  never  art  thou  conscious  of 
thyself  ....  The  arrows  poured  down  in  such  flights  as 
to  overwhelm  me  with  agony.  He  launched  them 
forth  so  powerfuHy  that  I  despaired  of  warding  them 
off,  overcome  not  by  a  veritable  death,  but  by  excess 
of  joy."  It  was  not  merely  in  the  cloisters  that  such 
transports  were  encountered.  Love  became  sovereign  in 
laic  as  well  as  in  religions  life.  In  Florence  associa- 
tions of  a  thousand  persons  dad  in  white  traversed 
the  streets  with  trumpets,  led  by  a  chief  who  was 
called  the  Lord  of  Love.  The  new  language  growing 
into  life,  fresh  poesy  and  fresh  thought,  are  devoted 
to  describing  and  exalting  love.  I  have  just  re-read 
the  "  Vita  Nuova,"  and-a  few  cantos  of  the  "  Paradiso ;" 
the  sentiment  is  so  intense  that  it  fills  one  with  fear : 
these  men  live  in  the  burning  realm  where  reason 
melts  away.  Dante's  account  of  himself,  like  his  poem, 
shows  constant  hallucination :  he  swoons,  visions  assail 
him,  his  body  becomes  ill,  and  the  whole  force  of  his 
thoughts  is  given  to  the  recalling  of  or  commenting 
on  the  agonizing  or  divine  spectacles  under  which  he 
has  succumbed.*  He  consults  various  friends  about 
his  ecstasies,  and  they  reply  to  him  in  verses  as  myste- 
rious and  as  extreme  as  his  own.  It  is  clear  that  at 
this  moment  all  the  higher  culture  of  the  mind  is  cen- 
tred around  morbid  and  sublime  reveries.    The  in- 


*  Compare  the  *'  Aurelia"  of  Gerard  de  Nerval,  and  the  "  Inter* 
mezzo"  of  Heine. 
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iiiated  use  an  apocalyptic  lanfiniaG'e, purposely  obscure; 
their  words  imp^doSleand'iple'meLni  Dante 
himself  lays  it  down  as  a  rule  that  eadi  subject  con- 
tains four.  In  this  state  of  extremes  everything  be- 
comes  symboUo  :  a  color  like  green  or  red,  a  number, 
an  hour  of  the  day  or  of  the  night,  is  of  peculiar  signifi- 
cance ;  it  is  the  blood  of  Christ,  or  the  emerald  fields 
of  paradise,  or  the  yirginal  azure  of  heayen,  or  the 
sacred  cypher  of  divine  personages  which  thus  be- 
comes present  to  the  mind.  Through  catalepsies  and 
transports  the  brain  labors,  and  an  overcharged  sensi- 
biUty  thrills  with  paroxysms  which  exalt  it  to  supreme 
delight  or  precipitate  it  into  infinite  despair.  Then 
do  the  natural  boundaries  between  the  diverse  realms 
of  thought  become  effaced  and  disappear.  The  adored 
mistress  is  transfigured  into  the  likeness  of  a  celestial 
virtue.  Scholastic  abstractions  are  transformed  into 
ideal  apparitions.  Souls  congr^ate  in  etherial  roses, 
**  perpetual  flowers  of  etemsd  joy  which,  like  a  per- 
fume, make  perceptible  all  odors  at  once."  Brute 
tangible  matter,  and  the  entire  scaffolding  of  dry 
formulas  melt  and  evaporate  on  the  heights  of  mystic 
contemplation,  until  nothing  remains  but  a  melody,  a 
perfame,  a  luminous  ray,  or  an  emblem  ;  this  remnant 
of  terrestrial  imagery  never  having  any  value  in  itself, 
other  than  to  prefigure  the  unfathomable  and  ineffable 
heyond. 

How  did  they  support  the  anguish  and  constant  ex- 
cesses of  such  a  condition — ^the  nightmare  visions  of 
Hell  and  Paradise,  the  tears,  the  tremors,  the  swoons, 
and  other  alternatives  of  such  a  tempest  ?^  What  were 
the  nerves  that  resisted  all  this?  What  fecundity  of 
soul  and  of  imagination  fed  it?  All  has  since  degen- 
erated ;   man  then  was  more  vigorous,  and  remained 


*  Seaddi^  corns  eorpo  marto  cade.    Many  similar  instances  almost 
equal  to  this  one  are  to  be  found  in  the  Divine  Comedy. 
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young  a  longer  time.  I  glanced  lately  over  the  life  of 
Petrarch,  written  by  himself.  He  loved  Laura  fourteen 
years.  Now,  the  youth  of  the  heart,  the  age  of  great 
discontents  and  great  reveries,  last  five  or  six  years; 
after  this  one  craves  a  comfortable  house  and  a  respect* 
able  position.  I  imagine  that  a  body  tempered  by  war 
was  more  resistant,  and  that  the  rude,  semi-barbaroiiB 
regimen  which  destroyed  the  weak,  allowed  only  the 
strong  to  subsist.  But  it  is  especially  necessary  to  con- 
sider that  melancholy,  danger,  monotony  of  life  with- 
out diversion,  without  reading,  and  ever  threatened,  de- 
veloped  a  capacity  for  enthusiasm,  sublimity,  and  in- 
tensity  of  sentiment.  The  security,  comfort,  and  ele- 
gancies of  our  civilization  divide  us  and  belittle  us ;  a 
cascade  is  converted  into  a  marsh.  We  enjoy  and  suf- 
fer through  a  thousand  daily,  petty  sensations;  in 
those  days,  sensibility,  instead  of  evaporating,  became 
choked  up,  and  accumtdated  passion  burst  forth  in 
eruptions.  In  a  Bussian  romance,  Tarass  Boulba,  a 
young  Cossack  chief,  on  leaving  thd  camp  with  his 
senses  blunted  by  the  foulness  of  nomadic  life,  the 
odors  of  brandy  and  of  the  stable,  and  through  daily 
contact  with  ferocious  and  brutal  beings,  perceives  a 
beautiful  and  delicate  maiden  in  handsome  attire ;  he 
is  intoxicated,  kneels  down,  forgets  father  and  country, 
and  thenceforth  contends  against  his  own  kindred.  A 
similar  crisis  prostrated  Dante  before  a  child  of  nine 
years. 

Let  us  dwell  a  moment  on  the  surrounding  con- 
dition of  things.  It  was  an  epoch  of  pitiless  wars  and 
of  mortal  enmities.  People  in  Florence  proscribed 
each  other,  and  fought  from  house  to  house,  and  from 
quarter  to  quarter.  Dante  himself  was  condemned  to 
the  stake.  The  torments  invented  by  the  Bomanos 
were  still  rife  in  men's  imaginations,  and  a  regime 
worse  than  our  Beign  of  Terror  had  taken  root  be- 
tween family  and  family,  caste  and  caste,  and  city  and 
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citj.  Ont  of  this  bristling  precinct  the  mind  issued 
free  for  the  first  time  after  so  many  centuries,  and  it 
entered  on  an  unexplored  field.  It  did  not  follow  its 
natural  bent,  as  formerly  at  a  similar  crisis  in  the 
small  republics  of  Greece ;  a  powerfcd  religion  seized 
upon  it  at  its  birth  and  diverted  it  off.  The  supreme 
good  tendered  to  it  was  not  an  equilibrium  of  moderate 
sensations  and  the  healthiness  of  active  faculties,  but 
transports  of  infinite  adoration  and  the  raptures  of  an 
over-excited  imagination.  Happiness  no  longer  con- 
sisted in  a  consciousness  of  strength,  wisdom  and 
beauty;  in  being  the  honored  citizen  of  a  glorious 
city ;  in  dancing  and  singing  noble  hymns  ;t  in  talking 
with  a  friend  under  a  tree  on  a  serene  day.  These 
pleasures  were  declared  inadequate,  low  and  crim- 
inal; appeals  were  made  to  feminine  sentiments,  to 
nervous  sensibility,  and  man  had  held  out  to  him 
ecstatic  contemplation,  indefinable  raptures  and  de- 
lights to  which  the  senses,  language  and  the  imagina- 
tion never  attain.  The  sterner  life  was,  the  more  ex- 
alted were  these  assurances.  The  vastness  of  the  con- 
trast multiplied  the  charms  of  the  promised  bliss,  and 
the  heart  with  all  its  youthfcd  energy  rushed  through 
the  issue  opened  to  it.  Then  was  seen  that  strange 
incongruity  of  a  laic  life  similar  to  that  of  the  Greek 
republics,  and  a  religious  life  similar  to  that  of  the 
Soufis  of  Persia — on  the  one  hand,  free  'citizens,  prac- 
tical men,  combatants  and  artists,  and  on  the  other, 
cloistered  ascetics,  preachers  wandering  about  half- 
naked,  and  penitents  offering  themselves  to  the  lash ; — 
furthermore,  the  two  extremes  met  in  one  person,  the 
same  spirit  harboring  the  most  virile  energy  and  the 
most  feminine  gentleness ;  the  same  man  magistrate 
and  mystic ;  a  practical  politician  filled  with  ]|^atredy 
corresponding  in  enigmas  on  the  languors  and  halluci- 
nations of  love ;  the  chief  of  a  party  and  the  father 
of  a  family  absorbed  with  the  worship  of  a  dead  child, 
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and  diffusing  over  actual  landscapes  and  contemporary 
figures,  over  positive  interests,  local  resentments,  and 
the  technical  science  of  his  country  and  century,  the 
monstrous  or  divine  illuminations  of  ecstasy  and  of 
horror.  .     . 

A  monk  conducted  me  into  the  refectory,  and  then 
through  a  series  of  halls  to  a  square  interior  court 
where  a  two-story  portico,  supported  by  dehcate  little 
columns,  forms  an  elegant  promenade.  Pavement,  col- 
umns, walls  and  cisterns,  all  are  of  stone ;  above,  like 
a  frame,  runs  a  roof  of  reddish  tile.  The  blue  sky,  like 
a  round  dome,  overspreads  the  white  square ;  no  one 
can  imagif  e  the  effect  of  such  simple  forms  and  colors. 
All  around  the  convent  winds  a  second  promenade  un- 
der ogive  arcades  of  rough  stones  turned  brown  by 
the  sun ;  from  this  the  eye  embraces  the  beautiful  val- 
ley and  its  diadem  of  snow-clad  mountains.  The  poor 
monks  of  the  "  Fioretti,"  through  impoverishing  their 
life,  ennobled  it ;  two  or  three  sentiments  absorbed  it 
entirely,  but  these  were  sublime.  Whoever  abandoned 
the  brutal  herd  was  compelled  to  become  a  great  poet ; 
when  he  had  not  become  a  kneeling  machine,  he  ended 
in  appreciating  the  serenity  and  grandeur  of  scenes 
like  tibis.  "Brother  Bernardo  lived  in  contempla- 
tion on  the  heights  Hke  a  swallow:  for  this  reason 
Brother  Egidio  declared  that  he  was  the  sole  one  to 
whom  was  awarded  the  gift  of  nourishing  himself  in 

flying  like  the  swallow And  Brother  Cur- 

rado  having  performed  his  orisons  here,  there  appeared 
to  him  the  Queen  of  Heaven  with  her  blessed  infant 
in  her  arms,  in  great  splendor  of  light,  and,  approach- 
ing Brother  Currado,  she  placed  in  his  arms  the 
blessed  infant,  which  Currado  having  received  and  very 
devoutly  kissed,  and  embracing  it  and  pressing  it  to  his 
bosom,  melted  away  and  wholly  dissolved  in  divine 
love  with  most  inexpressible  consolation." 

On  the  plain  below  is  a  large  church  containing  the 
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saint's  house ;  but  it  is  modem,  with  a  pompous  pagan 
cupola.  Overbeck's  frescoes  are  imitations.  In  striy« 
ing  to  be  gothic  he  shows  himself  awkward,  giving 
twisted  necks  to  his  angels,  and  to  the  figure  of  Gk>d 
the  pitiful  expression  of  a  man  whose  dinner  disagrees 
with  him.  You  hasten  awaj  from  them ;  after  genuine 
devotion  nothing  is  more  disagreeable  than  its  coun- 
terfeit. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

POLITICAL  CX)NDinON.~DIPPICULTIB8  AND  BB80UBCKS.— DIBPOSL 
TION  OP  THE  MIDDLB  CLASS.— PRKDOMINANCB  AND  PROGRESS 
OP  THE  CONSTITUTIONAL  AND  LIBERAL  PARTY.— SYMPATHY  BE- 
TWEEN  ITALY  AND  PRANCE.— INOONVBNIENCBS  AND  ADVANTA- 
GES OP  MODERN  CENTRALIZATION. 

AprU  8. — ^Nnmerons  conversations  every  day  with 
people  of  every  class  and  opinion;  but  the  liberals 
predominate. 

The  diplomats,  they  say,  are  ill-disposed  toward  the 
unity  of  Italy;  they  do  not  regard  it  as  substantiaL 
According  to  the  two  clever  men  with  whom  I  have 
travelled,  one  an  officer  and  the  other  an  oMaohi  to  an 
embassy,  the  capital  trait  of  the  Italians  is  weakness 
of  character  and  richness  of  intellect,  quite  the  oppo- 
site of  the  Spaniards,  who  with  a  strong  will  have  nar- 
row and  obdurate  brains.  They  dispute  about  the 
number  of  volunteers  under  Garibaldi  in  1859 ;  some 
carry  it  up  to  twenty-five  hundred,  and  others  to  seven 
thousand, — ^in  any  event  a  ridiculously  small  number. 
The  Emperor  Napoleon  led  the  foreign  legion  with  al- 
most empty  regiments ;  nobody  came  forward  to  fill 
them  up.  It  seems  very  hard  to  the  Italian  to  quit  hia 
mistress  or  wife,  to  enlist  and  to  undergo  discipline ; 
the  military  spirit  died  out  a  long  time  ago  in  the 
country.  According  to  my  friend  the  officer,  who 
served  in  the  late  campaign,  Milan  fumished  in  aU  but 
eighty  volunte^,  and  the  peasantry  rather  sided  with 
the  Austrians.  As  to  either  the  middle  class  or  the 
nobles,  they  were  very  enthusiastic  and  made  speeches, 
but  their  enthusiasm  evaporated  in  words,  none  of  it 
extending  to  risking  their  lives.    Generosity,  true  feel- 
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ing,  and  ardent  patriotism  were  only  to  be  found  among 
the  women.  After  the  peace  of  Yillafranca  some 
Frenchmen,  lodging  near  Peschiera,  said  to  their  hosts, 
"Ah,  you  remain  Anstrians — ^what  a  pity!"  The 
daughter  of  the  family  did  not  at  first  comprehend  them, 
but  when  she  understood  their  meaning  she  raised  both 
hands,  and,  with  flaming  eyes,  asked  her  brothers  if  they 
had  no  guns  and  if  they  called  themselves  men ;  "  Never," 
said  the  officer,  "  have  I  seen  an  expression  so  ardent 
and  so  sublime !"  Her  brothers  shook  their  heads  and 
replied  with  the  discreet  patience  of  the  Italian, 
"What  is  there  to  do?" 

This  lack  of  energy  contributed  a  good  deal  toward 
precipitating  peace.  The  Emperor  Napoleon  stated 
to  M.  Oavour,  "  You  promised  me  two  hundred  thou- 
sand men,  sixty  thousand  Piedmontese  and  one  hun- 
dred and  forty  thousand  Italians.  You  give  me  thirty 
thousand ;  I  shall  be  compelled  to  call  for  one  hundred 
thousand  more  of  the  French."  If  the  protected  do 
not  aid  themselves  the  protector  becomes  uneasy  and 
discouraged,  and  the  war  suddenly  droops.  Accus- 
tomed to  yielding,  the  Italian  has  lost  the  faculty  of 
resisting ;  if  you  get  angry  he  is  astonished,  becomes 
alarmed,  yields  and  regards  you  as  crazy,  (mdUo), 
Suqih  is  the  process  by  which  the  fiery  M.  de  Merode 
obtained  an  ascendancy  over  the  Sacred  College. 
Now,  when  a  people  knows  not  how  to  fight,  its  inde- 
pendence is  only  provisional ;  its  life  depends  on  grace 
or  on  accident. 

This  is  why,  they  say.  Piedmont  did  wrong  to  yield 
to  opinion  in  the  taking  of  Naples.  It  has  made  itself 
so  much  the  weaker  ;  its  army  is  the  worse  for  recruit- 
ing its  regiments  with  poor  soldiers.  If,  to-day,  it  is 
master  there,  it  is  the  same  as  with  Championnet, 
Ferdinand,  Murat  and  their  predecessors :  with  ten 
thousand  solders  one  can  always  be  master  of  Naples ; 
but  let  any  sudden  crisis  occur,  and  the  government 
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falls  to  the  ground,  this  one  running  the  same  risk  as 
those  that  have  gone  before  it.  It  has  just  committed 
a  serious  blunder  in  abandoning  the  convents  to  muni- 
cipal rancor ;  a  lot  of  miserable  monks  and  nuns  are 
turned  out  of  doors,  ivhich  only  excites  scandal,  and 
provokes  resentment,  as  in  la  Vendue.  Now  religion 
here  is  not  abstract  or  rational  as  in  France;  it  is 
based  on  the  imagination  and  is  so  much  the  more 
sensitive  and  vivacious ;  some  day  or  other  it  will  inevi- 
tably turn  against  liberalism  and  Piedmont.  Besides, 
the  unity  of  the  country  is  against  nature ;  Italy, 
through  its  geography,  its  races  and  its  past,  is  divided 
into  three  sections ;  the  most  it  can  do  is  to  form  a 
federation.  If  it  is  kept  together  to-day,  it  is  through 
an  artificial  power,  and  because  France,  on  the  Alps, 
stands  sentinel  against  Austria.  Shoxdd  a  war  occur 
on  the  Bhine  the  Emperor  will  not  amuse  himself  split- 
ting  up  his  forces,  and  then  Italy  wiU  break  up  into  its 
natural  divisions. 

I  reply  to  this  that  the  revolution  here  is  not  an 
affair  of  race,  but  one  of  interests  and  ideas.  It 
began  at  the  end  of  the  last  century,  with  Beccaria  for 
instance,  in  the  propagation  of  French  literature  and 
philosophy.  The  middle  class,  the  enlightened  are 
those  who  diffase  it  by  leading  the  people  along  «with 
them  in  their  wake,  as  formerly  in  the  United  States 
during  the  war  of  independence.  It  is  a  new  force, 
superior  to  provincial  antipathies ;  unknown  a  hundred 
years  ago ;  inherent,  not  in  the  nerves,  in  the  blood 
and  in  the  habits,  but  in  the  brain,  in  study  and  in 
discussion ;  of  vast  grandeur,  since  it  brought  about 
the  American  and  French  revolutions,  and  growing  in 
grandeur  since  ceaseless  discoveries  of  the  human 
mind  and  multiplied  ameliorations  of  the  human 
condition  daily  contribute  to  augment  it.  Will  it 
suffice  to  sustain  Italy  ?  That  is  a  pro]|}lem  of  moral 
mechanics,  and  is  not  to  be  solved,  for  lack  of  the 
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means  by  whicli  to  estimate  the  power  of  the  lever  in 
relation  to  the  resistance  of  the  mass.  Meanwhile,  lei 
ns  examine  a  few  simple  facts  ready  at  hand :  it  is  the 
only  way  to  arrive  at  any  approximate  value  of  forces 
which  we  can  see  but  which  we  cannot  measure. 

Conscripts  are  passing  along  the  road  in  gray  vests, 
soldiers  in  xmiform,  and  frequently  handsome  officers 
in  blue  with  a  gay  and  spruce  air.  Every  small  town 
has  a  national  guard : — ^you  will  see  these  guards  sit- 
ting on  stone  benches  in  the  sunshine  at  the  entrance 
of  town-halls ; — the  streets  bear  the  names  of  Yictor 
Emmanuel,  Garibaldi  and  Solfenno.  People  are  in- 
toxicated with  their  recent  independence,  and  talk  of 
themselves  vain -gloriously.  A  Boman  who  is  going 
to  Switzerland,  remarks  tibat  "we  have  four  hundred 
thousand  soldiers  and  six  hundred  thousand  national 
guards ;  in  two  years  Italy  will  become  united,  and  we 
shall  then  be  able  to  whip  the  Austrians." — The  ex- 
aggerations of  patriotism  and  of  hope  are  spurs  of 
great  utility. 

On  the  frontier  the  chief  of  customs,  a  Piedmon- 
tese  and  formerly  a  soldier  in  the  Crimea,  stormed 
and  railed  in  the  middle  of  the  night  in  his  wooden 
shanty  against  Antonelli  and  Merode, ''  those  brigands 
and  assassins."  He  descanted  on  the  righte  of  nations 
and  the  duties  of  citizens.  ''  The  atmosphere  here  is 
unhealthy  four  months  of  the  year,  the  country  is 
gloomy,  living  is  dear  and  life  solitary, — ^but  I  serve 
Italy,  I  have  already  served  her  in  the  ranks,  and  I 
trust  that  next  year  there  will  be  no  frontier." — ^Tou 
will  note  that  the  comrades  of  Hoche,  a  sergeant  in 
1789  in  the  French  guards,  uttered  substantially  the 
same  words  and  in  the  same  tone. 

At  Foligno,  in  a  small  cafe,  I  offer  baiocchi  in  pay- 
ment ;  the  proprietor  refuses  them  ;  "  No,  Signor,  that 
money  has  no  value  here — ^we  want  nothing  Boman. 
Let  the  Pope  and  the  priests  clear  out  and  go  to 


32  PEBUGIA  AND  ASSIST. 

Heaven  1  It's  the  best  thing  they  can  do  for  ns !  He 
is  ill  now — the  sooner  ii  is  over  the  better !"  And  all 
this  coarsely,  amidst  the  jeers  of  his  wife  and  of  five 
or  six  laborers  there. — This  is  a  veritable  Jacobin 
household  as  with  ns  in  1790. 

Yesterday  in  a  public  vehicle  I  had  three  hours* 
conversation  with  my  two  companions,  one  a  brass- 
lamp  maker  of  Perugia  and  the  other  a  peasant  and 
tile-maker.  The  former  is  a  well-to-do  mechanic;  he 
went  to  Turin  as  one  of  a  deputation  to  Yictor  Em- 
manuel, and  is  a  passionate  partisan  of  Italy.  His 
son  who  had  completed  his  studies  and  become  a 
painter,  enlisted  and  is  serving  as  a  sergeant  against 
the  Galabrian  brigands.  The  tile -maker  had  ten 
nephews  in  the  army.  They  were  not  disposed  to  be 
reserved  and  gave  me  innumerable  details. 

According  to  these  men  every  thing  is  going  on 
well.  Out  of  twenty  persons,  fifteen  are  for  the  gov- 
ernment, four  for  the  pope  and  one  republican.  The 
republicans  have  entirely  lost  ground;  they  are  re- 
garded as  fanatics  (farvtaMid).  The  peasantry  are 
daily  coming  round  to  the  government;  they  are  al- 
ready hunting  out  refractory  conscripts  (renitenti)  and 
bringing  them  back.  The  conscription  was  a  sore  trial 
to  them,  but  they  are  getting  used  to  it.  In  the  army 
the  young  men  eat  good  food,  return  home  strong  and 
active,  and  with  a  martial  spirit ;  the  effect  is  wonder- 
ful on  the  young  girls,  and  consequently  on  the  young 
men,  and  yet  again  on  their  parents  and  neighbors. 
Taxes  are  unquestionably  more  onerous;  but  every- 
body works  and  doubly  profits  by  it.  People  are 
building  and  repairing.  Spoleto  is  completely  reno- 
vated ;  gas  has  been  introduced  at  Perugia ;  tiie  rail- 
road to  Ancona  progresses  and  there  is  great  excite- 
ment everywhere.  ''The  farthings  circulate  1"  (Tutiti 
i  quaUrini  lavorano.) 

The  entire  middle  class  is  enthusiastic  in  this  sense 
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In  a  poptdaidon  of  82,000  at  Pertigia  there  are  1400 
members  of  the  national  guards  inolnding  merchants, 
shop-keepers  and  prominent,  well-established  people. 
They  do  patrol  doty  with  the  soldiers,  drill,  subject 
themselyes  to  inconveniences,  and  contentedly.  "  I 
have  made  sacrifices  for  my  country,"  said  my  banker, 
''and  am  willing  to  make  still  greater  ones."  There 
are  no  more  mtmicipal  or  provincial  rivalries ;  Flor- 
ence has  sent  back  to  Pisa  in  token  of  fraternity  the 
chains  of  its  harbor  which  she  had  formerly  captured. 
I  point  to  an  officer  passing  and  ask  if  he  is  not  a 
Piedmontese.  ''No  more  Piedmontese — we  are  all 
mixed  up  in  the  army — ^nobody  now  but  Italians  I" 

They  have  all  the  confidence  and  illusions  of  1789. 
On  remarking  that  the  Italian  army  had  not  yet  de- 
monstrated its  capacity: — "We  fought  at  Milan  in 
1848,  and  in  three  days,  drove  off  alone  the  Austrians. 
We  fought  also  at  Perugia,  against  the  Swiss,  who 
massacred  the  women  and  children; — ^I  was  then  in 
the  cavaby.  There  was  a  fortress  agamst  the  town, — 
look,  that  is  all  there  is  left  of  it ; — ^we  are  converting 
it  into  a  museum.  No,  no,  we  have  no  fear  of  the  Aus- 
trians. We  had  seventy  thousand  volunteers  against 
them  in  1859.  In  two  years  more  the  peasantry  will 
rise  to  a  man  and  we  will  drive  them  out  of  Yenice." 
(Seven  thousand  volunteers  have  become  seventy. 
But  the  people  are  poetic;  the  more  they  magnify, 
the  more  they  exalt  themselves.) 

There  is  the  same  anti-ecclesiastic  rigidity  as  in 
our  revolution.  -  According  to  my  two  companions  "  the 
priests  are  scamps  (birbcmti) ;  the  government  does 
right  in  confiscating  the  property  of  the  monks ;  it 
ought  to  drive  away  every  rascal  who  openly  agitates 
against  it.  Before  1859  they  were  all-powerful  and 
meddled  in  domestic  matters;  they  were  tried  by  a 
special  tribunal  and  never  punished.  Now  they  lower 
their  heads ;  two  of  them  have  lately  been  condemned 
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for  crimes  and  eyerybody  rejoioes.  They  did  nothing 
but  harm.  The  beggars,  children,  and  adults,  who 
beset  us  at  Assisi  are  of  their  providing,  physically 
as  well  as  morally.  They  corrupted  women,  encour- 
aged idleness  through  their  mendicity,  and  main- 
tained a  state  of  ignorance;  but  now  insixuction  is 
everywhere  diffused,  each  commune  having  its  own 
school ; — there  are  thirteen  in  Assisi,  which  has  but 
three  thousand  inhabitants.'*  A  beggar  attached  him- 
self to  our  vehicle.  ''Be  off,  you  knave  I  go  to  the 
monks — among  them  you  will  find  your  father  I"  The 
beggar  with  his  obsequious,  sly  Italian  smile  replied, 
"  No,  signor,  I  do  not  belong  to  this  part  of  the  coun- 
try, give  me  a  little  something." 

Many  trifling  circumstances  bear  witness  to  this 
resentment  against  the  clergy.  Lately,  at  Foligno,  in 
a  masquerade,  the  pope  and  the  cardinals  were  tray- 
estied  in  the  streets  with  shouts,  laughter  and  uni- 
versal excitement. — ^In  Perugia,  alongside  of  San  Do- 
menico,  stands  a  blackfriar's  convent  converted  into 
a  military  barracks.  The  soldiers,  on  entering  it, 
pierced  the  frescos  of  the  inner  wall  with  their  bay- 
onets. The.  lacerated  figures  are  now  falling  off  in 
fragments ;  one  can  scarcely  distinguish,  here  and 
there,  the  forms  of  some  of  the  personages.  The 
smoke  of  a  soldier's  kitchen  suffices  to  destroy  the 
finest  group. — A  quarter  of  an  hour  after  this,  at  San 
Fietro,  a  priest  informed  us  with  a  sad  look,  that  on 
entering  that  place  they  had  alao  torn  away  pamtinga 
in  another  chapel.  He  uttered  this  with  a  melancholy, 
humiliated  aspect ;  the  ecclesiastics  here  do  not  speak 
in  the  same  tone  as  at  Borne. — ^These  outrages  are 
similar  to  those  of  our  revolution:  the  layman  and 
military  barracks  are  substitutes  without  transition 
for  the  ecclesiastic  and  the  monastery.  This  antag- 
onism provokes  thought ;  there  is  little  probability  of 
its  ending ;  it  has  never  ended  in  France ;  the  revolu- 
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tion  and  Oatholicism  still  remain  under  arms  and  in 
battle  array.  Protestant  peoples,  the  English  for  ex- 
ample, are  more  fortunate.  Luther  has  there  recon- 
ciled the  Chnrch  and  society.  Marrying  the  priest, 
making  of  him  by  education  and  habit  a  sort  of  more 
serious  layman,  eleyating  the  layman  to  reflection  and 
criticism  by  giving  him  the  Bible  and  an  exegesis, 
suppressing  the  ascetic  portion  of  religion  and  infus- 
ing into  society  the  conscience  as  moral  guide,  is  the 
greatest  of  modem  revolutions.  The  two  spirits  har- 
monize in  Protestant  countries ;  they  remain  hostile  in 
Catholic  countries  and,  unfortunately,  to  their  hostility 
one  sees  no  limit.  Another  merchant,  an  officer,  and 
my  purveyor  with  whom  I  chat  entertains  me  with 
similar  views.  What  an  animated  and  complete  under- 
standing these  Italians  have !  Here  is  a  domestic  who 
tells  me  all  about  himself,  his  marriage  and  his  views 
of  life,  who  reasons  and  judges  like  a  cultivated  man. — 
A  miserable  guide,  half  beggar^  in  a  shop  at  Assisi  ex- 
pressed well-connected  opinions  and  explained  to  me, 
skeptically,  the  state  of  the  country.  ''  The  peasantry 
hunt  after  the  conscripts, "  he  said  "  because  they  are 
jealous ;  their  sons  have  been  taken  and  they  wish  to 
have  the  sons  of  others  caught.  The  rich  always  eat 
up  the  poor  while  the  poor  never  eat  up  the  rich." 
There  is  a  great  readiness  of  conception  and  prompt- 
ness of  expression ;  such  a  people  is  always  prepared 
for  political  discussi<m ;  you  notice  it  in  the  cafes ;  the 
ardor  and  copiousness  of  discussion  are  surprising, 
and  likewise  its  good  sense.  In  the  upheaval  of  a  gen- 
eral revolution  and  of  a  vacillating  government  every 
town  is  self-administered  and  self-supporting. 

They  agree  generally  in  this,  that  the  Uberal  party  is 
progressing.  According  to  my  friend  the  young  officer 
the  number  of  the  refractory  diminishes  every  year ;  this 
year  some  borough  near  Orvieto,  where  he  is  in  garri- 
son, no  longer  possesses  one.    At  Foligno,  where  he 
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has  lived,  only  two  or  three  old  papal  families  are  named ; 
they  are  avaricious  and  behind  the  age,  one  being  re- 
lated to  a  cardinal ;  the  rest  of  the  town  is  for  Victor 
Emmanuel.  Ecclesiastical  property  is  rented  at  low 
rates  to  the  peasantry,  which  reconciles  them  to  the 
government ;  the  result  wiU  be  a  sale  of  it  to  them  and 
then  they  will  become  openly  patriotic.  In  short  the 
enemy  of  the  new  order  of  things  is  the  clergy, 
monks  who  are  reduced  to  fifteen  cents  a  day  and 
priests  who  advise  young  men  to  avoid  the  conscrip- 
tion, and  to  pass  over  the  Soman  frontier. — ^Finally,  like 
almost  all  the  Italians  I  have  seen,  he  is  Catholic  and  a 
believer;  he  blames  the  " DiriUo'*  a  violent  jacobin 
journal,  and  thinks  that  religion  may  accommodate  itself 
to  the  civil  government.  What  he  disapproves  of  is 
the  temporal  authority  of  the  clergy;,  let  the  priests 
confine  themselves  to  their  functions  as  priests,  admin- 
ister the  sacraments  and  set  an-  example  of  good  be- 
havior ;  once  under  proper  restraint  they  will  become 
better.  At  Orvieto,  where  he  lives,  many  of  the  children 
in  the  town  are  attributed  to  the  monks,  which  is  an 
evil.  He  admires  our  clergy,  so  correct,  and  never  pro- 
voking scandal;  he  approves  of  the  prescribed  cos- 
tume of  our  priests, — in  Italy  they  are  only  required 
to  dress  in  black.  He  ridicules  ihose  Boman  monsig^ 
norCf  set  to  watch  over  morals  and  superintend  the 
theatres,  who  enter  the  box  of  the  leading  dansenae  in 
order  to  forbid  her  to  indulge  in  caprices.  Accord- 
ing to  him  such  an  order  of  things  excites  people  against 
religion  itsell  At  Sienna,  in  the  shop-windows,  we  , 
have  just  seen  a  translation  of  "  le  Maudit,*'  and  the 
"Vie  de  Jesus,"  the  last  work  of  Strauss,  and  an  engrav- 
ing representing  Truth  overwhelming*  obstinate  and 
hypocritical  priests. 

My  impression  of  the  country  between  Perugia  and 
Sienna  is  that  it  is  similar  to  France.  The  villagers  are 
about  as  well  clad  as  our  own ;  they  have  more  horses, 
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and  many  among  them  are  landowners.  The  aspect  oi 
the  villages  and  of  the  small  towns  reminds  one  of  our 
South.  The  country  is  of  the  same  structure — small 
valleys  and  moderate  elevations — ^the  soil  seeming  to 
be  as  well  cultivated.  The  garrison  anecdotes  which 
my  friend  the  officer  relates  to  me  and  the  interiors  of 
the  inns  and  of  the  middle-class  tenements  with  which 
I  glance  recall  trait  for  trait  a  journey  I  made  last 
year  in  the  middle  and  south  of  France.  To  complete 
the  resemblance  soldiers  are  everywhere  seen  on  the 
road,  on  furlough,  or  proceeding  to  join  their  regi- 
ments ;  the  people  are  as  gay  and  their  conversation 
as  animated  as  with  us.  The  boroughs  and  small 
towns  wear  that  provincial  aspect,  somewhat  dull  and 
tolerably  clean,  which  we  are  so  familiar  with.  It 
might  be  called  a  backward  France,  a  younger  sister 
that  is  growing  and  "  catching  up  "  with  the  elder.  If 
we  consider  the  contending  parties,  on  the  one  side 
the  nobles  and  clergy,  and  on  the  other  the  middle  and 
commercial  class,  people  of  education  and  the  liberal 
professions,  and  between  the  two  the  peasantry  which 
the  revolution  is  trying  to  emancipate  from  traditional 
influences,  the  resemblance  becomes  strildng.  To 
complete  it,  it  is  evident  by  their  conversation,  that 
their  model  is  France ;  they  repeat  our  ancient  ideas 
and  confine  themselves  to  reading  our  books.  Slight- 
ly cultivated  people  know  French  and  scarcely  ever 
English  or  German  :  our  language  is  the  only  one  like 
theirs,  and  besides,  they,  like  ourselves,  require  gayety, 
wit,  the  agreeable  and  even  license;  one  finds  in 
their  hands  not  only  our  good  authors  but  our  second- 
class  romances,  our  minor  newspapers  and  low-class 
literature.  Their  great  reforms  all  take  place  in  the 
same  sense ;  they  have  imitated  our  coinage  and  our 
measures ;  they  are  organizing  a  salaried  church  with- 
out private  property,  primary  schools,  a  national  guard 
and  the  rest. 
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I  am  aware  of  the  drawbacks  to  our  system, — -Hxe 
suppression  of  all  superior  ranks ;  the  reduction  of  all 
ambitions  and  of  all  mind  to  the  commonplace  ideas 
and  enterprises  of  life ;  the  abolition  of  the  proud  and 
lofty  sentiments  of  one  brought  np  in  command,  the 
protector  and  natural  representative  of  those  aronnd 
him ;  the  universal  multiplication  of  the  envious,  nar- 
row-minded, insipid  bourgeois  as  described  by  Henri 
Monnier ;  all  the  wear  and  tear,  vileness  and  impoverish- 
ment of  head  and  heart  from  which  aristocratic  conn- 
tries  are  exempt.  Nevertheless,  such  as  it  is,  their 
form  of  civilization  is  passable  and  preferable  to  many 
others,  and  natural  enough  to  Latin  populations ;  and 
France,  which  is  now  the  first  of  Latin  nations,  takes 
the  lead  with  its  revolution  and  its  civil  code  among 
its  neighbors. 

This  social  structure  consists  in  this :  a  great  central 
government  with  a  powerful  army,  heavy  imposts  and  a 
vast  corps  of  functionaries  restrained  by  honor  and 
who  do  not  peculate  ; — a  small  portion  of  land  to  each 
peasant,  besides  schools  and  other  facilities  to  enable 
him  to  mount  upward  to  a  higher  class  if  he  has  capa- 
city ; — a  hierarchy  of  public  offices  open  to  the  ambi- 
tion of  the  middle  class,  all  unfairness  being  limited 
through  the  organization  of  examinations  and  competi- 
tions, all  aspiration  being  kept  within  bounds  and  satis- 
fied by  promotion  which. is  slow  but  sure; — in  short 
the  almost  equal  partition  of  all  desirable  things  so 
that  every  one  may  have  a  share — nobody  a  very  large 
one — and  almost  all  one  of  small  or  mediocre  propor- 
tions ;  and,  above  all,  internal  securit}%  a  fair  sum  of 
justice  and  of  fame,  and  national  glory.  All  this  goes 
to  make  up  a  partially  instructed,  very  well  protected, 
tolerably  regulated  and  very  inert  bourgeois,  whose  sole 
thought  is  to  pass  from  an  income  of  two  thousand 
francs  a  year  to  one  of  six  thousand.  Li  a  word  a  mul- 
titude of  the  half-cultivated  and  the  half-rich,  twenty 
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or  thirty  millions  of  individuals  passably  contented, 
carefaUy  penned,  drilled  and  restrained,  and  who,  when 
necessity  calls,  can  be  launched  forth  in  a  single  body. 
Taldng  things  in  gross  it  is  about  what  men  have  thus 
far  found  to  be  best;  nevertheless  we  must  wait  a 
century  to  see  England,  Austria  and  America. 


CHAPTER  V. 

FBOM  PERUGIA  TO  SIENNA.— ASPECT  OP  SIENNA.— TRANSITION  FROM 
A  REPUBLICAN  TO  A  MONARCHICAL  SYSTEM.— MEDLfiVAL  MONU< 
MENTa— THE  CATHEDRAL.— ITALIAN  -  GOTHIC  ARCHITECTURE.— 
NICndiAS  OF  PISA.— EARLY  SCULPTURE.— APPRECIATION  OF  FORM 
IN  THE  RENAISSANCE. 

Sienna,  AprU  8. — The  country  becomes  flat  between 
Cbiusi  and  Sienna;  we  enter  Tuscany;  marshes  in 
the  distance  spread  out  their  dingy  and  sickly  verdure. 
A  little  farther  on  there  are  low  hills  and  then  gray 
slopes  covered  with  the  black  twisted  sprouts  of  the 
vine ;  it  is  a  meagre  and  flat  French  landscape.  An 
old  city  surrounded  with  brown  waUs  appears  at  the 
left,  on  a  hUl,  and  we  then  enter  Sienna. 

It  is  an  old  repubhc  of  the  middle  ages,  and  often  on 
the  maps  of  the  sixteenth  century,  I  had  contemplated 
its  abrupt  silhouette,  bristling  with  bastions,  crowded 
with  fortresses  and  filled  with  evidences  of  public  and 
private  contention.  Public  wars  against  Pisa  Florence 
and  Perugia,  private  wars  among  the  bourgeoisie  the 
nobles  and  the  people,  street  combats,  massacres  in  the 
town-hall,  violations  of  the  constitution,  exile  of  all  no- 
bles capable  of  using  arms,  exile  of  four  thousand  arti- 
sans, proscriptions,  confiscations,  wholesale  executions, 
plots  of  the  exiled  against  the  city,  popular  insurrec- 
tions, despair  carried  even  to  the  surrender  of  liberties 
and  submission  to  a  foreign  yoke,  sudden  and  furious 
rebellions,  clubs  similar  to  those  of  the  Jacobins,  asso- 
ciations like  those  of  the  carbonari,  a  desperate  siege 
like  that  of  Warsaw,  and  systematic  depopulation  like 
that  of  Poland, — nowhere  has  life  been  so  tragic 
From  two  hundred  thousand  inhabitants  the  popula- 
tion of  the  city  fell  to  six  thousand.    The  enmities  re* 
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qnired  to  exhaust  a  people  of  such  vivacitj  cannot  be 
told.  Of  all  human  creatures  the  feudal  Italian  was 
the  most  richly  endowed  with  an  active  will  and  con- 
centrated passions,  and  he  bled  himself,  and  was  bled, 
to  the  last  drop  in  his  yeins  before  sinking  down  into 
the  bed  of  monarchical  tranquillity.  Oosmo  II.,  in  or- 
der to  remain  master,  destroyed  by  starvation,  war  and 
executions  fifty  thousand  peasants.  At  this  epoch  we 
see  in  engravings,  defiling  on  the  republican-  piazza, 
pompous  cavalcadeSy  mythological  chariots,  reviews 
and  the  livery  of  the  new  prince.  The  artist  indulges 
in  interminable  adulation  on  the  margin  of  his  picture. 
Servile  manners,  somnolency,  worn  out  gallantry  and 
universal  inertia  become  established.  Sienna  is  re- 
duced to  a  provincial  town,  visited  by  tourists.  I  am 
told  by  an  ecclesiastical  acquaintance  that  when  he 
came  here  in  1821  the  lifelessness  and  ignorance  of  the 
place  were  complete.  Two  days  in  a  vettura  were 
necessary  in  order  to  go  from  Sienna  to  Florence.  A 
noble  before  setting  out  on  his  journey  confessed  him- 
self and  made  his  will.  There  was  not  a  library,  not  a 
book.  One  day  my  clerical  friend,  who  is  liberal  and  in« 
telligent,  subscribes  to  two  French  newspapera  Some 
one  pays  him  a  visit ;  "What,  have  you  a  French  news- 
paper!" The  visitor  takes  hold  of  it  and  feels  the 
miraculous  godsend.  Twenty  minutes  affcer  this  the 
ecclesiastic  goes  out  for  a  walk.  The  first  person  he  en- 
counters exclaims,  "  Is  it  true  that  you  have  a  French 
newspaper?"  and  then  another  who  utters  the  same 
thing,  the  report  having  spread  instantaneously  like  a 
ray  of  light  in  a  chamber  closed  for  a  century. 

A  town  thus  preserved  is  like  a  Pompeii  of  the  middle 
ages.  You  ascend  and  descend  steep  narrow  streets 
paved  with  stone  and  bordered  with  monumental 
houses.  A  few  still  retain  their  towers.  In  the  vicinity 
of  the  Piazza  they  succeed  each  other  in  rows,  forming 
lines  of  enormous  bosses,  low. porches  and  curious 
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masses  of  brick  pierced  with  occasional  windows. 
Several  of  the  palaces  seem  like  bastions.  The  Piazza 
is  surrounded  with  them ;  no  sight  more  aptly  suggests 
to  the  imagination  the  municipal  and  violent  customs  of 
ancient  times.  This  square  is  irregular  in  shape  and 
in  surface,  and  is  peculiar  and  striking  like  all  natural 
objects  that  have  not  been  deformed  or  reformed  by  ad- 
ministrative discipline.  Facing  it,  is  the  Palazzo  Pub- 
lico, a  massive  town-hall  adapted  to  resist  sudden  at* 
tacks  and  for  the  issue  of  proclamations  to  the  crowd 
assembled  in  the  open  square.  Frequently  have  these 
been  cast  from  these  ogive  windows  and  likewise  the 
.bodies  of  the  men  killed  in  the  seditions.  The  cornice 
bristles  with  battlements;  defence  in  these  days  is 
often  encountered  under  ornament.  To  the  left  of  this 
the  symmetrical  form  of  a  gigantic  tower  with  its 
double  expansion  of  battlements  rises  to  a  prodigious 
height ;  it  is  the  tower  of  the  city  which  plants  on  its 
summit  its  saint  and  its  standard  and  speaks  afar  to 
distant  cities.  At  its  base  the  Gaja  fountain  which  in 
the  fourteenth  century,  amid  universal  acclamation, 
brought  water  for  the  first  time  to  the  public  square, 
stands  framed  in  by  one  of  the  most  elegant  of  marble 
baldachins. 

It  was  growing  late  and  I  entered  the  cathedral  for 
a  moment.  The  impression  is  incomparable ;  that  of 
St.  Peter's  at  Bome  does  not  approach  it :  a  surprising 
richness  and  sincerity  of  invention,  the  most  admirable 
of  gothic  flowers — ^but  of  a  new  gothic  that  has 
bloomed  in  a  better  clime,  in  the  midst  of  genius  of  a 
higher  culture ;  more  serene,  more  beautiful,  more  re- 
ligious and  yet  healthy,  and  which  is  to  our  cathedrals 
what  the  poems  of  Dante  and  Petrarch  are  to  the  songs 
of  our  trouv^res ;  a  pavement  and  pillars  with  stones  of 
alternate  courses  of  white  and  black  marble,  a  legion 
of  animated  statues,  a  natural  combination  of  gothio 
and  roman  forms,  corinthian  capitals  bearing  a  laby- 
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rinth  of  gilded  arcades  and  arches  panelled  with  aznre 
and  stars.  The  declining  sun  streams  in  at  the  door 
and  the  enormous  vault  with  its  forest  of  columns  spar- 
kles in  the  shadow  above  the  crowd  kneeling  in  the  naves 
and  chapel,  and  around  the  columns.  The  multitude 
in  the  profound  darkness  swarms  indistinctly  up  to  the 
foot  of  the  altar,  which,  all  at  once,  with  its  bronzes 
'  and  candelabra  and  the  damask  copes  of  its  priests  and 
the  prodigal  magnificence  of  its  jewels  and  tapers,  rises 
upward  like  a  bouquet  of  light  of  magical  splendor. 

April  8. — I  pasded  half  of  the  day  in  this  church ; 
one  might  easily  pass  a  whole  day  there.  For  the  first 
time  elsewhere  than  in  engravings  I  find  an  Italian- 
Gothic,  the  earliest  of  two  renaissance  periods,  less 
pure  than  the  other  but  more  spontaneous. 

A  grand  portal  decked  with  statues  projects  above  its 
three  entrances  three  pointed  pediments,  over  these 
pediments  three  pointed  gables,  around  these  gables 
four  pointed  spires  and  all  of  them  crenelated  with 
openings ;  but  the  arch  of  the  doors  is  Boman :  the 
facade,  in  spite  of  its  elongated  angles,  has  latin  rem- 
iniscences :  the  decoration  is  not  of  the  filagree  order 
and  the  statues  are  not  a  multitude.  The  architect 
loves  the  up-springing  forms  derived  from  the  north, 
but  he  likewise  loves  the  solid  forms  bequeathed  to 
him  by  ancient  tradition.  If,  in  the  interior,  he  masses 
columns  together  in  piers,  if  he  spins  out  and  surrounds 
the  windows  with  trefoils  and  muUions,  if  he  curves  the 
windows  into  ogives,  he  suspends  aloft  the  aerial  rotun- 
dity of  the  dome,  he  garlands  his  capitals  with  the  Co- 
rinthian acanthus  and  diffases  throughout  his  work  an 
air  of  joyousness  and  strength  through  the  firmness 
of  his  forms,  an  appropriate  distribution  of  light  and  a 
lustrous  assortment  of  marbles.  His  church  is  chrii^tian, 
but  of  .a  Christianity  other  than  that  of  the  north,  less 
grandiose  and  less  impassioned,  but  less  morbid  and 
less  violent,  as  if  the  sprightliness  innate  in  the  Italian 
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genius  and  the  early  impulse  of  laic  culture  had  tempered 
the  sublime  phrensy  of  the  middle  ages,  and  preserved 
for  the  soul  a  hope  on  earth  by  leaving  to  it  an  issue  in 
heaven.  Of  what  avail  are  rules  ?  and  how  insignifi- 
cant are  the  barriers  of  the  schools  ?  Here  are  men 
who  stood  with  one  foot  in  the  renaissance  and  the  other 
in  the  middle  age,  diverted  both  ways,  so  that  their 
work  could  not  fail  to  miscarry  and  contradict  itself. 
It  does  not  miscarry,  and  its  contradictions  harmonize. 
And  for  this  reason,  that,  in  their  breast,both  sentiments 
operated  energetically  and  sincerely ;  that  suffices  for 
good  work ;  life  begets  life. 

Yon  enter.  The  same  marriage  of  ideas  reappears 
in  all  the  details.  On  each  side  of  the  door  they  have 
set  up  two  admirable  corinthian  columns,  but  they  have 
appropriated  the  Greek  column  by  clothing  the  shaft 
with  a  profusion  of  smaU  nude  figures,  hippogriffs,  birds, 
and  acanthus  leaves  interlaced  and  winding  about  to 
the  top. — Three  paces  farther  on  are  two  charming 
holy-water  fonts,  two  small  columns  decked  with  grapes, 
figures  and  garlands,  each  bearing  on  its  top  a  cup  of 
white  marble.  One,  they  say,  is  antique;  the  other 
must  be  of  about  the  beginning  of  the  fifteenth  cen- 
tury. The  heads  and  torsions  of  these  small  figures 
remind  one  of  Albert  Durer ;  the  feet  and  knees  are  some- 
what salient ;  they  are  naked  females  with  their  hands  tied 
behind  their  backs ;  the  artist  in  order  to  obtain  true 
action  does  not  fear  to  slightly  disfigure  the  breast. 
Thus  is  developed  between  Nicholas  of  Pisa  and 
Jacopo  della  Quercia  an  entire  school  of  sculpture,  a 
complete  art,  already  perfect  like  a  healthy  lively  child 
straggling  in  its  cathoHc  swaddling  clothes. 

Finally,  there  is  the  celebrated  pulpit  of  Nicholas  of  Pi- 
sa, the  renovator  of  sculpture  (1266).  What  can  be  more 
precious  than  these  early  works  of  the  modem  mind  ? 
Our  true  ancestors  are  here,  and  one  craves  to  know 
the  way  in  which,   at  this  early  dawn,  they  compre- 
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hended  man  as  we  of  to-day  regard  him ;  for,  when 
an  artist  creates  a  type,  it  is  as  if  he  expressed  by  flesh 
and  bones  his  conception  of  human  nature ;  and  this 
conception  once  popular,  the  rest  follows.  I  have  no 
words  to  express  the  originality  and  richness  of  inven- 
tion displayed  in  this  pulpit.  It  is  as  peculiar  as  it  is 
beautiful.  The  pedestals  consist  of  lionesses,  each 
holding  a  lamb  in  its  jaws,  or  sucked  by  its  young ;  the 
quaint  symbolism  of  the  middle  ages  is  here  apparent ; 
but  from  the  bodies  of  these  lionesses  spring  eight 
small,  pure  white  columns  expanding  into  a  rich  cluster 
of  leaves,  entirely  original  in  taste,  and  which  join  to- 
gether in  trefoils  supporting  a  sort  of  octagonal  arch 
or  coffer  of  the  simplest  and  most  natural  form  possi- 
ble. On  the  entablature  of  each  column  sits  a  woman ; 
several  wear  the  crowns  of  empresses,  and  all  hold  in- 
fants that  are  whispering  to  them  in  their  ears.  One 
loses  sight  of  their  being  of  stone,  so  animated  is  their 
expression ;  it  is  more  decided  than  in  the  antique.  In 
this  joyousness  of  primitive  invention  the  new  concep- 
tions so  suddenly  obtained  are  dwelt  on  to  excess ;  it  is 
a  pleasure  to  perceive,  for  the  first  time,  a  soul,  and  the 
attitude  which  manifests  that  soul!  Ideas  did  not 
abound  in  those  days,  and  they  clung  all  the  closer  to 
those  they  had.  Through  a  striking  innovation  the 
body,  neck,  and  head,  somewhat  too  large,  have  a  sort 
of  Doric  heaviness ;  but  this  only  adds  to  their  vigor. 
Leaving  behind  him  the  meagre,  ascetic  saint,  the  art- 
ist, in  imitation  of  the  antique  bas-reliefs,  already  con- 
structs the  firm  bony  framework,  fine,  well-proportioned 
limbs,  and  the  healthy  flesh  of  renaissance  figures.  In 
northern  sculptures,  the  physiognomies  and  attitudes  of 
northern  artists,  when  their  genius  blooms  out  in  the 
fifteenth  century,^  are  delicate,  pensive,  emotional,  and 


i 

« 


See  the  sculptures  of  the  church  of  Brou,  of  Strasbouig  cathedral, 
and  the  tomb  of  the  Duke  of  Brittany  at  Nantes. 
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always  ingeniously  personal.  These,  on  the  contrary, 
display  the  simplicity,  breadth,  and  gravity  of  ancient 
pagan  heads.  It  seems  that  the  Italian,  as  he  at  this 
moment  first  opens  his  mouth,  resumes  the  grave,  man- 
ly discourse  arrested  twelve  hundred  years  before  on  the 
lips  of  his  brothers  of  Greece  and  of  his  ancestors  of 
Kome. 

On  the  panels  of  the  pulpit  a  labyrinth  of  crowded 
figures — a  long  octagonal  procession,  the  Nativity,  the 
Passion,  and  the  Last  Judgment, — envelop  the  marble 
with  their  marble  covering.  Apostles  and  virgins 
stand  or  sit  on  the  angles,  uniting  and  separating  the 
diverse  incidents  of  the  legend.  The  margins  are  filled 
with  a  delicate  and  rich  vegetation  of  marble  inter- 
twined with  arabesque  and  with  foliage,  a  most  luxuri- 
ous display  of  light  and  complicated  ornaments.  One 
recoils  astonished  at  this  richness,  and  then  perceives 
that  he  is  walking  on  figures.  The  entire  floor  of  the 
church  is  incrusted  with  them ;  it  is  a  mosaic  of  charac- 
ters seemingly  traced  with  a  pencil  on  the  broad  slabs. 
There  are  some  of  all  ages,  from  the  birth  of  art  to  its 
maturity.  Figures,  processions,  combats,  castles,  and 
landscapes ;  the  feet  tread  on  scenes  and  men  belonging 
to  the  fourteenth  and  the  two  following  centuries.  The 
most  ancient,  indeed,  are  rigid,  like  feudal  tapestries: 
Samson  rending  the  lion's  jaw,  Absalom  suspended  by 
his  hair,  with  large,  open,  idiotic  eyes,  and  the  murdered 
Innocents, — reminding  one  of  the  manikins  of  the  mis- 
sals :  but,  as  one  advances  he  sees  life  animating  the 
limbs.  The  grand  white  sibyls,  on  the  black  pavement 
display  the  nobleness  and  gravity  of  goddesses.  Innu- 
merable heads  impress  one  with  their  breadth  and 
firmness  of  character.  The  artist  as  yet  sees  nothing 
in  thQ  human  organism  but  its  general  framexoork ;  he 
is  not  distracted  as  we  are  by  a  multiplicity  of  grada- 
tions, by  the  knowledge  of  an  infinity  of  spiritual  modi- 
fications and  innumerable  changes  of  physiognomy. 
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For  this  reason  he  cau  produce  beings  who,  through 
their  oahnness,  seem  to  be  superior  to  the  agitations  of 
life.  A  primitive  soul  creates  primitive  souls.  In  the 
time  of  Baphael  this  art  is  complete :  and  the  greatest , 
of  the  three  niello  artists  on  stone,  Beccafumi,  has 
covered  the  space  around  the  high  altar  and  the  pave- 
ment of  the  cupola  with  his  designs.  His  half-naked 
Eve,  his  Israelites  slain  for  espousing  the  Midianite 
women,  his  Abraham  sacrificing,  are  superb  figures  of 
a  wholly  pagan  conception, — often  with  torsos  and  at* 
titudes  like  those  of  Michael  Angelo,  but  j^t  simple. 
It  is  only  at  that  time  that  they  kne|w  how  to  ms^kq 
bodies.* 

The  great  man  himself  has  worked  here :  they  attrib- 
ute to  him  an  admirable  little  chapel  in  which  small 
figures  appear,  ranged  above  each  other  in  shell  niches 
amongst  Ught  arabesques  and  winding  over  the  white 
marble.  His  predecessors,  the  most  glorious  restorers 
of  art,  keep  him  company ;  under  the  altar,  in  a  low 
chapel,  a  "  St.  John"  by  Donatello,  and  vigorous  fig- 
ures with  knotted  muscles  and  contorted  necks  impress 
one  with  their  energy  and  youthfulness.  To  see  this 
pavement,  these  walls,  these  altars  thus  filled  and 
crowded,  these  files  of  figures  and  of  heads  ascending 
on  the  efflorescences  of  the  capitals,  extending  in  lines 
along  the  friezes  and  covering  the  entire  field  of  view,  it 
is  evident  that  the  arts  of  design  were  the  spontaneous 
language  of  this  epoch,  that  men  spoke  the  language  ^ 
without  effort,  that  it  is  the  natural  mould  of  their 
thought,  that  this  thought  and  this  imagination,  fecund 
for  the  first  time,  blossomed  outwardly  with  an  in- 
exhaustible  generation  of  forms,  that  they  are  like 
youths  whose  tongues  are  unloosed  and  who  say  too 
much  because  they  have  not  spoken  before. 

Too  many  beautiful  or  curious  things  is  a  constantly 

*  See  the  cartoons  in  the  Institnte  of  the  Fine  Arts  at  Sienna. 
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recurring  remark  here ;  for  example  the  Ubraria  ex- 
tending  to  the  cathedral  and  built  at  the  end  of  the  fif- 
teenth century.  Here  are  ten  frescoes  by  Pinturicchio, 
the  history  of  Pius  II.,  several  figures  of  females  very 
chaste  and  very  elegant,  the  work  however  being  still 
literal  and  dry.  The  painter  preserves  the  costumes  of 
the  time,  the  emperor  being  represented  in  a  gilded 
robe  with  the  exaggerated  display  of  the  middle  ages 
Pinturicchio  employed  Baphael  on  his  cartoons ;  here 
the  passage  from  the  old  to  the  new  school  is  appar- 
ent ;  from  master  to  pupil  the  distance  is  infinite,  and 
eyes  that  have  just  left  the  Vatican  are  fully  sensible 
of  it 


CHAPTEB  VI. 

TECB  OBIGIN  OP  PAINTINQ  AT  SIENNA  AND  PISA.— CBEATIVB  ENERGY 
IN  SOCIETY  AND  IN  THE  ARTS.— DUCCIO  DA  SIENNA,— SIMONE 
HEMMI.— THE  LOBENZETTL— MATTBO  DA  SIENNA. 

This  Sienna,  so  fallen,  was  the  early  instructress  in, 
and  mistress  of,  the  beautiful.  Here  and  at  Pisa  we 
find  the  most  ancient  school.  Nicholas  of  Pisa  is  Sien- 
nese  by  his  father.  The  reyivor  of  mosaic  art  in  the 
thirteenth  century  is  Jacopo  da  Turrita,  a  Franciscan 
monk  of  Sienna.  The  oldest  Italian  painting  that  is 
known  is  a  crucified  Christ  with  lank  limbs  and  droop- 
ing head  in  the  church  at  Assisi  by  Giunta,  a  Pisan.^ 
Here,  even,  at  San  Domenico,  Guido  of  Sienna  painted 
in  1271  the  pure  sweet  face  of  a  Madonna  which  already 
far  surpasses  the  mechanical  Byzantine  art.  This  cor- 
ner of  Tuscany  had  freed  itself  from  feudal  barbarism 
before  the  rest  of  Italy.  ALready  in  1100,  Pisa,  the  first 
of  maritime  republics,  traded  and  fought  throughout  the 
Levant,  creating  a  school  of  architecture  and  building 
its  cathedral.  A  century  later  Sienna  attained  to  its 
full  power  and,  in  1260,  crushed  Florence  at  the  battle 
of  Montaperto.  They  were  so  many  new  Athens,  com- 
mercial and  belligerent  Uke  the  ancient  city,  and  genius 
and  love  of  beauty  were  bom  with  them  as  with  the 
old  city  in  contact  with  enterprise  and  danger.  Con- 
fined to  our  great  administrative  monarchies,  restrained 
by  the  long  literary  and  scientific  traditions  of  which 
we  wear  the  chain,  we  no  longe>:  find  within  us  the  force 
and  creative  audacity  which  then  animated  mankind. 
We  are  oppressed  by  our  work  itself;  we  limit  with  our 

*  1238.    He  wholly  acquired  bis  art  here,  about  1210. 
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own  hand  our  own  field  of  action.  We  aspire  to  con- 
tribute only  one  stone  to  the  vast  structure  which  suc- 
cessive generations  have  been  erecting  for  so  many 
centuries.  We  do  not  know  what  active  energies  the 
human  heart  and  intellect  can  generate,  all  that  the 
human  plant  can  put  forth  of  root,  branch  and  flower  on 
encountering  the  soil  and  the  season  it  needs.  When 
the  State  was  not  a  lumbering  machine  composed  of 
bureaucratic  springs  and  only  intelligible  to  pure  reason, 
but  a  city  evident  to  the  senses  and  adapted  to  the  or- 
dinary capacity  of  the  individual,  man  loved  it,  not 
spasmodically  as  at  present,  but  daily,  in  every  thought, 
and  the  part  he  took  in  public  matters  exalting  his* 
heart  and  understanding,  planted  in  him  the  sentiments 
and  ideas  of  a  citizen  and  not  those  of  a  bourgeois.  A 
shoemaker  gave  his  money  in  order  that  the  church  of 
his  city  might  be  the  most  beautiful ;  a  weaver  polished 
his  sword  in  the  evening  determined  that  he  would  be 
not  the  subject  but  one  of  the  lords  of  a  rival  city.  At 
a  certain  degree  of  tension  every  soul  is  a  vibrating 
cord ;  it  is  only  necessary  to  touch  it  to  make  it  utter 
most  beautiful  tones.  Let  us  picture  to  ourselves  this 
nobleness  and  this  energy  diffused  through  every  strata 
from  top  to  bottom  of  a  civic  community ;  let  us  add  to 
this  an  established,  increasing  prosperity,  that  self-con- 
fidence, that  sentiment  of  joy  which  man  experiences 
in  a  consciousness  of  strength ;  let  us  banish  from  be- 
fore our  eyes  that  load  of  traditions  and  acquisitions 
which  to-day  embarrass  us,  as  well  as  our  wealth ;  let  us 
consider  man  free  and  self-surrendered  in  that  desert 
due  to  degeneracy  and  we  will  then  understand  why 
here,  as  in  the  time  of  iEschylus,  the  arts  arose  in  the 
midst  of  pubhc  affairs  ;  why  a  fallow  soil,  bristling  with 
every  political  brier  produced  more  than  our  well-tilled 
and  registered  fields;  why  partisans,  combatants  and 
navigators  at  the  height  of  their  perils,  their  preoccu- 
pations and  their  ignorance,  created  and  revived  beauti- 
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fill  forms  with  an  instinctive  certainty,  a  fecundity  of 
genius  to  which  the  leisure  and  the  erudition  of  the 
present  day  cannot  attain. 

Slowly  and  painfully,  beneath  sculpture  and  architec- 
ture, painting  develops  itself ;  this  is  a  more  complicated 
art  than  the  others.  Time  was  necessary  in  order  to 
discover  perspective;  a  more  sensual  paganism  was 
necessary  in  order  to  appreciate  color.  Man,  at  this 
epoch,  is  still  quite  christian ;  Sienna  is  the  city  of  the 
Virgin  and  places  itself  under  her  protection  as  Athens 
imder  that  of  Pallas ;  with  an  entirely  different  moral 
standard  and  different  legends  the  sentiment  is  the 
same,  the  local  saint  corresponding  to  the  local  divinity. 
When  Duccio  in  1311  finished  his  Madonna  the  people 
in  its  joy  came  and  took  him  from  his  studio  and  bore 
him  in  procession  to  the  church ;  the  bells  rang  and 
many  of  the  crowd  carried  tapers  in  their  hands.  The 
painter  inscribed  imder  his  picture,  "Holy  Mother  of 
God,  grant  peace  to  the  people  of  Sienna ;  grant  life  to 
Duccio  since  he  has  thus  painted  thee  !"*  His  virgin 
testifies  to  a  still  imskilful  hand,  resembling  the  paint- 
ing of  missals ;  but  around  her  and  the  infant  she  holds 
in  her  arms  are  several  heads  of  saints  already  singu- 
larly beautiful  and  calm.  Twenty-seven  compartments, 
the  entire  story  of  Christ  placed  in  the  chapel  facing  it, 
accompany  them.  The  sky  is  of  gold  and  golden 
aurioles  envelop  the  small  figures.  In  this  light  the 
figures,  almost  black,  seem  like  a  remote  vision,  and 
when  formerly  they  were  over  the  altar,  the  kneeling 
people,  who  caught  distant  glimpses  of  their  grave 
grouping,  must  needs  have  felt  the  mysterious  emotion, 
the  sublime  anxiety  of  christian  faith  before  these 
human  apparitions  profiled  in  multitudes  in  the  bright- 
ness of  eternal  day. 


*  Mater  sancta  Dei,  sis  causa  Senis  requiei 
Sis  Ducio  vita,  te  quia  pinixit  ita.  * 
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At  the  Institute  of  the  Fine  Arts  are  the  pictures  of 
DuGcio  and  of  his  contemporaries  and  successors, 
the  entire  series  of  the  old  masters  of  Sienna,  and 
almost  all  taken  from  convents.  In  these  pictures  the 
nuns  have  scratched  out  the  eyes  of  the  demons  and 
marred  the  faces  of  the  persecutors  with  their  nails 
and  scissoi-s.  There  is  but  little  progress  apparent; 
the  picture  is  yet  an  object  of  religion  rather  than  of 
art,  as  may  be  weU  conceived  by  these  thoughtless 
mutilations.  It  is  at  the  hotel-de-ville  of  Sienna  that 
this  art  is  the  most  expressive.  A  gallery  is  always  a 
gallery  and  works  of  art,  like  the  productions  of  nature, 
lose  half  their  spirit  when  removed  from  their  mUieiL 
They  must  be  seen  along  with  their  surroundings  on 
the  great  wall  whose  nudity  they  covered,  in  the  light 
of  the  ogive  windows  which  illuminated  them,  and  in 
the  halls  where  the  magistrates  sat  attired  like  their 
own  personages.  One  might  pass  a  couple  of  months 
in  this  palace  studying  feudal  manners  and  customs 
without  exhausting  the  ideas  it  provides :  figures,  cos- 
tumes, youthful  cavaliers  and  veteran  men-at-arms, 
lines  of  battle  and  religious  processions.  Colorless, 
grave,  sombre  even,  rigid  and  stiff,  such  are  the  terms 
that  enter  the  mind  before  this  art.  The  fourteenth 
century  is  incarnated  in  these  paintings ;  we  feel  the 
constant  presence  of  strife,  the  forced  adhesion  to  the 
breast  of  danger,  the  abortive  aim  at  more  blooming 
beauty,  and  a  freer  harmony.  This  is  the  epoch  of 
horrible  intestine  wars,  of  condottieri  and  the  Yisconti, 
bl  deliberate  torments  and  atrocious  tyrannies,  of  a 
tottering  faith  and  a  crumbling  mysticism  and  of  the 
half-visible,  experimental  and  fruitless  renaissance. 
With  his  tragic,  skeptical,  sensual  tales  clad  in  Cicero- 
nian periods,  Boccaccio  is  the  faithful  image  of  it.* 


«  Compare  his  '*  Bride  of  the  King  of  Garbe "  with  that  of  La 
Fontaine. 
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In  these  are  the  characters  and  aspirations  of  the  time. 
Simone  Memmi^  the  painter  of  Laura  and  the  friend  of 
Petrarch,  has  painted  in  the  great  council  chamber  a 
Virgin  under  a  canopy  surrounded  by  saints,  grave 
and  noble  heads  in  the  style  of  Giotto ;  and  a  little 
farther  on,  Ghiido  Bicci,  a  captain  of  the  day,  on  a 
caparisoned  horse — a  realistic  personage  ;  in  these  we 
see  painting  becoming  laic*  One  of  the  Lorenzetti 
has  heaped  up  Hear  this  conflicts  of  armor  and  combats 
of  people  ;  and  Spinello  Spinelli,  in  the  prior's  hall,  has 
represented  the  victory  of  Alexander  II.  over  Frederic 
Barbarossa,  the  emperor  lying  stretched  on  his  back 
before  the  pope,t  also  naval  combats  and  processions 
of  troops ; — art  here  is  taking  a  historic  and  realistic 
turn.  Ambrogio  Lorenzetti,  in  the  hall  of  archives, 
has  portrayed  good  and  bad  govemment,J  a  defile  of 
grand  personages  beneath  a  reclining  female,  already 
beautiful,  draped  in  white  with  a  laurel  branch  over  her 
blonde  tresses,  all  this  according  to  that  Aristotle  so 
denounced  by  Petrarch,  and  so  dear  to  the  Uberal- 
minded  now  multiplying ; — ^it  seems  as  if  painting  was 
running  into  a  philosophical  vein.  I  pass  many  others 
in  which  the  taste  for  actual  life,  for  local  history,  and 
for  the  antique— everything  approaching  the  renais- 
sance— is  visible;  but  it  is  in  vain — they  fall  short, 
merely  standing  on  its  threshold.  A  St.  Barbara  by 
Matteo  da  Sienne,  in  1478,  in  the  Church  of  St.  Domi- 
nic, soft  and  pure  but  without  relief  and  surrounded 
by  gold,  is  simply  a  hieratic  figure.  And  Leonardo  da 
Vinci  is  already  twenty-six !  How  comprehend  so  long 
a  halt!  How  comes  it  that  after  Giotto,  among  so 
many  groupings,  painters  do  not  succeed  in  putting  on 
their  canvases  one  solid  form  of  flesh  with  life  in  it  ? 
What  stopped  them  half-way  in  spite  of  so  many  trials, 
after  such  a  universal  and  happy  early  inspiration? 

•  From  1816  to  1828.        f  ^400.        J  1340. 
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The  question  becomes  irresistible  when  one  contem- 
plates in  this  same  palace,  in  the  Institute  of  the  Fine 
Arts,  and  in  San  Pomenico,  the  frescoes  of  a  complete 
artist,  Sodoma,  one  of  Baphael's  contemporaries,  and 
the  first  master  of  the  country.  His  scourged  Christ  is 
a  superb  nude  torso,  animated  and  suffering  like  an 
antique  gladiator ;  his  ''  St.  Catherine  in  Ecstasy/'  his 
two  male  saints  and  female  saint  between  them  under 
an  open  portico,  all  his  paintings,  force  the  others  back 
at  once  into  the  indeterminate  region  of  incomplete, 
defective  beings  incapable  of  life.  Once  more  why, 
having  discovered  painting,  did  men  pass  a  hundred 
and  Ly  je^  with  closed  eyes  without  seeing  iOae 
body?    We  must  see  Florence  and  Pisa. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

FBOM  FLOEENGB  TO  FlSi^ SCENBBY.— FISAN  AB)CHITBCTXTKB.-THS 

DUOMO,  LEANING  TOWER,  BAPTISTERY  AND  CAMPO-SANTO.— 
PAINTINGS  OP  THE  XIV.  CENTURY.-PIETRO  D*ORVIBTO.-SPI- 
NELLO  SPmXLU,  FIBTRO  LORBNZSTTI,  AND  TAB  OROAGNA.— 
RELATIONSHIP  OP  THE  ART  OP  THE  XIV.  CENTURY  TO  ITS 
SOCIETY.— WHY  ARTISTIC  DEVELOPMENT  REMAINS  STATIONARY. 

rLORENCB,  AprU  10. — I  passed  my  first  day  in  the 
Uffizi :— but  you  do  not  require  me  to  dw^ll  on  it  now. 
I  must  not  dissipate  my  impressions ;  I  have  already 
^ad  trouble  enough  to  render  them. 

On  the  following  day  I,  accordiugly,  visited  Pisa 
absorbed  by  the  question  which  occupied  me  in  quit- 
ting Sienna.  It  is  only  such  matters  that  fill  up  time 
in  travelling.  One  moves  along  wrapped  up  in  one's 
ideas  and  other  matters  are  let  go.  It  seems  to  me  that 
a  man  divides  himself  up  into  two  parts :  on  the  one 
hand  a  lower  animal,  a  sort  of  necessary  mechanical 
drudge  who  eats,  drinks  and  walks  for  him  without  his 
knowing  it,  settles  down  comfortably  in  inns  and  in 
carriages,  endures  without  letting  him  perceive  it  dis- 
agreeable, petty  annoyances,  the  platitudes  of  life^  and 
attends  to  all  that  pertain^  to  his  ordinary  condition ; 
on  the  other  hand  a  mind  that  is  excited  and  strained 
all  day  by  a  vehement  curiosity,  stirred  and  traversed 
by  germs  of  ideas,  discarded  and  revived,  in  order  to 
comprehend  the  sentiments  of  great  men  and  of  an- 
cient epochs.  What  made  them  feel  in  this  way  ?  Is 
it  true  that  they  did  feel  in  this  way  ?  So  from  ques- 
tion to  question,  at  the  end  of  a  week,  one  listens  to 
them  and  sees  them  face  to  face,  forgettiug  the  drudge, 
who  becomes  awkward  and  does  his  duty  negligently. 
It  is  all  the  same  to  me — and  to  you : — but  I  am  talking 
at  random, — we  are  going  to  Pisa. 

A  Tuscan    landscape,  agreeable  and   noble.    Th^ 
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grain,  in  blade,  glows  with  freshness ;  above  it  nm  files 
of  elms,  loaded  with  vines,  bordering  the  channels  by 
which  they  are  irrigated.  The  country  is  an  orchard 
fertilized  by  artificial  streams.  The  waters  flow  co- 
piously from  the  mountains  and  wind  about  limpid  and 
blue  in  their  too  capacious  bed  of  boulders.  Signs  of 
prosperity  everywhere.  The  mountain  slopes  are  dot- 
ted with  thousands  of  white  spots,  so  many  villas  and 
summer  resorts,  each  with  its  bouquet  of  chestnut, 
olive  and  pine  trees.  Marks  of  taste  and  of  comfort 
are  evident  in  those  that  we  observe  in  passing ;  the 
farm-houses  have  a  portico  on  the  ground-floor,  or  on 
the  first  story,  wherein  to  enjoy  the  evening  breezy. 
All  is  productive ;  cultivation  extends  far  up  the  moun- 
tain  and  is  continued  here  and  there  by  the  primitiye 
forest.  Man  has  not  reduced  the  earth  to  a  fleshless 
skeleton ;  he  has  preserved,  or  renewed  its  vestment  of 
verdure.  As  the  train  recedes,  these  terraces  of  soil, 
each  with  its  own  tint  and  culture,  and  farther  on,  the 
pale,  vapory  bordering  of  mountains,  encompass  the 
plain  like  a  garland.  The  effect  is  not  that  of  a  grand- 
iose beauty,  but  harmonious  and  regulated. 

For  the  first  time  in  Italy  I  see  a  true  river  in  a  tme 
plain ;  the  Amo,  yellow  and  turbulent,  rolls  along  be- 
tween two  long  ranges  of  dingy  houses.  A  moumfol, 
neglected,  meagrely  populated,  lifeless  city,  calling  to 
mind  one  of  our  towns  in  decay,  or  set  aside  by  a  wan- 
dering civilization,  like  Aix,  Poitiers  or  Bennes ; — such 
is  Pisa. 

There  are  two  Pisas:  one  in  which  people  have 
lapsed  into  ennui,  and  live  from  hand  to  mouth  since  the 
decadence,  which  is  in  fact  the  entire  city,  except  a  re- 
mote comer ;  the  other  is  this  comer,  a  marble  sepul- 
chre where  the  Duomo,  Baptistery,  Leaning  Tower  and 
Campo-Santo  silently  repose  like  beautiful  dead  beings. 
This  is  the  genuine  Pisa,  and  in  these  relics  of  a  departed 
life,  one  beholds  a  world. 
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A  renaissance  before  the  renaissance,  a  second  bud- 
ding aknost  antique  of  antique  civilization,  a  preco- 
cious and  complete  sentiment  of  healthy,  joyous  beauty, 
a  primrose  after  six  centuries  of  snow — such  are  the 
ideas  and  the  terms  that  rush  through  the  mind.  All 
is  marble,  and  white  marble,  its  immaculate  brightness 
glowing  in  the  azure.  Everywhere  appear  grand,  solid 
forms,  the  cupola,  the  full  wall,  balanced  stories,  the 
firmly-planted  round  or  square  mass ;  but  over  these 
forms,  revived  from  the  antique,  like  delicate  foliage  re- 
freshing an  old  tree-trunk,  is  diffused  an  invention  of 
their  own  in  the  shape  of  a  covering  of  delicate  columns 
supporting  arcades  that  render  the  originality  and 
grace  of  this  architecture,  thus  renovated,  indescribable. 

The  most  difficult  thing  in  the  arts  is  to  discover  a 
type  of  architecture.  The  Greeks  and  the  middle  ages 
produced  one  complete;  Imperial  Home  and  the  six- 
teenth and  seventeenth  centuries  produced  one  half- 
complete.  In  order  to  find  other  types  we  are  obliged 
to  abandon  Europe  and  European  history  and  consider 
those  of  Egypt,  Persia,  India  or  China.  Usually  they 
testify  to  a  completed  civilization,  to  a  profound  trans- 
formation of  all  instincts  and  of  all  customs.  BeaUy, 
to  change  any  conception  of  a  thing  so  general  as  form, 
what  a  change  must  be  effected  in  the  human  brain ! 
Bevolutions  in  painting  and  in  literature  have  been 
much  more  frequent,  much  easier  and  much  less  sig- 
nificant. Figures  traced  on  canvas,  and  characters 
portrayed  in  books  will  change  five  or  six  times  with  a 
people  before  its  architecture  can  be  changed.  The 
mass  to  be  moved  is  too  great,  and  in  the  eleventh 
century,  in  the  times  of  our  first  Capet  kings,  Pisa 
moves  it  without  effort. 

There  was  a  dawn  then,  as  in  Greece  in  the  sixth 
century  before  Christ.  Everything  then  burst  forth 
radiantly  like  light  at  the  first  hour.  "The  Pisans," 
said  Yasari,  "  being  at  the  apex  of  their  grandeur  and 

3* 
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of  their  progress,  being  lords  of  Sardinia,  Corsica  and 
the  island  of  Elba,  and  their  city  being  filled  with 
great  and  powerful  citizens,  brought  from  the  most  dis- 
tant places  trophies  and  great  spoil."  At  Byzantium, 
in  the  Orient,  in  ancient  cities  still  filled  with  the 
ruins  of  Greek  elegance  and  of  Koman  magnificence, 
among  Jews  and  Arabs  their  visitors  and  their  cus- 
tomers, in  contact  with  foreign  ideas,  this  young  com- 
munity started  up  and  elaborated  its  own  conceptions  as 
formerly  the  Greek  cities  in  contact  with  Phenicia, 
Carthage,  the  Lydians  and  the  Egyptians.  In  1083  in 
order  to  honor  the  Virgin,  who  had  given  them  a  vie- 
tory  over  the  Saracens  of  Sardignia,  they  laid  the  foun- 
dations of  their  Duomo. 

This  edifice  is  almost  a  Boman  basilica,  that  is  to 
say  a  temple  surmounted  by  another  temple,  or,  if  you 
prefer  it,  8,  house  having  a  gable  for  its  fa9ade  which 
gable  is  cut  off  at  the  peak  to  support  another  house 
of  smaller  dimensions.  Five  stories  of  columns  entirely 
cover  the  fafade  with  their  superposed  porticoes.  Two 
by  two  they  stand  coupled  together  to  support  small 
arcades ;  all  these  pretty  shapes  of  white  marble  under 
their  dark  arcades  form  an  aerial  population  of  the 
utmost  grace  and  novelty.  Nowhere  here  are  we  con- 
scious of  the  dolorous  reverie  of  the  medisBval  north ;  it 
is  the  fete  of  a  young  nation  which  is  awakening,  and,  in 
the  gladness  of  its  recent  prosperity,  honoring  its  gods. 
It  has  collected  capitals,  ornaments,  entire  columns 
obtained  on  the  distant  shores  to  which  its  wars  and 
its  commerce  have  led  it,  and  these  ancient  fragments 
enter  into  its  work  without  incongruity;  for  it  is 
instinctively  cast  in  the  ancient  mould,  and  only 
developed  with  a  tinge  of  fancy  on  the  side  of 
finesse  and  the  pleasing.  Every  antique  form  reap- 
pears, but  reshaped  in  the  same  sense  by  a  fresh  and 
original  impulse.     The  outer  columns  of  the  Greek 
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temple  are  reduced,  multiplied  and  uplifted  in  the  air, 
and,  from  a  support  have  become  an  ornament.  The 
Boman  or  Byzantine  dome  is  elongated  and  its  natural 
heaviness  diminished  under  a  crown  of  slender  columns 
with  a  mitre  ornament,  which  girds  it  midway  with  its 
delicate  promenade.  On  the  two  sides  of  the  great 
door  two  Corinthian  columns  are  enveloped  with  luxu- 
rious foliage,  calyxes  and  twining  or  blooming  acan- 
thus ;  and  from  the  threshold  we  see  the  church  with 
its  files  of  intersecting  columns,  its  alternate  courses  of 
black  and  white  marble  and  its  multitude  of  slender 
and  brilliant  forms,  rising  upward  like  an  altar  of  can- 
delabra. A  new  spirit  appears  here,  a  more  delicate 
sensibility ;  it  is  not  excessive  and  disordered  as  in  the 
north,  and  yet  it  is  not  satisfied  with  the  grave  sim- 
plicity»  the  robust  nudity  of  antique  architecture.  It 
is  the  daughter  of  a  pagan  mother,  healthy  and  gay, 
but  more  womanly  than  its  mother. 

She  is  not  yet  an  adult,  sure  in  all  her  steps, — she  is 
somewhat  awkward.  The  lateral  fagades  on  the  exte- 
rior are  monotonous ;  the  cupola  within  is  a  reversed 
funnel  of  a  peculiar  and  disagreeable  form.  The 
junction  of  the  two  arms  of  the  cross  is  unsatisfactory 
and  so  many  modernized  chapels  dispel  the  charm  due 
to  piurity,  as  at  Sienna.  At  the  second  glance  however 
all  this  is  forgotten,  and  we  again  regard  it  as  a  com- 
plete whole.  Four  rows  of  corinthian  columns,  sur- 
mounted with  arcades,  divide  the  church  into  five  naves, 
and  form  a  forest.  A  second  passage,  as  richly  crowded, 
traverses  the  former  crosswise,  and,  above  the  beautiful 
grove,  iiles  of  still  smaller  columns  prolong  and  inter- 
sect each  other  in  order  to  uphold  in  the  air  the  pro- 
longation and  intersection  of  the  quadruple  gallery. 
The  ceiling  is  flat ;  the  windows  are  small,  and  for  the 
most  part,  without  sashes ;  they  allow  the  walls  to  re- 
tain the  grandeur  of  their  mass  and  the  sohdity  of  their 
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position;  and  among  these  long,  straight  and  simple 
lines,  in  this  natural  light,  the  innumerable  shafts  glow 
with  the  serenity  of  an  antique  temple. 

It  is  not,  however,  wholly  an  antique  temple,  and 
hence  its  peculiar  charm:  in  the  rear  of  the  choir  a 
grand  figure  of  Christ  in  a  golden  robe,  and  the  Virgin, 
and  another  saint,  smaller  in  size,  occupy  the  entire 
concave  of  the  absis.''^  His  face  is  serene  and  sad ;  on 
this  golden  background,  in  the  paleness  of  the  dim 
light,  he  looks  like  a  vision.  Countless  paintings  and 
structures  of  the  middle  ages  assuredly  correspond  to 
ecstatic  yearnings. — Other  fragments  indicate  the  de- 
cadence and  utter  barbarism  out  of  which  they  sprung. 
One  of  the  ancient  bronze  doors  still  remains  covered 
with  rude  and  horrible  bronze  bas-reliefs.  Behold  what 
the  descendants  of  the  statuaries  preserved  of  antique 
tradition,  what  the  human  mind  had  become  in  the 
chaos  of  the  tenth  century,  at  the  time  of  the  Hungarian 
invasions  of  Marozzia  and  of  Theodora :  sad,  mournful, 
dwarfed,  dislocated  and  mechanical  figures,  God  the 
Father  and  six  angels,  three  on  one  side  and  three  on 
the  other,  all  leaning  at  the  same  angle  Hke  the  figures 
scribbled  by  children ;  the  twelve  apostles  ranged  in 
file,  six  in  f^nt  and  six  in  the  intermediate  spaces,  are 
hke  those  round  rings  with  holes  in  them  for  eyes  and 
long  appendages  for  arms  which  boys  scrawl  on  the 
covers  of  their  copy-books.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
entrance  doors,  sculptured  by  John  of  Bologna  (1602), 
are  full  of  life :  leaves  of  the  rose,  the  vine,  the  medlar, 
the  orange  and  the  laurel,  with  their  berries,  fruits  and  ^ 
flowers,  amongst  birds  and  animals,  twine  around  and 
make  frames  for  energetic  and  spirited  figures  and 
groups  of  an  imposing  aspect.  This  abundance  of  ac- 
curate living  forms  is  peculiar  to  the  sixteenth  century: 
it  discovered  nature  the  same  time  as  it  discovered 

*  By  Jacopo  Turrita,  the  restorer  of  mosaic  art 
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man.  Between  these  two  doors  occurs  the  labor  of  five 
centuries. 

Nothing  more  can  be  added  in  relation  to  the  Bap- 
tistery or  the  Leaning  Tower ;  the  same  ideas  prevail 
in  these,  the  same  taste,  the  same  style.  The  former  is 
a  simple,  isolated  dome,  the  latter  a  cylinder,  and  each 
has  an  outward  dress  of  small  columns.  And  yet  each 
has  its  own  distinct  and  expressive  physiognomy ;  but 
description  and  writing  consume  too  much  time,  and 
too  many  technical  terms  are  requisite  to  define  their 
differences.  I  note,  simply,  the  inclination  of  the 
Tower.  Some  suppose  that,  when  half  constructed, 
the  tower  sank  in  the  earth  on  one  side,  and  that  the 
architects  continued  on ;  seeing  that  they  did  continue 
this  deflection  was  only  a  partial  obstacle  to  them.  In 
any  event,  there  are  other  leaning  towers  in  Italy,  at 
Bologna,  for  example ;  voluntarily  or  involuntarily  this 
feeling  for  oddness,  this  love  of  paradox,  this  yielding 
to  fancy,  is  one  of  the  characteristics  of  the  middle 
ages. 

In  the  centre  of  the  Baptistery  stands  a  superb  font 
with  eight  panels;  each  panel  is  incrusted  with  a 
rich  complicated  flower  in  full  bloom,  and  each  flower 
is  different.  Around  it  a  circle  of  large  corinthian 
columns  supports  round-arch  arcades ;  most  of  them 
are  antique  and  are  ornamented  with  antique  bas- 
reliefs  :  Meleager  with  his  barking  dogs,  and  the  nude 
torsos  of  his  companions  in  attendance  on  christian 
mysteries.  On  the  left  stands  a  pulpit  similar  to  that 
of  Sienna,  the  first  work  of  Nicholas  of  Pisa  (1260),  a 
simple  marble  coffer  supported  by  marble  columns  and 
covered  with  sculptures.  The  sentiment  of  force  and 
of  antique  nudity  comes  out  here  in  striking  features. 
The  sculptor  comprehended  the  postures  and  torsions 
of  bodies.  His  figures,  somewhat  massive,  are  grand 
and  simple;  he  frequently  reproduces  the  tunics  and 
folds  of  the  Boman  costume  ;  one  of  his  nude  person- 
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ages,  a  sort  of  Hercules  bearing  a  yotmg  lion  on  his 
shoulders,  has  the  broad  breast  and  muscular  tension 
which  the  sculptors  of  the  sixteenth  century  admired. 
Wl^at  a  change  in  human  civilization,  what  an  accelera- 
tion of  it,  had  these  restorers  of  ancient  beauty,  these 
young  republics  o{  the  twelfth  and  thirteenth  centuries, 
these  precocious  creators  of  modem  thought  been  left 
to  themselves  like  the  ancient  Greeks?  had  they  fol- 
lowed their  nattural  bent,  had  mystic  tradition  not 
intervened  to  limit  and  divert  their  efforts,  had  laic 
genius  developed  amongst  them  as  formerly  in  Greece 
amidst  liberal,  rude  and  healthy  institutions,  and  not,  as 
two  centuries  later,  in  the  mid^t  of  the  servitude  and 
corruptions  of  the  decadence  ? 

The  last  of  these  edifices,  the  Campo-Banto,  is  a 
cemetery,  the  soil  of  which,  brought  from  Palestine,  is 
holy  ground.  Four  high  walls  of  polished  marble  sur- 
round it  with  their  white  and  crowded  panels.  Inside, 
a  square  gallery  forms  a  promenade  opening  into  the 
court  through  arcades  trellised  with  ogive  windows. 
It  is  filled  with  funereal  monuments,  busts,  inscriptions 
and  statues  of  every  form  and  of  every  age.  Nothing 
could  be  simpler  and  nobler.  A  framework  of  dark 
wood  supports  the  arch  overhead,  and  the  crest  of  the 
roof  cuts  sharp  against  the  crystal  sky.  At  the  angles 
are  four  rustling  cypress  trees,  tremquilly  swayed  by 
the  breeze.  Grass  is  growing  in  the  court  with  a  wild 
freshness  and  luxuriance.  Here  and  there  a  climbing 
flower  twined  around  a  column,  a  small  rosebush,  or 
a  shrub  glows  beneath  a  gleam  of  sunshine.  There  is 
no  noise ;  this  quarter  is  deserted ;  only  now  and  then 
is  heard  the  voice  of  some  promenader  which  rever^ 
berates  as  under  the  vault  of  a  church.  It  is  the 
veritable  cemetery  of  a  free  and  christian  city ;  here, 
before  the  tombs  of  the  great,  people  might  well 
reflect  over  death  and  pubhc  affairs. 

The  entire  wall  of   the  interior  is   covered   with 
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frescoes ;  the  pictorial  art  of  tlie  f ottrteenth  century 
has  no  more  complete  charnel-house.  The  two  schools 
of  Florence  and  Bienna  here  combine,  and  it  is  a 
curious  spectacle  to  observe  their  art  halting  between 
two  tendencies,  arrested  in  its  powerlessness  like  a 
passive  chrysalis  no  longer  a  worm  and  not  yet  a 
butterfly.  The  ancient  sentiment  of  the  divine  world 
is  enfeebled,  and  the  fresh  sentiment  of  the  natural 
world  is  still  weak.  On  the  right  of  the  entrance 
Pietro  d'Orvieto  has  painted  an  enormous  Christ, 
which,  except  the  feet  and  the  head,  almost  disappears 
tmder  an  immense  disk  representing  the  world  and  the 
revolving  spheres;  this  is  the  spirit  of  primitive  sym- 
bolism. Alongside,  in  his  story  of  the  creation  and  of 
the  first  couple,  Adam  aijd  Eve  are  big,  well-fed, 
plump,  realistic  bodies,  evidently  copied  from  the  nude. 
A  little  farther  on  Gain  and  Abel,  in  their  sheepskins, 
display  vulgar  countenances  taken  from  life  in  the 
streets  or  in  a  fray.  Feet,  legs  and  composition 
remam  barbarian,  and  this  incipient  reaUsm  goes  no 
farther.  On  the  other  side,  and  with  the  same  incon- 
gruities, a  grand  fresco  by  Pietro  Lorenzetti  repre- 
sents ascetic  life.  Forty  or  fifty  scenes  are  given  in 
the  same  picture :  an  anchorite  reading,  another  in  a 
cave,  another  roosting  in  a  tree,  here  one  preaching 
with  no  other  clothes  on  than  his  hair,  and  there  one 
tempted  by  a  woman  and  flogged  by  the  devil.  A  few 
large  heads  with  gray  and  white  beards  show  the  rustic 
clumsiness  of  ploughmen;  but  the  landscapes,  the 
accessories,  and  even  most  of  the  figures,  are  grotesque ; 
the  trees  are  feathers,  and  the  rocks  and  the  lions  seem 
to  belong  to  a  five-franc  menagerie.  Farther  on  Spi- 
nello  d*Arezzo  has  painted  the  story  of  Bt.  Ephesus. 
His  pagans,  half  Romans  and  half  cavaliers,  wear 
armor  arranged  and  colored  according  to  mediseval 
taste.  Many  of  the  attitudes  in  his  battles  are  true,  as, 
for  instance,  a  man  overthrown  on*  his  face,  and  another 
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seized  by  the  beard.  Several  are  figures  of  the  daj, 
for  instance  a  pretty  page  in  green  holding  a  sword, 
and  a  trim  young  squire  in  a  blue  pourpoint  with 
pointed  shoes  and  well-drawn  calves ;  observation  and 
composition,  an  attempt  to  impart  interest  and  dramatio 
variety,  begin  to  appear.  But  it  is  only  a  beginning,  it 
is  simply  a  pasteboard  sketch.  Belief,  flexibility, 
action,  the  rich  vitality  of  firm  flesh,  a  feeling  for  a 
balanced  organization  and  the  innumerable  laws  which 
maintain  natural  objects  is  still  remote;  we  have 
imagery  striving  after,  but  which  does  not  yet  attain 
to  art. 

Nothing  more  clearly  illustrates  this  ambiguous 
state  of  minds  than  a  fresco  placed  near  one  of  the 
angles  called  the  "  Triumph  of  Death,"  by  Orcagna  .* 
At  the  base  of  a  mountain  a  cavalcade  of  lords  and 
ladies  arrives ;  these  are  the  contemporaries  of  Frois- 
sart :  they  wear  the  hoods  and  ermines  and  the  gay  va- 
riegated robes  of  the  time,  and  have  falcons  and  dogs 
and  other  appurtenances  such  as  Valentine  Yisconti 
went  to  find  at  the  residence  of  Louis  of  Orleans.  The 
heads  are  not  less  real :  this  delicate  trim  chatelaine 
on  horseback,  and  veiled,  is  a  true  lady,  pensive  and 
melancholy,  of  the  mediaeval  epoch.  These  gay  and 
powerful  ones  of  the  century  suddenly  come  upon  the 
corpses  of  three  kings  in  the  three  degrees  of  ooiruption, 
each  in  his  open  grave,  one  swollen,  the  other  gnawed 
by  worms  and  serpents,  and  the  other  already  exposing 
the  bones  of  his  skeleton.  They  halt  and  tremble : 
one  of  them  leans  over  his  horse's  neck  to  obtain  a 
better  view,  and  another  stops  his  nostrils ;  this  is  a 
"morality"  Uke  those  then  given  in  the  playhouses. 
The  artist  aims  to  instruct  his  public,  and  to  this  effect 
he  masses  around  the  principal  group  every  possible 
commentary.      On  the  summit  of  the  mountain  are 

*  Deceased  about  1876. 
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monks  in  their  hermitages,  one  reading  and  another 
milking  a  fawn,  and,  in  their  midst,  are  beasts  of  the 
desert,  a  weasel  and  a  crane.  '*  You  good  people  who 
gaze  on  this,  behold  the  Christian,  contemplative  life, 
the  holy  living  disdained  by  the  mighty  of  tiie  earth ! " 
But  death  is  present  who  restores  the  equilibrium :  he  is 
advancing  in  the  shape  of  an  old  graybeard  with  a 
scythe  in  his  hand  in  order  to  cut  down  the  gay,  the 
voluptuous,  the  young  lords  and  ladies,  fat  and 
frizzled,  who  are  diverting  themselves  in  a  grove. 
With  a  sort  of  cruel  irony  he  is  mowing  down  those 
who  fear  him,  and  is  avoiding  those  who  implore  him  ; 
a  troop  of  the  maimed,  of  cripples,  of  the  blind,  of 
beggars  vainly  summon  him;  his  scythe  is  not  for 
them.  Such  is  the  way  of  this  frail  lugubrious, 
miserable  world ;  and  the  end  to  which  it  is  tending  is 
more  lugubrious  still.  This  is  universal  destruction,  a 
yawning  abyss  into  which  all,  each  in  turn,  are  to  be 
confusedly  ingulphed.  Queens,  kings,  popes  and 
archbishops  with  their  ministers  and  their  crowns  lid 
in  heaps,  and  their  souls,  in  the  shape  of  nude  infants, 
issue  from  their  bodies  to  take  their  place  in  the  terri- 
ble eternity.  Some  are  welcomed  by  angels,  but  the 
greater  number  are  seized  by  demons,  hideous  and  base 
figures,  with  bodies  of  goats  and  toads,  and  with  bats' 
ears  and  the  jaws  and  claws  of  cats — a  grotesque  pack 
gambolling  and  capering  around  their  quarry  :  a  singu- 
lar commingling  of  dramatic  passion,  morbid  philos- 
ophy, accurate  observation,  awkward  triviality  and 
picturesque  impotence. 

The  fresco  next  to  this,  "  The  Last  Judgment,"  ia 
similar.  Many  of  the  faces  bear  an  expression  of  de- 
spair, and  of  extraordinary  stupor,— for  instance,  an 
angel  in  the  centre,  crouched  down,  and,  his  eyes 
opened  wide  and  rigid  with  horror,  gazing  on  the 
eternal  judgments ;  another,  a  hairy  recluse  thrown  vio- 
lently backward,  with  outstretched  arms  appealing  to 
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Christ  the  mediator,  and  a  condemned  woman  clinging 
convulsively  to  another.  All  these  personages,  how- 
ever, are  simply  figures  cut  out  of  paper ;  the  forms 
are  arranged  mechanically,  in  rows  like  onions,  five 
stories  high,  the  souls  issuing  from  square  holes  like 
trap-doors  in  a  theatre  stage ;  the  art  is  as  inadequate 
as  the  sentiment  is  profound,  and,  so  soon  as  the  senti- 
ment begins  to  decline  this  inadequacy  becomes 
platitude  and  barbarism. 

We  realize  tiiis  right  alongside  in  the  "  Hell"  of  Ber- 
nardo Orcagna,  which  completes  the  work  of  his  brother 
Andrea.  It  is  a  grave  in  compartments,  arranged  so 
as  to  frighten  little  children.  In  the  centre,  a  huge 
green  Satan  of  glowing  metal  with  a  ram's  head  is 
roasting  souls  in  a  furnace  inside  of  himself,  from  which 
they  are  seen  to  issue  through  the  fissures.  Around  him 
in  a  confused  medley  of  flames  and  serpents,  appear  naked 
dolls  in  the  hands  of  hairy  little  devils  who  are  flaying, 
disembowelling  and  dismembering  them,  tearing  out 
their  tongues  and  spitting  them  like  chickens,  the  whole 
forming  a  great  kitchen  stew. — ^A  poetic  world  from 
which  all  poetry  is  abstracted,  a  sublime  tragedy  con- 
verted into  a  parade  of  executioners  and  a  workshop 
of  torture  is  what  this  talentless  Dante  has  depicted 
on  these  waBs.  15ie  great  era  of  Christian  faith  ter- 
minated with  the  scandals  of  the  Avignon  popes  and 
the  convulsions  of  that  schism ;  scholasticism  dies  out 
and  Petrarch  ridicules  it.  A  few  paroxysms  of  morbid 
fervor, — the  flageUators  of  France,  the  white  penitents 
of  Italy,  the  visions  of  Saint  Catherine  and  the  au- 
thority of  St.  Bernard  at  Sienna,  and  later  the  evan- 
gelical dictatorship  of  Savonarola  at  Florence, — indi- 
cate at  most  the  rare  and  violent  palpitations  of  a  de- 
parting life.  The  heretics  of  Germany  and  England 
undermine  the  church ;  the  Averrhofeists  of  Italy  un- 
dermine religion,  while,  on  all  sides,  the  mysticism 
which  had  supported  religion  and  ennobled  the  church 
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becomes  decrepit  and  falls.  Petrarch,  the  last  of  the 
Platonic  worshippers,  views  his  sonnets  as  amusements, 
devoting  himself  to  reviving  antiquity,  to  discovering 
manuscripts,  and  to  writing  latin  verses  and  prose,  and 
with  him  we  see  commencing  that  long  succession  of 
humanists  who  are  about  to  introduce  pagan  culture 
into  Italy.  Popular  literature,  meanwhile,  changes  its 
tone;  practical  historians,  amusing  story-tellers  in 
prose, — the  Yillani,  the  Sacchetti,  the  Pecoroni  and  the 
Boccaccios— substitute  merry  or  ordinary  converse  for 
a  sublime  and  visionary  poesy.  The  serious  declines, 
for  people  are  disposed  to  be  gay ;  Boccaccio's  poesy 
consists  of  gallant  and  descriptive  novels  of  adventure, 
and  arotmd  him,  in  France  and  in  England,  is  displayed 
in  poets  and  chroniclers,  an  interminable  string  of 
chivalric  cavalcades,  of  princely  sumptuousness  and  of 
amatory  discourses.  There  is  no  longer  any  grand, 
austere  idea  to  excite  the  enthusiasm  of  men.  In  the 
midst  of  the  wars  and  the  disastrous  dislocations  which 
counter-check  or  dismantle  governments  those  who 
look  beyond  seigneurial  pomp  and  revelry  see  nothing 
with  which  to  control  man  but  Fortune,  "  a  monstrous 
image  with  a  cruel  and  terrible  face,  and  a  hundred 
arms,  some  elevating  men  to  the  high  places  of  worldly 
honor,  and  others  rudely  grasping  them  in  order  to  hurl 
them  to  the  ground ;"  alongside  of  her  is  blind  Death 
"  who  grinds  all  into  dust,  kings  and  cavaliers,  emperors 
and  popes,  many  lords  who  live  for  pleasure  and  lovely 
ladies  and  mistresses  of  knights  who  cry  aloud  and 
sink  in  anguish."  *  These  expressions  of  a  contempo- 
rary seem  to  describe  the  fresco  of  Orcagna.  The 
same  impression,  indeed,  is  there  found  stamped  on  all 
hearts;  a  bitter  sentiment  of  human  instability  and 
misery,  an  ironical  view  of  passing  existence  and  of 
worldly  pleasure,  the  liberation  of  laic  opinion  freed  at 
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last  from  mystic  illusion,  the  intemperance  of  long- 
bridled  senses  in  quest  of  enjoyment — do  we  find  aught 
else  in  Boccaccio  ?  He  places  death  side  by  side  with 
voluptuousness,  the  atrocious  details  of  the  plague 
side  by  side  with  the  frohcs  of  the  alcove.  Such  is 
truly  the  spirit  of  the  time ;  and  here  I  imagine  we  at 
last  arrive  at  the  cause  which  for  so  long  a  time  re- 
tarded the  progress  of  painting  in  Italy.  If,  during  a 
hundred  and  fifty  years,  painting,  like  literature^  re- 
mained passive  after  the  vigorous  advance  of  its  early 
progress,  it  is  owing  to  the  public  mind  having  re- 
mained inactive  likewise.  Mystic  sentiment  becoming 
less  fervid  it  was  no  longer  adequately  sustained  in 
order  to  express  the  pure  mystic  life.  Pagan  senti- 
ment being  only  in  embryo  it  was  not  yet  far  enough 
advanced  to  portray  the  broad  pagan  life.  It  was 
abandoning  its  first  road  and  still  remained  at  the  en- 
trance of  the  second.  It  was  abandoning  ideal  faces, 
innocent  or  ravished  physiognomies,  the  glorious 
possessions  of  incorporeal  souls  ranged  like  visions 
against  the  splendor  of  divine  light.  It  descended  to 
the  earth,  delineating  portraits,  contemporary  costume. 
interesting  scenes,  and  expressed  common  or  dramatio 
sentiments.  It  no  longer  addressed  monks  but  laymen. 
These  laymen  however  still  had  one  foot  in  the  clois- 
ter, and  many  long  years  were  necessary  before  their 
admiration  and  sympathies,  clinging  to  the  super- 
natural  world,  pould  rally  in  combined  force  and  effort 
around  the  natural  world.  It  was  necessary  that  the 
terrestrial  life  should  gradually  ennoble  itself  in  their 
own  eyes  even  to  appearing  to  them  to  be  the  onlj 
true  and  important  one.  It  was  necessary  that  a 
universal  and  insensible  transformation  shoujd  in- 
terest them  in  the  laws  and  actual  proportions  of  things, 
in  the  anatomical  structure  of  the  body,  in  the  vitality 
of  naked  limbs,  in  the  expansion  of  animal  joyousness 
and  in  the  triumph  of  virile  energies.    Then  only 
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could  they  comprehend,  suggest  and  demand  accurate 
perspective,  substantial  modelling,  brilliant  and  melting  . 
color,  bold  and  harmonious  form,  all  parts  of  complete 
painting,  and  that  glorification  of  physical  beauty  which 
demands  sympathetic  spirits  in  order  that  it  may  at- 
tain to  perfection  and  find  its  echo. 

They  devoted  a  century  and  a  half  to  this  great  step, 
and  painting,  like  a  shadow  accompanying  its  body, 
faithfully  repeated  the  uncertainties  of  their  advance  in 
the  slowness  of  its  progress.  In  the  middle  of  the 
fifteenth  century  Parro  Spinelli  and  Lorenzo  Bicci 
faithfully  copy  Ihe  grotesque  style ;  Pra  Angelico,  nur- 
tured in  the  cloister  like  a  rare  flower  in  a  conservatory, 
still  succeeds  in  the  purest  of  mystic  visions ;  even  with 
his  pupil  Gozzoli,  who  has  filled  up  the  whole  side  of  a 
wall  here  with  his  frescoes,  we  detect,  as  in  the  confluence 
of  two  ages,  the  last  flow  of  the  christian  tide  beneath 
the  fulness  of  the  pagan  flood.  During  these  two 
hundred  years  innumerable  paintings  are  produced  to 
clothe  the  nudity  of  churches  and  monasteries;  this 
period  having  elapsed  they  are  regarded  with  indif- 
ference ;  they  fall  off  along  with  the  plaster,  the  masons 
scratch  them  away,  they  disappear  beneath  whitewash, 
the  restorers  make  them  over  afresh.  The  remains  we 
now  have  of  them  are  fragments,  and  only  in  our  day 
have  interest  and  attention  been  again  directed  to 
them ;  antiquarians  have  dug  down  to  the  geological 
stratum  which  bore  them  and  we  now  see  in  them  the 
remains  of  an  imperfect  flora  extinguished  by  the  inva- 
sion of  a  more  vigorous  vegetation. — The  eyes,  again 
turning  upward,  rest  on  the  four  structures  of  ancient 
Pisa,  solitary  on  a  spot  where  the  grass  grows,  and  on 
the  pallid  lustre  of  the  marbles  profiled  against  the  di- 
vine azure.  What  ruins,  and  what  a  cemetery  is 
history!  What  human  pulsations  of  which  no  other 
trace  is  left  but  a  form  imprinted  on  a  fragment  of 
stone!    What  indifference  in  the  smile  of  the  placid 
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firmament,  and  what  cruel  beauty  in  that  luminous  cu- 
pola stretched,  in  turn,  like  a  common  funereal  dais 
over  the  generations  that  have  fallen  I  We  read  similar 
ideas  in  books,  and,  in  the  pride  of  youth,  we  have  con- 
sidered them  as  rhetoric ;  but  when  man  has  lived  the 
half  of  his  career,  and,  turning  in  upon  himself,  he 
reckons  up  how  many  of  his  ambitions  he  has  subdued, 
how  much  he  has  wrung  out  of  his  hopes,  and  all  the 
dead  that  lie  buried  in  his  heart,  the  sternness  and 
magnificence  of  nature  appear  to  him  as  one,  imd  the 
heavy  sobbing  of  inward  grief  forces  him  to  recognize 
a  higher  lamentation,  that  of  the  human  tragedy  which, 
century  after  century,  has  buried  so  many  combatante 
in  one  common  grave.  He  stops,  feeling  on  his  head 
as  upon  that  of  those  gone  before,  the  hand  of  inexorable 
powers,  and  he  comprehends  his  destiny.  This  hu- 
manity, of  which  he  is  a  member,  is  figured  in  the 
Kiobe  at  Florence.  Around  her,  her  sons  and  her 
daughters,  all  those  she  loves,  fall  incessantly  under 
the  arrow;  of  invisible  ar»W  Oae  of  ihem  is  c<i8t 
down  on  his  back  and  his  breast,  transpierced,  is 
throbbing ;  another,  still  living,  stretches  his  powerless 
hands  up  to  the  celestial  murderers ;  the  yoimgest  con- 
ceals his  head  under  his  mother's  robe.  She,  mean- 
while, stem  and  fixed  stands  hopeless,  her  eyes  raised 
to  heaven,  contemplating  with  admiration  and  horror 
the  dazzling  and  deadly  nimbus,  the  outstretched  arms, 
the  merciless  arrows  and  the  implacable  serenity  of  the 
gods. 
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CHAPTER  L 

8TBEBT  SCGENBS.^FLORENTINB  CHARACTER. 

A  GITT  complete  in  itself,  haying  its  own  arts  and 
edifices,  lively  and  not  too  crowded,  a  capital  and  not 
too  large,  beautiful  and  gaj — such  is  the  first  idea  of 
Florence. 

One  wanders  along  carelessly  over  the  large  slabs 
with  which  the  streets  are  paved.  From  the  Palazzo 
Strozzi  to  the  Piazza  Santa  Trinita  there  is  a  humming 
crowd  constantly  renewing  itself.  In  hundreds  of 
places  we  see  the  constantly  recurring  signs  of  an 
agreeable  and  intellectual  life :  caf^s  ahnost  brilliant, 
print-shops,  alabaster  pldra  dura  and  mosaic  establish- 
ments, bookstores,  an  elegant  reading-room  and  a 
dozen  theatres.  Of  course  the  ancient  city  of  the 
fifteenth  century  still  exists  and  constitutes  the  body 
of  the  city;  but  it  is  not  mouldy  as  at  Sieima,  con- 
signed  to  one  comer  as  at  Pisa,  befouled  as  in  Borne,  qu- 
veloped  in  medisBval  cobwebs  or  plastered  with  modem 
life  as  if  with  a  parasite  incrustation.  The  past  is  here 
reconciled  with  the  present ;  the  refined  vanity  of  the 
monarchy  is  perpetuated  by  the  refined  invention  of 
the  republic ;  the  paternal  government  of  the  German 
grandndukes  is  perpetuated  by  the  pompous  government 
of  the  Italian  grand-dukes.  At  the  close  of  the  last 
and  the  beginning  of  this  century  Florence  formed  a 
little  oasis  in  Italy,  and  was  called  gli  fdicissimi  stcUi, 
People  built  as  formerly,  held  festivals  and  conversed 
together;  the  social  spirit  had  not  perished  as  else- 
where under  a  mde  despotic  hand  or  through  the 
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respectable  inertia  of  ecclesiastical  rigor.  The  Floren* 
tine,  as  formerly  the  Athenian  under  the  Gsesars, 
remained  a  critic  and  a  wit,  proud  of  his  good  taste^ 
his  sonnets,  his  academies,  of  the  language  which  gave 
law  to  Italy,  and  of  his  undisputed  judgmento  in 
matters  of  literature  and  the  fine  arts.  There  are 
races  so  refined  that  they  cannot  wholly  degenerate ; 
mind  is  an  integrant  force  with  them ;  tiiey  may 
become  corrupt  but  never  be  destroyed ;  they  may  be 
converted  into  dilletanti  and  sophists  but  not  into 
mutes  and  fools.  It  is  then,  indeed,  that  their  under- 
lying nature  appears  ;  we  recognize  that  with  them,  as 
with  the  Greeks  of  the  Lower  Empire,  intelligence 
constitutes  character,  since  it  persists  after  this  has 
deteriorated.  Abeady  under  the  first  Medicis  the 
keenest  enjoyment  is  that  of  the  intellect,  and  the 
leading  mental  characteristics  are  gaiety  and  subtlety. 
Ghravity  subsides ;  like  the  Athenians  in  the  time  of 
Demosthenes  the  Florentines  care  only  for  amusement, 
and,  like  Demosthenes,  their  leaders  admonish  them. 
^'Your  life,"  says  Savonarola,  ''is  passed  in  bed,  in 
gossiping,  in  promenading,  in  orgies,  and  in  debauch* 
ery."  And  Bruto  the  historian  adds  that  they  infuse 
''politeness  into  slander  and  gossip,  and  sociability 
into  criminal  complaisance ;"  he  reproaches  them  for 
doing  "  everything  languidly,  effeminately,  irregularly, 
and  of  accepting  indolence  and  baseness  as  the  rule  of 
their  life."  These  are  severe  expressions.  All  the  mor* 
alists  use  the  same  language,  and  elevate  their  voices 
in  order  to  make  themselves  heard.  It  is  clear,  how- 
ever, that,  toward  the  middle  of  the  fifteenth  century, 
the  trained  and  cultivated  senses,  expert  in  all  matters 
of  pleasure,  ostentation  and  emotion,  are  sovereign  in 
Florence.  We  realize  this  in  their  art.  Their  renais- 
sance has  in  it  nothidg  of  the  austere  or  tragic.  Only 
old  palaces  built  of  enormous  blocks  bristle  with 
knotty  bosses   grated  windows  and  obscure  angles, 
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indicating  the  inseouritj  of  feudal  life  and  the  assaults 
they  have  undergone.  Everywhere  else  a  taste  for 
elegant  and  joyous  beauty  declares  itself.  The  princi- 
pal buildings  are  covered  with  marble  from  top  to 
bottom.  Loggta,  open  to  air  and  sunshine,  rest  on 
Corinthian  columns.  We  see  that  architecture  eman- 
cipated itself  immediately  from  the  gothic,  abstracting 
from  it  only  one  point  of  originality  and  of  fancy,  and 
that  her  natural  tendency  from  the  first  led  her  to  the 
light  and  aimple  fonns  of  pagan  antiquity.  You  walk 
on  and  you  observe  the  apse  of  a  church  peopled  with 
intelligent  and  expressive  statues ;  a  solid  wall  where 
the  pretty  Italian  arcade  is  inlaid  and  developed  into  a 
border ;  a  file  of  slender  columns  whose  tops  expand  in 
order  to  support  the  roof  of  a  promenade,  and,  termi- 
nating a  street,  a  panel  of  green  hill,  or  some  blue 
mountain  top.  I  have  just  passed  an  hour  on  the 
square  of  the  '^  Annunziata,*'  seated  on  a  flight  of 
steps.  Opposite  to  me  is  a  church,  and  on  either  side 
of  this,  a  convent,  all  three  with  a  peristyle  of  light 
half-ionic,  half-corinthian  columns,  terminatiug  in  ar- 
cades. Overhead  are  brown  roofis  of  old  tile  intersect- 
ing the  pure  blue  of  the  sky,  and,  at  the  end  of  a  street, 
stretching  away  in  the  warm  shadow,  the  eye  is  arrested 
by  a  round  mountain.  Within  this  frame,  so  natural 
and  so  noble,  is  a  market;  stalls  protected  by  white 
awnings  contain  rolls  of  drygoods ;  countless  women 
in  violet  shawls  and  straw  hats  come  and  go  and  are 
buying  and  chatting ;  there  are  scarcely  any  beggars  or 
ragged  people;  the  eyes  are  not  saddened  by  specta- 
cles of  misery  and  savage  brutality ;  the  people  seem 
to  be  at  their  ease  and  active  without  being  excited. 
From  the  middle  of  this  variegated  crowd  and  these 
open  airy  stalls  rises  an  equestrian  statue,  and  near 
this,  a  fountain  empties  its  waters  into  a  basin  of 
bronze.  These  contrasts  are  similar  to  those  of  Eome ; 
but  instead  of  clashing  they  harmonize.    The  beautiful 
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is  as  original  but  it  inclines  to  the  pleasing  and  harmo- 
nious and  not  toward  disproportion  and  enormitj. 
You  turn  back.  A  beautiful  stream  of  clear  water, 
spotted  here  and  there  with  white  sandbanks,  flows  by 
the  side  of  a  magnificent  quay.  Houses  seeming  to  bo 
palaces,  modem  and  yet  monumental,  form  a  bordering 
to  it.  In  the  distance  you  observe  trees  donning 
their  spring  verdure,  a  soft  and  pleasing  landscape  like 
those  of  temperate  climes;  beyond,  rounded  summits 
and  hillsides,  and  still  farther  on,  an  amphitheatre  ol 
barren  rocks.  Florence  lies  in  a  mountain  basin  like  a 
statuette  in  the  middle  of  a  vast  fountain,  and  its  stone 
lacework  becomes  silvery  under  the  bright  lustre  of  the 
evening  reflections.  You  foUow  the  course  of  the  river 
and  reach  the  Cascine.  Fresh  green  and  the  delicate 
tintings  of  distant  poplars  undulate  mth  charming 
sweetness  against  the  blue  mountains.  Tall  trees  and 
dense  evergreen  hedges  protect  the  promenader  from 
the  north  wind.  It  is  so  pleasant,  on  the  approach  of 
spring,  to  feel  one's  self  stirred  by  the  fresh.warm  sun- 
shine I  The  azure  of  the  sky  glows  magnificently 
between  the  budding  branches  of  the  beeches,  on  the 
pale  verdure  of  the  Hex,  and  on  the  blue-tinted  needles 
of  the  pine.  Everywhere  between  gray  trunks  animated 
with  sap  are  blooming  tufts  of  shrubbery  that  have 
not  succumbed  to  winter's  sleep,  and  fresh  blossoms, 
combining  with  their  youthful  vivacity,  to  fiU  the  ave- 
nues with  color  and  fragrance.  The  hght  laurel  pro- 
files its  grave  tops  against  the  river*bank,  as  in  a  picture, 
while  the  broad  Amo  tranquilly  expands  its  ruddy 
gleaming  waves  in  sunset  glow. 

You  leave  the  city  and  ascend  an  eminence  in  order 
to  embrace  it  and  its  valley  in  one  view  in  the  rounded 
vase  in  which  it  lies  :  nothing  could  be  more  charming ! 
Comfort  and  prosperity  are  apparent  on  all  sides. 
Thousands  of  country-houses  dot  the  surface  with  their 
white  spots,  rising  above  each  other  from  slope  to  slope 
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even  to  the  momitain  heights.  On  every  decKvity  the 
tops  of  the  olive-trees  cluster  together  like  sober 
grazing  flocks.  The  soil  is  supported  by  walls  and 
forms  terraces.  Man's  intelligent  hand  converts  all  to 
profit  and  at  the  same  time  into  beauty.  The  soil, 
thus  disposed,  assumes  an  architectural  shape ; 
gardens  are  grouped  together  in  stories  amongst 
balustrades,  statues  and  fountains.  There  are  no  great 
forests,  there  is  no  luxuriance  of  abundant  vegetation  ; 
it  is  only  northern  eyes  that  need  to  feast  themselves 
on  the  umversi^  softness  and  freshnesa  of  vegetal  growth ; 
the  grouping  ol  stones  suffices  for  the  Italians,  and  the 
neighboring  mountain  furnishes  them,  according  to 
&noy,  with  beautiful  white  or  bluish  blocks,  sober  and 
refined  in  tone.  They  arrange  them  nobly  in  symmet- 
zieal  lines ;  the  marble  fronts  of  the  houses  glisten  in 
the  transparent  atmosphere,  accompanied  with  a  few 
grand  trees  always  crreen.  One  can  here  enjoy  sun- 
STin  wmter  id^hade  in  sommer.  while  i^e  eye 
idly  wanders  over  the  surrounding  landscape. 

Alar,  in  the  distance,  a  gateway  is  seen,  a  campanile 
and  a  church.  This  is  San  Miniato,  situated  on  a  hill 
and  developing  its  facade  of  variegated  marbles.  This  is 
one  of  the  oldest  churches  in  Florence,  belonging  to  the 
eleventh  century.  On  entering  it  you  find  an  almost 
latin  basilica,  capitals  almost  grecian,  and  light 
polished  shafts  bearing  round  arcades.  The  crypt  is 
similar.  There  is  nothing  lugubrious  about  it  or  over- 
burdened ;  ever  the  upspringing  column  terminating  in 
harmonious  curves.  Florentine  architecture  from  the 
very  first  derives  or  resumes  the  antique  tradition  of 
light  and  solid  forms.  Early  historians  caU  Florence 
"  the  noble  city,  the  daughter  of  Borne."  It  seems  as 
if  the  melancholy  spirit  of  the  middle  ages  had  only 
glided  over  it.  She  is  an  elegant  pagan,  who,  as  soon 
as  she  first  thought,  declared  herself,  at  first  timidly 
and  afterward  openly,  degant  and  pagan. 
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THEATRES.— LTTERATDip.— POLITICS.— IN  WHAT  RESPECT  THE  ITAL. 
IAN  DIFFERS  FROM  THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.— THE  PEASANT 
IN  RELATION  TO  THE  NOBLB.~THB  LATKAN  IN  RELATION  TO 
THE  PRIEST. 

Visits  and  Evenings  at  the  Theatres. — There  are 
eight  or  ten  theatres,  which  shows  great  fondness  for 
amusement.  They  are  convenient  and  well  v^itilated ; 
a  wide  passage  surrounds  the  parquette  and  the  orches- 
tra ;  the  audience  is  not  stifled  as  at  Paris ;  several  of 
the  houses  are  handsome,  well  decorated  and  simple : 
good  taste  seems  to  be  natural  in  this  country.  In 
other  respects  it  is  different;  seats  are  at  such  low 
rates  that  the  managers  have  difficulty  in  making  both 
ends  meet,  and  as  to  the  scenery,  supernumeraries  and 
the  mechanical  department  they  manage  as  they  best 
can ;  for  instance,  at  the  Opera,  the  figurantes  get  from 
two  hundred  and  fifty  to  three  hundred  francs  for  the 
season,  which  lasts  two  months  and  a  half ;  they  pro* 
vide  themselves  with  shoes  and  stockings,  the  rest 
being  given  to  them ;  most  of  them  are  grisettes.  In 
addition  to  this  the  fignraids  and  figurantes  are  rather 
unmanageable.  If  a  fine  is  imposed  on  them  for  being 
late  or  for  any  other  cause  they  leave  the  manager  in 
the  lurch.  Their  service  in  the  theatre  is  simply  so 
much  extra;  they  obtain  a  living  elsewhere;  this  or 
that  journeyman  mason,  a  druid  or  musketeer  in  the 
evening,  comes  to  the  rehearsal  in  his  working  panta- 
loons, his  knees  still  plastered  with  lime.  A  large  cap- 
ital, and  lavish  expenditure  of  money  are  necessary  to 
lubricate  the  wheels  of  a  modem  theatre :  they  occa- 
sionally creak  and  get  out  of  order,  as  is  sometimes 
seen  at  the  performances.    Centralization  and  a  com- 
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plete  national  life  are  likewise  necessary  in  order  tc 
supply  dramatic  ideas ;  here  they  translate  our  pieces. 
I  have  just  heard  "  Fanst,"  the  prima-donna  of  which 
is  a  French  lady.  At  the  Nicolini  theatre  the  "  Mont- 
*joie"  of  Octave  Feuillet  is  performed,  and,  to  make  it 
more  intelligible,  it  is  entitled  Mcnfjoie  o  VEgoista.  On 
another  day  we  have  GtUnsa^  which  is  "  Othello "  ar- 
ranged as  a  domestic  melodrama ; — it  is  impossible  to 
remain, — ^I  leave  at  the  third  act.  A  few  novels  are 
produced  like  Un  prode  d' Italia  and  Pasquale  Padiy 
great  historical  machines  in  the  style  of  Walter  Scott, 
written  in  declamatory  language  and  with  frequent  al- 
lusions to  the  present  time.  One  of  my  friends,  a  cul- 
tivated person,  admits  that  the  literature  of  the  day  in 
Italy  is  bad ;  politics  absorb  all  the  sap  of  the  tree, 
other  branches  proving  barren.  In  a  historical  line 
there  are  only  monographs.  Writers  resemble  provin- 
cialists  thirty  years  behind  the  capital  on  account  of 
their  remoteness  from  it ;  a  good  deal  of  time  is  requi- 
site to  acclimate  a  clear  concise  style,  based  on  facts 
and  free  of  exaggerations.  They  have  not  even  a  fixed 
language;  all  the  Italians  bom  outside  of  Tuscany 
are  obliged,  like  Alfieri,  to  resort  to  it  in  order  to 
purify  their  dialect.  Besides  this,  Tuscans  and  Italians, 
are  all  expected  to  avoid  French  turns  of  expression, 
so  contrary  to  the  genius  of  their  language,  to  painfully 
unlearn  them,  and  purge  their  memories  of  them. 
Now,  as  France,  for  a  hundred  and  fifty  years,  has 
furnished  Italy  with  books  and  ideas  you  may  judge  of 
the  difficulty  of  doing  so.  In  this  particular,  many 
writers  fall  into  classic  pedantry  and  superstitions; 
they  nourish  themselves  on  the  standard  authors  of  the 
sixteenth  century,  and,  as  purists,  go  farther  back,  to 
the  fourteenth  ; — but  how  express  modem  ideas  in  the 
language  of  Froissart,  or  even  in  that  of  Amyot? 
Hence  they  are  constrained  to  interlard  their  antique 
style  with  contemporary  terms;    the^e  incongruities 
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torment  them ;  they  can  only  walk  with  shackled  feet, 
embarrassed  by  souyenirs  of  authorized  forms  and  of  a 
precise  vocabulary.  A  writer  confessed  to  me  that  this 
obligation  put  his  mind  to  the  rack.  This  abortive  re- 
snlt  is,  again,  an  effect  of  the  past ;  its  causes  are  at* 
once  perceptible,  namely,  on  the  one  hand,  the  inter- 
ruption of  literary  traditions  after  the  seyenteenth 
century,  in  ihe  universal  decadence  of  studies  and  of 
intellects,  and,  on  the  other,  the  want  of  centralization 
and  a  capital  essential  for  the  suppression  of  dialects. 
The  history  of  all  Italy  is  derived  from  one  cixcom- 
stance :  she  could  not  unite  under  a  moderate  or  semi- 
enlightened  monarchy  in  the  sixteentii  cemtmy  at  the 
same  time  as  her  neighbors. 

To  make  amends  politics  are  now  in  fall  blast ;  one 
might  compare  it  to  a  field  suffering  with  a  Icmg 
drought,  reinvigorated  by  a  sudden  show^.  You  see 
nothiog  but  political  caricatures  of  Yiotor  Emmanuel^ 
Napoleon  and  the  Pope.  They  are  eoarse  in  concep* 
tion  and  in  execution :  the  Pope  is  a  skeleton  w  a  rope* 
dancer;  death,  playing  at  bowls,  is  knocking  him 
and  the  cardinals  down.  They  are  without  wit  or 
finesse ;  the  aim  is  to  express  the  idea  forcibly,  and  to 
make  a  sensational  impression.  In  like  manner  their 
journals,  almost  all  penny-papers,  talk  loud  and  high 
rather  than  justly.  They  seem  like  people  who,  after 
a  certain  time,  are  released  from  their  fetters  and  ges- 
ticulate vigorously  and  strike  out  in  the  air  to  stretch 
their  limbs.  Some,  meanwhile,  la  Face,  and  the.  Milan 
Gazette,  reason  closely,  appreciate  differences,  refuse  to 
be  considered  for  De  Maistre  or  for  Yoltaire,  land 
Paolo  Sarpi,  Gioberti  and  Bosmini,  and  strive  to  re- 
vive their  Italian  traditions.  People  so  spiritual  and 
so  nobly  endowed  will  finally  hit  upon  some  moderate 
tone  and  a  medium  course  of  things.  In  the  mean  time 
they  are  proud  oi  their  free  press  and  ridicule  ours. 
To  tell  the  truth  we,  on  this  point,  make  a  sad  figure 
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abroad ;  after  reading  in  a  caf^  the  "  Times,"  "  GaK- 
gnani,"  the  "Koehiische  or  **Allgemeine  Zeitung/' 
and  a  French  paper  is  taken  np,  one's  pride  suffers^ 
A  cautious  or  commonplace  political  paragraph,  a 
Tagae  or  too  complacent  editorial,  scanty  correspond- 
ence always  got  up,  very  little  precise  information  and 
sound  discusrion,  a  good  many  phrases  of  which  some 
are  well  written,  such  is  the  substance  of  a  French 
newspaper ;  and  this  is  poor,  not  merely  because  the 
government  interferes,  but  again  and  especially,  be- 
cause intelligent  readers  capable  of  serious  attention 
are  too  few  in  number.  The  public  does  not  insist  on 
being  famished  with  facts  and  with  proofs ;  it  requires 
to  be  amused,  or  to  have  a  ready-made  idea  clearly 
resifted.  A  few  cultivated  minds  at  the  most,  a 
Parisian  coterie  with  small  provincial  branches,  detects 
here  and  there  an  allusion,  a  bit  of  irony  or  of  malice, 
at  which  it  laughs  and  is  satisfied.  If  our  journals  are 
politically  defective  it  is  because  the  whole  country  is 
defective  in  pc^tical  aptitude  and  instruction.  Here, 
it  is  asserted,  the  Italians  have  naturally  an  mstinct 
and  talent  for  political  affairs ; — ^in  any  event  they  are 
passionately  fond  of  them. 

Many  persons  in  a  good  position  to  observe,  often 
tell  me  that  if  France  posts  its  sentinels  t^i  years 
longer  on  the  Alps  in  order  to  prevent  an  Austrian  in- 
vasion the  liberal  party  will  have  doubled :  the  schools, 
the  journals  and  the  army,  every  accumulation  of  pros- 
perity and  of  intelligence  contributes  to  increase  it 
Provincial  or  municipal  jealousies  are  no  obstacle 
whatever.  In  the  beginning  there  was  some  disaffec- 
tion apparent  in  Tuscany,  and  some  resistance;  this 
section  of  the  country  was  the  most  contented  and  the 
best  governed  in  Italy ;  there  was  some  hesitation  in 
submitting  to  Turin,  and  in  taking  risks;  but  the 
Marquis  Gino  Capponi,  the  man  the  most  respected  in 
the  Tuscan  party,  declared  in  favor  of  the  union  aa 
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there  was  no  other  means  for  maintaining  an  exist^ioe 
in  modem  Europe.  All  the  great  Italians,  moreov^ 
since  Maohiavelli  and  Dante  have  urged  in  their 
-writings  the  importance  of  being  able  to  resist  Austria. 
To-day  all  are  united  and  fused  together ;  we  already 
see  in  -the  army  a  kind  of  common  language  iduch  is 
a  compromise  between  the  various  dialects. 

Two  traits  distinguish  this  revolution  from  ours.  In 
the  first  place  the  Italians  are  neither  levellers  nor  so* 
cialists.  The  noble  is  on  a  familiar  footing  with  the 
peasant,  he  converses  with  the  people  in  a  friendly 
manner;  the  latter,  far  from  being  hostile  to  their 
nobiUty,  are  rather  proud  of  it.  All  property  is  subject 
to  the  metayer  system,^  and  the  division  of  products 
establishes  a  sort  of  companionship  between  the  owner 
and  the  farmer.  This  farmer  is  often  on  the  podere 
(manor)  two  hundred  years,  from  father  to  son,  and 
consequently  is  a  conservative  adverse  to  innovatioDB» 
and  inaccessible  to  theories ;  the  system  of  cultivation 
is  the  same  as  under  the  Medicis  which  was  much  ad- 
vanced for  those  times,  but  far  behind  for  these.  The 
proprietor  comes  in  October  to  superintend  his  harvest 
and  then  departs; — ^not  that  he  is  a  '* gentleman 
farmer,"  for  he  has  an  agent,  and  often  possesses  seven 
or  eight  villas,  in  one  of  which  he  resides;  with  no 
moral  or  political  authority  over  the  peasantry  as  in 
England  he  yet  lives  on  good  terms  with  them.  He  is 
not  scornful,  insolent  or  a  ''  citadin,"  like  our  ancient 
nobles ;  he  loves  economy  and,  formerly,  sold  his  own 
wine.  For  this  purpose  every  palace  had  an  opening 
through  which  customers  passed  their  empty  bottles 
and  received  them  full  on  paying  the  money;  sup- 
pressed vanity  leaves  to  human  benevolence  a  much 
larger  field  of  action.    The  master  ''  lives  and  lets  live." 

*  An  eqnal  or  relative  dlTislon  of  products  of  land  between  the 
cultiTator  and  the  proprietor. 
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There  is  no  pttlling  and  hauling ;  the  meshes  of  the 
social  web  are  relaxed  and  they  do  not  break.  Hence 
the  ability  of  the  country  to  govern  itself  since  1869. 
In  this  respect  it  is  more  fortunate  than  we  are.  It  is 
a  great  feature  in  the  organization  of  a  government  or 
of  a  nation  not  to  feel  your  feet  resting  on  commu- 
nistic instincts  and  theories. 

In  the  second  place  they  are  not  Voltairians.  B^ren- 
ger's  commercial  traveller,  philosopher  and  student  is 
not  with  them  a  frequent  or  popular  character.''*'  They 
do  not  approve  of  the  violent  language  of  the  "  Diritto." 
They  are  too  imaginative,  too  poetic,  and  besides  that, 
are  endowed  with  too  much  good  sense ;  they  are  too 
conscious  of  social  necessities,  too  remote  from  our 
logical  abstractions  to  desire  to  suppress  religion  as  we 
did  in  1792.  They  are  educated  to  see  processions, 
sacred  paintings  and  pompous  or  noble  churches ;  their 
Catholicism  forms  a  part  of  the  habits  of  their  eyes, 
their  ears,  their  imagination  and  their  taste ;  they  need 
it  as  they  need  their  beautiful  climate.  Kever  will  an 
Italian  sacrifice  all  this,  like  a  Frenchman,  to  an  ab- 
straction of  the  reasoning  brain ;  his  way  of  conceiving 
things  is  quite  otherwise,  much  less  absolute,  much 
more  complex,  much  less  adapted  to  sudden  demoli* 
tions,  much  better  accommodated  to  the  world  as  it  is. 
And  still  another  substantial  support  is  this,  they  build 
on  a  religion  and  a  society  that  are  intact,  and  are  not 
obliged,  like  our  politicians,  to  guard  against  grand 
convulsions. 

Other  circumstances  or  traits  of  character  are  less 
favorable.  There  is  a  greater  lack  of  energy  in  Tuscany 
than  elsewhere.  In  1859  the  country  furnished  twelve 
thousand  men  against  the  Austrians, — six  thousand  be- 
longing to  the  old  army,  and  six  thousand  volunteers, — 
and  many  came  back.     They  boast  of  a  few  heroes, 

*  See  the  apothecary  Homais  in  *'  Madame  Bovary"  by  Q.  Flaubert 

4* 
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individuals  like  M.  Montanelli,  always  in  quest  of 
ballets ;  but  as  ko  the  masses  discipline  annoys  them ; 
the  strictness  of  military  life  takes  them  by  surprise ; 
they  miss  their  cup  of  coffee  in  the  morning.  In 
Florence,  society  for  the  past  three  hundred  years  has 
been  epicurean ;  nobody  feels  uneasy  on  account  of  his 
children,  his  relatives  or  anybody  else ;  people  love  to 
gossip  and  lounge  about;  they  are  apiriivd  and  ego- 
tistical. On  gettiuDig  a  smaU  income  a  man  wri^  him- 
self up  in  his  cloak  and  goes  to  a  cafe  to  chat  away  the 
time.  On  the  other  hand  the  tyrajiny  of  habit  and  of 
the  imagination  is  an  obstacle  to  the  formation  of  any 
definite  religious  opinions.  They  do  not  see  clearly 
into  the  catholic  question.  Ko  one  conceives  before* 
hand  a  positive  personal  symbol  as  in  France  in  the 
eighteenth  century,  or  as  in  Germany  in  the  time  of 
Luther;  reason  and  conscience  do  not  speak  loud 
enough.  They  say  vaguely  that  cathoUcism  should  ac- 
commodate itself  to  modem  necessities,  but  without 
precisely  defining  the  concessions  it  ought  to  make  or 
be  forced  to  make ;  they  do  not  know  what  might  be 
exacted  or  abandoned.  They  committed  a  grave  mis- 
take in  1859  in  not  instituting  the  civil  marriage,  and 
in  not  returning  to  the  Leopoldian  laws.  The  Pope, 
by  his  perseverance,  had  undermined  or  transformed 
them ;  he  could  not  endure  by  his  side  a  trub  laic  gov^ 
emment.  Now,  with  such  an  adversary  confronting 
them,  it  is  important  to  decide,  apai*t  from  one's  self 
and  in  advance,  what  one  will  yield  if  necessary  and 
what  will  be  insisted  on  at  all  hazards ;  for  his  imper- 
ceptible encroachments  are  tenacious  like  those  of  the 
ivy,  and  irresolution  is  always  mastered  by  obstinacy. 
Add  to  this  that  a  notable  part  of « the  clergy,  most  of 
the  prelates,  are  for  him ;  one  of  these,  the  cardinal  of 
Pisa,  possesses  aU  the  rigidity  of  the  middle  ages  and 
is  papabile. — The  Italians  to  sum  up,  are  in  a  strait. 
They  would  like  to  remain  good  catholics,  keep  tibe 
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capital  of  the  christian  world  amongst  them,  and  yet 
rednce  the  Pope  to  the  position  of  the  Grand  Llama 
without  being  able  to  see  that,  once  despoiled,  he  be- 
comes forever  inimical ;  it  is  like  "  wedding  the  Grand 
Turk  to  the  republic  of  Venice."  These  are  their  two 
weak  points,  a  lack  of  the  military  spirit  and  irresolu- 
tion in  religious  matters.  Things  must  be  left  to  time 
and  to  necessity,  which  may  strengthen  one  and  define 
the  other. 
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In  a  city  like  this  one  wanders  about  for  the  first  few 
days  without  any  plan.  How  can  you  expect  one  in 
this  medley  of  works  and  of  ages  to  attain  at  once  to  a 
definite  idea  ?  It  is  necessary  to  turn  over  the  leayes 
before  reading. 

.  Out  first  visit  is  to  the  Piazza  della  Signoria ;  here, 
as  at  Sienna,  was  the  centre  of  republican  life ;  here  as 
at  Sienna,  the  old  town  hall,  the  Palazzo-Yeochio,  is  a 
mediseval  structure,  an  enormous  block  of  stone  pierced 
with  occasional  trefoil  windows,  with  a  heayy  cornice 
of  projecting  battlements  and  flanked  with  a  similar 
high  tower,  a  veritable  domestic  citadel  calculated  for 
strife  and  a  beacon,  on  the  defensive  near  by  and 
visible  afar    off,   a    perfect   panoply  crowned  with  a 
visible   crest.    It  is  impossible  to  look  at  it  without 
being  reminded   of  the  intestine  wars  described  by 
Dino  Campagni.    Times  in  Italy  were  rude  during  the 
middle  ages ;  we  only  had  a  war  of  castles,  they  had  ^ 
the  warfare  of  the  streets.    For  thirty-three  successive 
years,  in  the  thirteenth  century,  the  Buondelmonti  on 
the  one  side  with  forty-two  families,  and  the  Ubertii 
on  the  other,  with  twenty-two  famiUes,  fought  without 
ceasing.      They  barricaded  streets  with  chevaux-de- 
frises  and  fortified  the  houses ;    the  nobles  filled  the 
city  with  their  armed   peasants    from   the   country. 
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Finallj,  thirtj-six  palaces,  belonging  to  the  vanquished 
were  demolished ;  and  if  the  town-hall  has  an  irregular 
shape,  it  is  owing  to  the  furious  vengeance  which 
compelled  the  architect  to  leave  vacant  the  detested 
sites  on  which  the  destroyed  houses  stood.  What 
would  we  say  in  these  days  if  a  battle  in  our  streets, 
like  that  of  June,  lasted,  not  merely  three  days  but 
thirty  years ;  if  irrevocable  banishments  deprived  the 
nation  of  a  quarter  of  its  population ;  if  the  com- 
mumty  of  exiles,  in  league  ^eith  strangers,  roamed 
around  our  frontier  awaiting  the  chances  of  a  plot,  or  of 
a  surprise,  to  force  our  walls  and  proscribe  their  per- 
secutors in  turn  ;  if  enmities  and  fresh  strife  intervened 
to  irritate  the  conquerors  after  a  victory ;  if  the  city, 
already  devastated,  was  forced  to  constantly  add  to  its 
deyastations ;  if  sudden  popular  tumults  arose  to  com- 
plicate the  internecine  struggles  of  the  nobles ;  if,  every 
month,  an  insurrection  caused  the  shops  to  be  closed ; 
if,  every  evening,  a  man  on  leaving  his  house,  dreaded 
an  enemy  in  ambush  at  the  nearest  comer  ?  "  Many 
of  the  citizens,"  says  Dino  Campagni,  "having  as- 
sembled one  day  on  the  square  of  the  Frescobaldi,  in 
order  to  bury  a  deceased  woman,  and,  as  was  customary 
on  such  occasions,  the  citizens  sitting  below  on  rush 
mats  and  the  cavaliers  and  doctors  above  on  the 
benches,  the  Donati  and  the  Gerchi  sitting  below 
facing  each  other,  one  of  these,  in  order  to  arrange  his 
mantle,  or  for  some  other  reason,  arose  to  his  feet. 
His  adversaries,  suspecting  something,  sprang  up  also 
and  drew  their  swords.  The  others  did  likewise,  and 
they  came  to  blows."  Such  a  circumstance  shows  how 
high  strung  spirits  were;  burnished  swords,  ever  ready, 
leaped  of  themselves  out  of  their  scabbards.  On  leaving 
the  table,  heated  with  wine  and  words,  their  hands 
itched.  "  A  party  of  young  men  in  the  habit  of  galloping 
together,  being  at  supper  one  evening  in  the  kalends  of 
May,  became  so  excited  that  they  resolved  to  engage 
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the  troop  of  the  Cerchi,  and  employ  their  hands  and 
arms  against  them.  On  this  evening,  which  is  the 
advent  of  Spring,  the  women  assemble  at  the  halls  in 
their  neighborhood  to  dance.*  The  yonng  men  of  the 
Cerchi  encountered  accordingly,  the  troop  of  the 
Donati,  which  attacked  them  with  drawn  swords.  And 
in  this  encounter,  Bdcoverino  of  the  Cerchi,  had  his 
nose  cut  by  a  man  in  the  pay  of  the  Donatio  which 

person  it  was  said  was  Piero  Spini ; but  the 

Cerchi  never  disclosed  his  name,  intending  thus  to 
obtain  greater  vengeance.**  This  expression,  almost 
removed  from  our  minds,  is  the  key  of  Italian  history ; 
the  vendetta,  in  Corsican  fashion,  is  a  naturalized,  per- 
manent thing  between  man  and  man,  family  and  family, 
party  and  party,  and  generation  and  generation.  "  A 
worthy  young  man  named  &uido,  son  of  Messire 
Cavalcante  Cavalcanti,  and  a  noble  cavalier,  courteous 
and  brave  but  proud,  reserved  and  fond  of  study,  at 
enmity  with  Messire  Corro,  had  frequently  resolved  fco 
encounter  him.  Messire  Corro  feared  him  greatly  be- 
cause he  knew  him  to  be  of  great  courage,  and  sought 
to  assassinate  Guido  while  he  was  upon  a  pilgrimage 

to  St.  James,  which  attempt  failed Guido, 

thereupon,  on  returning  to  Florence,  stirred  up  some 
of  the  young  men  against  him,  who  promised  him 
their  aid.  And  one  day  being  on  horseback  with  some 
of  the  followers  of  the  house  of  Cerchi  and  with  a 
javelin  in  his  hand,  he  spurred  his  horse  against 
Messire  Corro,  thinking  that  he  was  supported  by  his 
party,  and,  passing  him,  he  threw  his  javeUn  at  him 
without  hitting  him.  There  was  with  Messire  Corro 
Simon,  his  son,  a  brave  and  bold  young  man,  and 
Cecchino  dei  Bardi,  and  likewise  many  others  with 
swords  who  started  in  pursuit  of  him,  but  not  overtak* 


*  Bee  the  first  act  of  Romeo  and  Jaliet    Shakespeare  has  im- 
agined and  portrayed  these  customs  with  admirable  fidelity. 
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ing  him,  they  launched  stones  after  him  and  also  flung 
them  out  of  the  windows  on  him  so  that  he  was 
wounded  in  the  hand."  In  order  to  find  similar 
practices  at  the  present  day  we  haye  to  go  to  the 
placers  of  San  Francisco,  where,  at  the  first  provoca* 
tion^  in  public  and  at  balls  or  in  a  oaf^,  the  revolver 
speaks,  supplying  the  place  of  policemen  and  dis- 
pensing  with  the  foimaUties  of  a  duel  Lynch  law, 
frequently  applied,  is  alone  qualified  to  pacify  such 
temperaments.  It  was  applied  now  and  then  in 
Florence,  but  too  rarely,  and  in  an  irregular  manner, 
which  is  the  reason  why  the  custom  of  looking  out 
for  one's  self,  of  ready  blows  and  honored  and  honorable 
assassination  prevailed  there  up  to  the  end  of  and 
beyond  the  middle  ages.  To  make  amends  this 
custom  of  keeping  the  mind  always  on  the  stretch,  of 
eonstaniiy  occupying  it  with  painful  and  tragic  senti- 
ments, rendered  it  so  much  the  more  sensitive  to  the 
arts  whose  beauty  and  serenity  afforded  such  contrasts. 
This  deep  feudal  stratum,  so  ploughed  and  broken  up, 
was  essential  in  order  to  provide  aliment  and  a  soil  for 
the  vivacious  roots  of  the  renaissance. 

The  little  book  in  which  these  stories  are  narrated  is 
by  Dino  Campagni,  a  contemporary  of  Dante ;  it  is 
about  the  size  of  the  hand,  costs  two  francs  and  can  be 
carried  about  with  one  in  the  pocket.  Between  two 
monuments,  in  a  caf^,  under  a  loggia  one  reads  a  few 
passages — an  affray,  a  council,  a  sedition — and  the 
mute  stones  speak. 

But  when  the  eye  passes  from  the  Falaszo-Yecchio 
and  turns  to  neighboring  monuments  there  appears  on 
all  sides  a  joyous  aspect  and  a  love  of  beauty.  The 
Loggia  de'Lanzi  on  the  right  presents  antique  statues, 
bold,  original    figures    of   the    sixteenth    century — a 

Bape    of   the    Sabines"    by    John    of   Bologna,  a 

Judith"  by  Donatello,  and  the  "  Ferseus"  of  Cellini. 
The  latter  is  a  Orecian  ephebos,  a  sort  of  nude  Mercury 
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of  great  simplicity  of  expression.  The  renaissance 
statuary  certainly  revives  or  continues  the  antique 
statuary,  not  the  earliest,  that  of  Phidias,  who  is  calm 
and  wholly  divine,  but  the  later,  that  of  Lysippus  who 
aims  at  ilie  human.  This  Perseus  is  brother  to  the 
Discobulus  and  has  had  his  actual  anatomical  model : 
his  knees  are  a  little  heavy,  and  the  veins  of  the  arms 
are  too  prominent ;  the  blood  spouting  from  Medusa's 
neck  forms  a  gross,  full  jet,  the  exact  imitation  of  a 
decapitation.  But  what  wonderful  fidelity  to  nature  1 
The  woman  is  really  dead ;  her  limbs  and  joints  have 
suddenly  become  relaxed ;  the  arm  hangs  languidly, 
the  body  is  contorted  and  the  leg  drawn  up  in  agony. 
Underneath,  on  the  pedestal,  amidst  garlands  of 
flowers  and  goats'  heads,  in  shell-shaped  niches  of  the 
purest  and  most  elegant  taste,  stand  four  exquisite 
bronze  statuettes  with  all  the  living  nudity  of  the 
antique. 

I  try  to  translate  to  myself  this  term  living^  which  I 
find  constantly  on  my  lipB,  on  contemplating  renais- 
sance figures.  It  just  came  into  my  mind  on  looking  at 
the  fountain  of  Ammanati  from  the  other  side  of  the 
palace,  consisting  of  nude  Tritons  and  graceful  Nereids, 
with  heads  too  small,  and  grand  elongated  forms  in 
action,  like  the  figures  of  Bosso  and  Primaticcio.  Art, 
of  course,  degenerates  and  becomes  mannered,  exag- 
gerating the  prancing  and  the  display  of  the  Umbs,  and 
altering  proportions  in  order  to  render  the  body  more 
spirited  and  elegant.  And  yet  these  figures  belong  to 
the  same  family  as  the  others,  and  are  living,  like  them  ; 
that  is  to  say  they  freely  and  unconsciously  enjoy 
physical  existence,  content  in  spreading  out  and  in 
lifting  up  their  legs,  in  falling  backward  and  in  a  parade 
of  themselves  like  splendid  animals.  The  bestial 
Tritons  are  thoroughly  jovial ;  there  could  not  be  more 
honest  nudity  and  greater  effix)ntery  without  baseness. 
They  rear  up,  clutch  each  other,  and  force  out  their 


THE  DUOMO.  89 

mnsoles ;  yon  feel  that  this  satisfies  them,  that  that  fine 
young  fellow  is  content  to  take  a  spirited  attitude  and 
to  hold  a  cornucopia ;  that  this  nymph,  undraped  and 
passive,  does  not  transcend  in  thought  her  condition  of 
superb  animality.  There  are  no  metaphysical  symbols 
here,  no  pensive  expressions.  The  sculptor  suffers  his 
heads  to  retain  the  simple,  calm  physiognomies  of  a 
primitive  organization;  the  body  and  its  pose  are 
everything  to  him.  He  keeps  within  the  limits  of  his 
art ;  its  domain  consists  of  the  members  of  the  body, 
and  he  cannot  after  all  do  more  than  accentuate  torsos, 
thighs  and  necks ;  through  this  involuntary  harmony 
of  his  thought  and  of  his  resources  he  animates  his 
bronze  and,  for  lack  of  this  harmony,  we  no  longer 
know  how  to  do  as  much. 

Desirous  of  seeing  the  beginnings  of  this  renaissance 
we  go  from  the  Palazzo- Vecchio  to  the  Duomo.  Both 
form  the  double  heart  of  Florence,  such  as  it  beat  in 
&e  middle  ages,  the  former  for  politics,  and  the  latter 
for  religion,  and  the  two  so  well  united  that  they 
formed  but  one.  Nothing  can  be  nobler  than  the 
public  edict  passed  in  1294  for  the  construction  of  the 
national  cathedral.  ''Whereas,  it  being  of  sovereign 
prudence  on  the  part  of  a  people  of  high  origin  to 
proceed  in  its  affairs  in  such  a  manner  that  the  wisdom 
no  less  than  the  magnanimity  of  its  proceedings  be  rec- 
ognized in  its  outward  works,  it  is  ordered  that  Amolfo 
master  architect  of  our  commune,  prepare  models  or 
designs  for  the  restoration  of  Santa  Maria  Beparata, 
with  the  most  exalted  and  most  prodigal  magnificence, 
in  order  that  the  industry  and  power  of  men  may 
never  create  or  undertake  anything  whatsoever  more  vast 
and  more  beautiful ;  in  accordance  with  that  which 
our  wisest  citizens  have  declared  and  counselled  in 
public  session  and  in  secret  conclave,  to  wit,  that  no 
hand  be  laid  upon  the  works  of  the  commune  without 
the  intent  of  making  them  to  correspond  to  the  noble 
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Boul  which  is  composed  of  the  Botds  of  all  its  citizens 
united  in  one  will"  In  this  ample  period  breathes  the 
grandiose  pride  and  intense  patriotism  of  the  ancient 
republics.  Athens  under  Pericles,  and  Home  under  the 
first  Scipio  cherished  no  prouder  sentiments.  At  each 
step,  here  as  elsewhere,  in  texts  and  in  monuments,  is 
found,  in  Italy,  the  traces,  the  renewal  and  the  spirit  of 
classic  antiquity. 

Let  us,  accordingly,  look  at  the  celebrated  Duomo, — 
but  the  difficulty  is  to  see  it  It  stands  upon  flat 
ground,  and.  in  order  that  the  eje  might  embrace  ita 
mass  it  would  be  necessary  to  level  three  hundred 
buildings.  Herein  appears  the  defect  of  the  great 
mediaBval  structure  ;  even  to-day,  after  so  many  open- 
ings effected  by  modem  demoUsbers,  most  of  the 
cathedrals  are  visible  only  on  paper.  The  ^>eotator 
catches  sight  of  a  fragment,  some  section  of  a  wall,  or 
the  fafade ;  but  the  whole  escapes  him ;  man's  work  is 
no  longer  proportioned  to  his  organs.  It  was  not  thus 
in  antiquity ;  temples  were  small  or  of  mediocre  dimen- 
sions, and  were  almost  always  erected  on  an  eminence ; 
their  general  form  and  complete  profile  could  be  enjoyed 
from  twenty  different  points  of  view.  After  the  advent 
of  Christianity  men's  conceptions  transcended  their 
forces,  and  the  ambition  of  the  spirit  no  longer  took 
into  account  the  limitations  of  the  body.  The  human 
machine  lost  its  equilibrium ;  with  forgetfulness  of  the 
moderate  there  was  established  a  love  of  the  odd. 
Without  either  reason  or  symmetry  campaniles  or  bell- 
towers  were  planted,  like  isolated  posts,  in  front  or 
alongside  of  cathedrals ;  there  is  one  of  these  alongside 
of  the  Duomo,  and  this  change  of  human  equipoise  most 
have  been  potent,  since  even  here,  among  so  many 
latin  traditions  and  classic  aptitudes,  it  declares  itsell 

In  other  respects,  save  the  ogive  arcades,  the  monu- 
ment is  not  gothic  but  byzantine,  or,  rather,  original ; 
it  is  a  creature  of  a  new  and  mixed  form  like  the  new 
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and  mixed  ciyilization  of  which  it  is  the  offspring. 
Yon  feel  power  and  invention  in  it  with  a  touch  of 
qnaintness  and  fancy.  Walls  of  enormous  grandeur 
are  developed  or  expanded  without  the  few  windows  in 
them  happening  to  impair  their  massiveness  or  dimin- 
ish their  strength.  There  are  no  flying  buttresses; 
they  are  self-sustaining.  Marble  panels,  alternately 
yellow  and  black,  cover  them  with  a  glittering  mar- 
quetry, and  curves  of  arches  let  into  their  masses  seem 
to  be  the  bones  of  a  robust  skeleton  beneath  the  skin. 
The  Latin  cross,  which  the  edifice  figures,  contracts  at 
the  top,  and  the  chancel  and  transepts  bubble  out  into 
rotundities  and  projections,  in  petty  domes  behind  the 
church  in  order  to  accompany  the  grand  dome  which 
ascends  above  the  choir,  and  which,  the  work  of  Bru- 
nelleschi,  newer  and  yet  more  antique  than  that  of  St. 
Peter,  lifts  in  the  air  to  an  astonishing  height  its  elon- 
gated form,  its  octagonal  sides  and  its  pointed  lantern. 
But  how  can  a  physiognomy  of  a  church  be  conveyed 
by  words  ?  It  has  one  nevertheless ;  all  its  portions 
appearing  together  are  combined  in  one  chord  and  in 
one  effect.  If  you  examine  the  plans  and  old  engrav- 
ings you  will  appreciate  the  bizarre  and  captivating 
harmony  of  these  grand  Boman  walls  overlaid  with 
oriental  fancies;  of  these  gothic  ogives  arranged  in 
byzantine  cupolas;  of  these  light  Italian  columns 
forming  a  circle  above  a  bordering  of  Grecian  caissons ; 
of  this  assemblage  of  all  forms,  pointed,  swelling, 
angular,  oblong,  circular  and  octagonal  Greek  and 
Latin  antiquity,  the  Byzantine  and  Saracenic  orient, 
the  Germanic  and  Italian  middle-age,  the  entire  past, 
shattered,  amalgamated  and  transformed,  seems  to 
have  been  melted  over  anew  in  the  human  furnace  in 
order  to  flow  out  in  fresh  forms  in  the  hands  of  the 
new  genius  of  Giotto,  Amolfo,  Brunelleschi  and 
Dante. 

Here  the  work  is  unfinished,  and  the  success  is  not 
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complete.  The  fagade  has  not  been  constracted :  all 
that  we  see  of  it  is  a  great  naked,  scarified  wall  similar 
to  a  leper's  plaster.  There  is  no  light  within :  a  line 
of  small  round  bays  and  a  few  windows  fill  the  immen* 
sity  of  the  edifice  with  a  gray  illumination :  it  is  bare, 
and  the  argillaceous  tone  in  which  it  is  painted  depresses 
the  eye  with  its  wan  monotony.  A  "  Pieta"  by  Michael 
Angelo  and  a  few  statues  seem  like  spectres ;  the  bas- 
reliefs  are  only  vague  confusion.  The  architect,  hesi- 
tating between  mediseyal  and  antique  taste,  fell  only 
upon  a  lifeless  light,  that  between  a  pure  light  and  a 
colored  light. 

The  more  we  contemplate  architectural  works  the 
more  do  we  find  them  adapted  to  express  the  prevail- 
ing spirit  of  an  epoch.  Here,  on  the  flank  of  the 
Duomo,  stands  the  Campanile  by  Giotto,  erect,  isolated, 
like  St  Michael's  tower  at  Bordeaux,  or  the  tower  of 
St.  Jacques  at  Paris ;  the  medisBval  man,  in  fact,  loves 
to  build  high ;  he  aspires  to  heaven,  his  elevations  all 
tapering  off  into  pointed  pinnacles ;  if  this  one  had 
been  finished  a  spire  of  thirty  feet  would  have  sur- 
mounted the  tower,  itself  two  hundred  and  fifty  feet 
high.  Hitherto  the  northern  architect  and  the  Italian 
architect  are  goTcmed  by  the  same  instinct,  and  gratify 
the  same  penchant;  but  whilst  the  northern  artist, 
frankly  gothic,  embroiders  his  tower  with  delicate 
mouldings  and  complex  fiower-work,  and  a  stone  lace- 
work  infinitely  multiplied  and  intersected,  the  southern 
artist,  half-latin  through  his  tendencies  and  his  reminis- 
cences, erects  a  square,  strong  and  full  pile,  in  which  a 
skilful  ornamentation  does  not  efface  the  general 
structure,  which  is  not  a  frail  sculptured  bijou  but  a 
solid  durable  monument,  its  coating  of  red,  black  and 
white  marble  covering  it  with  royal  luxuriance,  and 
which,  through  its  healthy  and  animated  statues,  its 
bas-reliefs  framed  in  medtdlions,  recalls  the  friezes 
and  pediments  of  an  antique  temple.    In  these  medal- 
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lions  Giotto  has  symbolized  the  principal  epochs  of 
human  civilization;  the  traditions  of  Greece  near 
those  of  Judea,  Adam,  Tubal-Cain  and  Noah,  Daedalus, 
Hercules  and  AntsBus,  the  invention  of  ploughing,  the 
mastery  of  the  horse,  and  the  discovery  of  the  arts  and 
the  sciences ;  laic  and  philosophic  sentiment  live  freely 
in  him  side  by  side  with  a  theological  and  religious 
sentiment.  Do  we  not  already  see  in  this  renaissance  of 
the  fourteenth  century  that  of  the  sixteenth  ?  In  order 
to  pass  from  one  to  the  other,  it  will  sufiSce  for  the  spirit 
of  the  first  to  become  ascendant  over  the  spirit  of  the 
second ;  at  the  end  of  a  century  we  are  to  see  in  the 
adornment  of  the  edifice,  in  these  statues  by  Donatello, 
in  their  baldness  so  expressive^  in  the  sentiment  of  the 
real  and  natural  life  displayed  among  the  goldsmiths 
and  sculptors,  evidence  of  the  transformation  begun 
under  Giotto  having  been  already  accomplished. 

Every  step  we  take  we  encounter  some  sign  of  this 
persistency  or  precocity  of  a  latin  and  classic  spirit. 
Facing  the  Duomo-  is  the  Baptistery,  which  at  first 
served  as  a  church,  a  sort  of  octagonal  temple  sur- 
mounted by  a  cupola,  built,  doubtless,  after  the  model 
of  the  Pantheon  of  Bome,  and  which,  according  to  the 
testimony  of  a  contemporary  bishop,  already  in  the 
eighth  century  projected  upward  the  pompous  rotun- 
dities of  its  imperial  forms.  Here,  then,  in  the 
most  barbarous  epoch  of  the  middle  ages,  is  a  prolon- 
gation, a  renewal,  or,  at  least,  an  imitation  of  Boman 
architecture.  You  enter,  and  find  that  the  decoration 
is  not  all  gothic:  a  circle  of  corinthian  columns  of 
precious  marbles  with,  above  these,  a  circle  of  smaller 
columns  surmoimted  by  loftier  arcades,  and,  on  the 
vault,  a  legion  of  saints  and  angels  peopling  the  entire 
space,  gathering  in  four  rows  around  a  grand,  dull,  mea- 
gre, melancholy,  Byzantine  Christ.  On  these  three  super- 
posed stories  the  three  gradual  distortions  of  antique 
art  appear ;  but,  distorted  or  intact,  it  is  always  an^ 
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tiqne  art.  A  significant  feature,  tUs,  throaghont  the 
Hstory  of  Italy :  she  did  not  become  germanie.  In 
the  tenth  century  the  degraded  Boman  still  subsisted 
distinct  and  intact  side  by  side  with  the  proud  Bar- 
barian, and  Bishop  Luitprand  wrote :  "  We  Lombards, 
as  well  as  the  Saxons,  Franks,  Lorranians,  Bavarians, 
Suabians  and  Burgundiahs,  so  utterly  despise  the 
Boman  name  that,  when  in  choler,  we  know  not  how 
to  insult  our  enemies  more  grievously  than  to  call  them 
Bomans,  for,  in  this  name  we  include  whatever  is  base, 
whatever  is  cowardly,  whatever  is  perfidious,  the  ex- 
tremes of  avarice  and  luxury,  apd  every  vice  that  can 
prostitute  the  dignity  of  human  nature."  * 

In  the  twelfth  century  the  Germans  under  Frederick 
Barbarossa,  counting  upon  finding  in  the  Lombards 
men  of  the  same  race  as  themselves,  were  surprised  to 
find  them  so  latinized,  "having  discarded  the  asperi- 
ties of  barbarian  rudeness  and  imbibed  &om  sun  and 
atmosphere  something  of  Boman  finesse  and  gentle- 
ness, preserving  the  elegance  of  diction  and  the  ur- 
banity of  antique  customs  and  imitating,  even  to  ilieir 
cities  and  the  regulation  of  public  affairs,  the  ability-  of 
the  ancient  Bomans."t  Down  to  the  thirteenth  cen- 
tury they  continue  to  speak  latin ;  St.  Anthony  of 
Padua  preached  in  latin ;  the  people  jargoning  in  in-* 
cipient  Italian,  always  understand  the  literaiylangaage^ 
the  same  as  a  peasant  of  Berri  or  Burgundy  whoM 
rustic  patois  is  no  obstacle  in  the  way  of  his  com- 
prehending the  purer  discourse  of  his  cur^.  The  two 
great  feudal  creations,  gothic  architecture  and  chivalric 
poesy,  appear  among  them  only  at  a  late  hour,  and 
through  importation.  Dante  states  that,  even  in  1313, 
no  Italian  had  composed  a  chivalric  poem ;  tiiose  of 
France  were  translated,  or  were  read  in  the  Provenfal 


*  Quoted  by  Gibbon.  f  Otho  of  Freysingen. 
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dialect.  Tho  Qole  gothic  monuments  of  Italy,  Assisi 
and  the  Duomo  of  Milan,  are  constructed  by  foreign- 
ers. Fundamentally,  and  under  external  or  temporary 
alterations,  the  local  latin  structure  remains  unchanged, 
and  in  the  sixteenth  century  the  christian  and  feudal 
envelope  is  to  drop  off  of  itself  in  order  to  allow  the 
reappearance  of  that  noble  and  sensuous  paganism 
which  had  never  been  destroyed. 

There  was  no  need  of  waiting  until  that  time.  Sculp- 
ture,  which,  once  before  under  Nicholas  of  Pisa, 
had  anticipated  painting,  again  anticipated  it  in  the 
fifteenth  century ;  these  very  doors  of  the  Baptistery 
enable  one  to  see  with  what  sudden  perfection  and  bril- 
liancy. Three  men  then  appeared,  BruneUeschi,  the 
architect  of  the  Duomo,  Donatello,  who  decorated  the 
Campanile  with  statues,  and  Ghiberti,  who  cast  the 
two  gates  of  the  Baptistery,*  all  three  friends  and 
rivals,  all  three  having  commenced  with  the  gold- 
smith's art  and  a  study  of  the  living  model,  and  all 
three  passionately  devoted  to  the  antique;  Brunel- 
lesehi  drawing  and  measuring  Boman  monuments, 
Donatello  at  Borne  copying  statues  and  ba^-reliefs  and 
Ghiberti  importing  from  Greece  torsos,  yases  and  head? 
which  he  restored,  imitated  and  worshipped.  "  It  i? 
impossible,"  said  he  in  speaking  of  an  antique  statue, 
"to  express  its  perfection  by  words.  ...  It  has  in- 
finite suavities  which  the  eye  alone  cannot  detect ;  only 
the  touch  of  the  hand  discovers  them  I"  And  he  alluded 
sorrowfully  to  the  great  persecutions  through  which 
under  Oonstantine  ''the  statues  and  paintings  that 
breathe  such  nobleness  and  perfect  dignity  were  over- 
thrown and  broken  in  pieces,  besides  the  severe  penal- 
ties which  threatened  all  who  undertook  to  make  new 
ones,  which  led  to  the  extinct;ion  of  art  and  of  the  doc- 
trines that  appertain  thereto."    When  one  has  such  a 

*  The  fixst  bom  in  1377,  the  second  in  1386,  and  the  third  in  1387. 
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lively  sentiment  of  classical  perfection  he  is  not  far 
from  attaining  to  it.  Toward  1400,  at  the  age  of 
twenty-three,  after  a  competition  from  which  Brunel- 
leschi  withdraws  in  his  favor,  he  secures  the  commission 
for  the  execution  of  the  two  doors ;  under  his  hands 
we  see  a  revival  of  pure  Greek  beauty,  and  not  merely 
a  vigorous  imitation  of  the  actual  body  as  Donatello 
comprehended  it,  but  an  appreciation  of  ideal  and  per- 
fect form.  In  his  bas-reliefs  there  are  numerous  female 
figures  which  in  the  nobleness  of  their  shape  and  of 
their  head  and  in  the  calm  simplicity  and  develop- 
'  ment  of  their  attitude,  seem  to  be  Athenian  master- 
pieces. They  are  not  too  elongated,  as  with  Michael 
Angelo's  successors,  or  too  vigorous  as  with  the  three 
Graces  of  Eaphael.  His  Eve,  just  bom,  bending  for- 
ward and  raising  her  large  calm  eyes  to  the  Creator,  is 
a  primitive  nymph,  naive  and  pure,  in  whom  appear 
balanced  instincts  in  repose  and  in  activity  at  the  same 
moment  The  same  dignity  and  harmony  regulates 
the  groupings  and  arranges  the  scenes.  Processions 
defile  and  turn  as  around  a  vase;  individuals  and 
crowds  are  mutually  opposed  and  related  as  in  an  an- 
tique chorus ;  the  symmetrical  forms  of  ancient  archi- 
tecture dispose  around  colonnades  the  grave,  manly 
figures,  the  falling  draperies,  the  varied,  appropriate 
and  moderate  attitudes  of  the  beautiful  tragedy 
enacted  beneath  its  porticoes.  One  of  the  youtiifnl 
soldiers  seems  to  be  an  Alcibiades ;  before  him  marches 
a  Boman  consul;  blooming  yoimg  women  of  incom- 
parable freshness  and  vigor  turn  half-round,  gazing 
and  extending  an  arm,  one  of  them  like  a  Juno  and  an- 
other an  amazon,  all  arrested  at  one  of  those  rare  mo- 
ments when  the  nobleness  of  physical  life  attains  to  its 
plenitude  and  perfection  without  an  effort  and  without 
reflection.  When  passion  excites  the  muscles  and  dis- 
turbs countenances  it  is  without  deforming  or  dis- 
torting them ;  the  Florentine  sculptor  as  formerly  the 
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Qrecian  poet,  does  not  allow  it  to  pursue  its  course 
to  the  end ;  he  subjects  it  to  the  law  of  proportion  and 
subordinates  expression  to  beauty.  ,  He  does  not  wish 
the  spectator  to  be  disturbed  by  a  display  of  crude 
violence,  nor  borne  away  by  the  thrilling  vivacity  of 
impetuous  action  suddenly  arrested.  For  him  art  is  a 
harmony  which  purifies  emotion  in  order  to  render 
the  spirit  healthy.  No  man,  save  Baphael,  has  more 
happily  found  that  unique  moment  of  natural,  choice 
inventiveness,  the  precious  moment  when  a  work  of  art 
onintentionally  becomes  a  moral  work.  The  ^  School 
of  Athens"  and  the  Loggia  of  the  Vatican  seem  to  be  of 
the  same  school  as  the  doors  of  the  Baptistery,  and,  to 
complete  the  resemblance,  Ghiberti  handles  bronze  as 
if  he  were  a  painter ;  in  abundance  of  figures,  in  the 
interest  of  the  scenes,  in  the  grandeur  of  the  land- 
scapes, in  the  use  of  perspective,  and  in  the  variety  and 
relationship  of  the  several  planes  which  recede  and 
sink  down,  his  sculptures  are  almost  pictures. — But  the 
north  wind  blows  amongst  the  masses  of  stones  as 
through  a  mountain  defile,  and  when  one  has  wielded 
an  opera-glass  for  half  an  hour  in  it  he  turns  away, 
even  from  Ohiberti  himself,  for  a  oup  of  poor  coffee  in 
a  miserable  auberge. 


BOOK  m. 


THE  FLORENTINE  SCHOOL  OP  ART. 


OHAPTERL 

THB  EABLT  PAINTEBS.— THB  BTZANTINES.—CIMABITB.— OIOTTO.^ 
FIBST  EYIDBNCBS  OF  THB  LAlO,  ITALIAN  AND  PAQAK  aPIBIT.-*- 
THB  SnOCES80R8  OF  OIOTTO.—ABT  AT  THIS  EPOCH  BEFBB- 
SENTED  IDEAS  AND  NOT  OBJECTS.     . 

AprU  12. — "Here  are  five  or  bIx  days  passed  in  the 
Academy  of  the  Fine  Arts,  at  (he  TJffizj,  in  the  conyent 
of  St.  Mark,  at  Santa  Oroce,  Santa  Maria  Novella  and 
in  the  church  of  the  Oarmine,  Yasari  in  hand.  One 
may  here  note  every  step  of  Fainting ;  and  it  is  impor- 
tant to  Dote  them  for,  otherwise,  in  this  semi-barbaroua 
age,  it  has  little  interest. 

From  what  low  depths  has  it  not  arisen!  At  the 
Academy  a  St.  Mary.  Magdalen,  painted  by  some  By- 
zantine artist,  has  shapeless  feet,  wooden  hands,  pro- 
jecting ears,  and  the  figure  and  the  pose  of  a  mummy ; 
her  tresses,  which  fall  to  her  feet,  form  a  hairy  robe, 
appearing  at  the  first  glance  like  that  of  a  bear.  The 
most  ancient  picture  in  the  Uffizj  is  a  Madonna  by  Bico 
of  Candia,  a  figure  apparently  of  gingerbread.  These 
are  sign-painters,  copyists  by  the  yard,  and  their  sim- 
plicity is  grotesque. 

The  distance  between  the  mechanic  and  the  artist  is 
infinite,  like  that  between  night  and  day ;  but  between 
night  and  day  comes  the  paleness  of  dawn,  and  how- 
ever dim  the  dawn  it  is  nevertheless  daylight.  Thus  is 
it  with  Cimabue,  who  already  belongs  to  the  new^ 
order  of  things,  for  he  iavents  and  expresses;  his 


OIMABUE.  ^ 

Madonna  at  the  Academy^  as  yet  somewhat  lifeless,  is 
not  deficiont  in  a  certain  grave  benignity ;  two  angels 
below  her  stand  in  an  attitude  of  laoumfal  grace  and 
meekness.  Of  the  foor  old  men  at  the  bottom  of  the 
picture,  two  have  no  necks ;  but  yon  recognize  in  them 
a  certain  aspect  of  seriousness  and  of  grandeur,  one  of 
them  appealing  to  be  attentive  and  surprised.  An 
jezpression,  even  when  a  feeble  one,  is  it  not  a  miracu- 
lous thingy  like  th«  first  confused  stammerings  of  ^ 
mute  on  suddenly  recovering  his  speech?  We  can 
.und^ratand  how  the  Madonna  of  Santa  Maria  Novella, 
whose  hands  are  so  meagre  and  who  seems  so  doleful 
to  us,  excited  "  the  wonder  of  all  to  such  b,  degree  that 
they  Brought  the  King  of  Anjon  to  the  studio,  and  all 
the  men  and  women  of  Florence  gathered  there  in 
grand  festivity  wiiii  a  great  concourse  of  people,  and 
tiie  picture  was  transported  from  Gimabue's  house  to 
the  diurch  with  great  pomp,  and  with  trumpets  and  in 
«Qlexmi  procession."  On  whatever  side  we  study  his 
wc»rks  we  find  that  he  anticipates  all  subsequent  inno- 
vations. He  executed,  says  Yasari,  a  St.  Francis  after 
nature  which  was  a  new  thing,  and  opposed  to  the  sys- 
tem of  the  Greeks  his  masters,*  who  only  painted 
according  to  tradition.  To  return  to  the  Uving  figure, 
to  discover  that  in  order  to  imitate  the  human  form  it 
is  necessary  to  contemplate  the  human  form,  what 
could  be  simpler  ?  And  yet  therein  lies  the  gist  of  all 
art.  This  is  perceptible  in  the  Ufi^  gallery,  in  a  small 
picture  representing  St.  Catherine  in  her  cauldron. 
The  muscles  of  the  torso  are  indicated  and  the  bosom 
is  quite  made  out;  the  three  women  in  long  green 
robes  are  nobly  posed.  You  remember  the  grave 
Madonna  in  the  Louvre,  and  the  grandeur,  and  spirited 
action  of  the  angels  that  surround  her.    ''Cimabue," 


*  ThkB  refers  to  Byzantine  i>aintei8  who  were  the  convention^ 
•rtiftis  of  t}ie  iaif. 
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says  a  commentator  on  Dante,  '^  was  more  noble  tihan 
can  be  told,  and,  withal,  so  proud  and  disdainful,  that 
if  any  one  detected,  or  he  discovered,  a  defect  in  any 
of  his  works,  he  immediately  abandoned  it  however 
great  its  value."  We  find  some  traces  of  this  proud 
spirit  in  the  haughty  and  calm  attitudes  of  some  of 
his  figures.  A  soul  with  a  life  of  its  own,  a  distmct 
and  characteristic  personality  disclosing  itself  even  in  a 
vague  mist,  what  a  novelty  I  All  art,  its  jMinciple,  its 
dignity,  its  recompense,  is  tiierein  manifested — to  reveal 
and  to  perpetuate  a  personality,  that  of  the  artist,  and 
of  this  personality  whatever  is  essential.  In  eveiy 
degree,  and  in  every  domain,  his  business  is  to  say  to 
men,  ''  Behold  that  which  is  in  me  and  what  I  am  ;  it 
is  for  you  to  contemplate,  to  appreciate  and  to  appro- 
priate whatever  seems  to  you  good  !*' 

The  second  step,  that  taken  by  Giotto,  is  much 
greater,  and,  with  due  proportion,  equal  to  that  which 
separates  Baphael  from  Perugino,  or  da  Yinci  from  Ye- 
rocchio.  Alongside  of  him,  Margheritone,  maintaining 
traditionary  practices,  designedly  executed  ugly  and 
sometimes  hideous  figures ;  Giotto  attained  to  the 
beautiful  through  the  lively,  spontaneous  invention  of 
a  complete,  happy  and  even  gay  genius  of  the  Italian 
order.  Although  bom  in  a  mystic  century  he  is  not 
himself  mystic;  and  if  he  was  the  friend  of  Dante  he 
did  not  resemble  him.  His,  above  all,  was  a  varied, 
fertile,  facile  and  richly  creative  nature ;  at  Florence, 
Assisi,  Padua,  Bome,  Ferrara,  Bimini  and  Avignon 
are  entire  chapels  and  churches,  painted  by  his  hand. 
**  He  labored  at  so  many  works  that  if  one  were  to  re- 
count them  all  no  person  would  credit  it."  These 
fecund  and  facile  genuises  are  inclined  to  joyousness 
and  are  disposed  to  take  life  easily.  "  He  was  very  in- 
genious," says  Yasari,  "and  very  agreeable  in  con- 
versation and  highly  skilled  in  sayings  of  wit,  tiie 
meaning  of  which    is  still    preserved  in  tiiis  dty." 
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Those  reported  of  him  are  coarse  and  obscene,  wit,  in 
those  days  conforming  to  the  manners  and  customs 
which  were  those  of  peasants.  Some  are  even  toler- 
ably religious;  on  explaining  why,  in  pictures,  St. 
Joseph  has  a  melancholy  air,  he  might  be  taken  for  a 
contemporaiy  of  Pulci.  We  discover  in  him  the 
laic  spirit,  sententious  and  eyen  positive,  satiric  and 
inimical  to  asceticism  and  hypocrisy.  He  who  painted 
^^  The  Marriage  of  St  Francis  with  Poverty"  ridicules 
and  openly  rebukes  the  vaingloriousness  and  rapacity 
of  the  monks.  "For  the  poverty  which  seems  de- 
liberate and  chosen,"  says  he  in  his  little  poem,  "  ex- 
perience plainly  shows  that  it  is  practised  or  not  ac- 
cording to  what  is  in  the  pocket.  And  if  it  is  practised 
it  is  not  to  render  it  laudable,  for  there  is  no  discern- 
ment of  the  mind  in  it,  nor  knowledge,  nor  courtesy, 
nor  virtue.  Certainly  it  seems  to  me  a  great  shame,  to 
call  that  virtue  which  suppresses  good ;  and  it  is  evil- 
doing  to  prefer  a  beastly  thing  to  the  virtues,  which 
bring  salvation  to  all  wise  understandings,  and  which 
are  such  that  the  more  they  are  prized  the  more  de- 
lectable they  are."  Here  is  laic  virtue,  morad  dignity, 
and  the  superior  culture  of  the  intellect  openly  pre- 
ferred to  monkish  rigors  and  christian  mortifications. 
Giotto,  indeed,  is  already  a  thinker  among  other 
thinkers,  side  by  side  with  Guido  Cavalcanti  and  his 
father,  who  are  reported  as  epicureans  and  fortified 
with  arguments  against  the  existence  of  God,  and 
Cecco  d'Ascoli  and  many  others.  "  Giotto,"  said  his 
friends,  **  is  a  great  master  in  the  art  of  painting ;  he 
is  something  more — ^he  is  master  of  seven  liberal  arts." 
Accordingly  we  have  only  to  look  at  the  figures  of  this 
Oampanile  to  see  that  he  is  thoroughly  imbued  with 
philosophy;  that  he  formed  for  himself  an  idea  of 
universal  human  civilization  ;  that,  in  his  view,  Chris- 
tianity was  only  a  part  of  it ;  that  Chaldea,  Greece  and 
Bome  could  claim  the  half  of  it ;  that  inventors  of 
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useful  and  beantifol  arts  hold  the  first  rank  in  it ;  that 
he  considers  the  life,  progress  and  happiness  of  man  in 
the  broad  and  liberal  spirit  of  the  Benaissance  and  of 
modem  times;  and  that  a  free^  ample  and  complete 
expansion  of  the  natural  faculties  is  the  end  to  which 
the  rest  must  be  subordinated.  As  he  tiionght  so  did 
he  act  "  He  was  yery  rtudious,"  sajm  Yaaad,  *^  and 
always  wandered  about  contempIatiQg  new  ofafdois 
and  inquiring  of  nature,  so  that  he  merited  to  be  call^ 

the  disciple  of  nature  and  of  no  other He  painied 

diyers  landscapes  full  of  trees  and  trocks,  which  was  a 
novelty  in  his  day."  He  did  much  more  than  tids,  and 
although  his  principal  works  are  at  Padua  and  at 
Assisi,  it  is  easy  to  estimate  here,  by  the  small  pictures 
in  the  Uffizj,  in  the  Academy  and  in  Santb  Crooe, 
the  magnitude  of  the  revolution  he  effected  in  his  art. 
He  seems  to  have  discovered  all,  the  ideal  and  nature, 
the  nobleness  of  figures  and  the  lively  expression  of 
sentiments.  In  his  "NatLvity,"  at  the  Academy,  he 
has  caught  from  the  life  the  action  of  the  kneeling 
shepherd,  who,  moved  by  profound  respect,  dares  not 
approach  nearer.  In  the  piotnre  of  "  Ohrist  and  St 
Thomas"  Jesus  raises  his  arm  with  the  most  affection- 
ate and  mournful  air.  In  ihe  ^*  Last  Sapper"  Judas, 
who  is  departing  abashed,  is  a  poor  dwarfed  specimen 
of  a  miserly  Jew ;  while  elsewhere,  amongst  the  hands 
and  heads  and  in  the  attitudes,  the  draperies  show  a 
refinement,  order  and  beauty  approaching  the  breadth 
and  dignity  of  the  antique.  "  Jesus  disputing  with  the 
Doctors"  seems  an  adolescent  Greek.  In  the  ^'Visi- 
tation" the  Virgin  has  a  beauty,  purity  and  meditative 
sentiment,  which  Baphael  may  express  better  but  not 
fed  more  truly.  The  countenance  of  a  magi  king,  m 
the  softness  of  the  eye  and  of  the  contours,  is  almost 
that  of  a  woman.  One  might  cite  twenty  others ;  he 
reveals  an  entire  world  to  his  contemporaries,  the 
actual  world  and  the  superior  one,  and  it  is  eaqr  to 
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comprehend  their  astonishmeet,  admiration  and  de- 
light. For  the  first  time  they  ea-w  what  man  is  and 
what  he  ought  to  be.  They  were  not  repelled,  as  we 
are,  by  the  imperfections  and  lack  of  power  which  the 
contrast  of  more  complete  works  signalizes  to  ns  and 
had  not  signalised  to  them.  They  did  not  notice  ana- 
tomical deficiencies,  the  stiff  legs  aaotd  arms  and  violent 
att&tndes  badly  expressed;  the  apostles  awkwardly 
bending  backward  in  the  "Transfiguration/'  and  the 
thick  necks  of  the  "Doctors  of  the  Temple;'*  that 
absence  of  rdief  and  incompleteness  of  being  whi<di 
sets  before  the  eyes  not  a  body  but  the  semblance  of  a 
body.  We  realize  the  defects  of  imagery  only  in  con- 
tact with  painting ;  Raphael  in  the  time  of  Oiotto 
would  have  been,  like  Giotto,  simply  an  image-maker.. 
We  went  to  Santa  Crooe,  and  then  to  Santa  Maria 
Novella,  to  see  the  developm^ift  of  this  art.  Santa 
Groce  is  a  church  of  the  thirteenth  oentmy  modemiBed 
in  the  siscteenth,  half-gothic  and  half'-classic,  austere  at 
first  and  afterward  decorated,  whi^  incongruities 
prevent  it  from  being  either  beautiful  or  striking.  It 
is  filled  with  tombs :  Galileo,  Dante,  Michael  Angelo, 
Filioaja,  Battista  Alberti,  Machiavelli,  almost  all  tiie 
great  Italians,  have  monuments  here,  most  of  ihem 
being  modem,  ostentatious  and  cold.  That  'of  Alfieri 
by  Oanova  shows  the  hand  of  a  sculptor  of  ib%  Empire, 
akin  to  David  and  Girodet.  The  only  one  that  makes 
any  impression  on  the  mind  is  that  of  the  Oountess 
Zamoiska,  a  sweet,  pale,  emaciated  face,  €md  a  p<»irait 
in  which  the  sculptor  has  dared  to  be  simple  and  on- 
cere.  There  is  no  allegory ;  truth  in  itself  is  sufficiently 
impressive.  Life  is  just  departed ;  we  see  her  on  her 
couch  in  her  invaUd's  costume  of  a  cap  and  a  long 
robe  gathered  at  the  neck ;  a  sheet  covers  the  rest, 
leaving  the  forms  of  the  feet  to  be  divined.  Such  is 
the  slumber  of  the  peaodbl  dead,  extended  after  the 
kurt  agony. 
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This  is  the  churoh  in  which  some  small  frescoes  by 
Giotto  were  lately  discovered  beneath  the  plaster,  the 
stories  of  John  tne  Baptist,  St.  John  the  Evangelist 
and  St  Francis.  Are  they  really  by  him,  and  has  the 
restorer  been  faithful  ?  In  any  event  they  belong  to 
the  fourteenth  century,  and  are  curious.  They  do  not 
lack  diversity ;  you  see  a  number  of  personages  kneel- 
ing, reclining,  standing,  seated,  bent  over  and  in  action, 
in  short  in  all  attitudes.  The  devout  simplicity  of  the 
middle  ages  is  well  expressed  and  the  rendering  of 
sentiments  is  spirited.  Around  St.  Francis,  who  has 
just  expired,  stand  severed  monks  with  a  cross  and 
sacred  banners;  one  of  them,  near  his  face,  holds  a 
prayer-book,  while  others,  in  order  to  absorb  sanctity, 
touch  the  stigmata  of  his  feet  and  hand,  another  at  the 
same  time,  in  his  monk's  zeal,  pressing  his  hand  into 
the  wound  on  his  flank.  The  latter,  and  the  most 
affecting,  with  hands  clasped  and  contracted  visage  is 
still  speaking  to  him.  It  is  an  actual  scene  in  a  feudal 
monastery.  Small  figures  like  these,  however,  are  not 
far  removed  from  missal  paintings,  displaying  but  UtUe 
more  than  a  contour  and  a  few  shadows ;  everything  is 
reduced  to  a  general  grayish  tint ;  the  figure  is  less  a 
man  than  an  indeterminate  phantom  of  a  man.  If  we 
pass  on  to  the  following  generation  a  fresco  by  Taddeo 
Gaddi,  his  most  celebrated  pupil,  is  no  better ;  the  long, 
neckless  heads  of  the  old  men  are  disproportioned.  On 
coming  down  to  the  second  generation  the  paintings  by 
Giottino,  on  the  gothic  tomb  of  Bettino  dei  Bardi,  show 
that  art  does  not  advance.  His  Christ  in  a  red  mantle 
appearing  among  angels  before  the  armed  cavalier  who 
issues  kneeling  from  his  tomb,  is,  for  the  believer,  a 
striking  image,  but  an  image  only.  Painting,  indeed, 
seems  to  decline.  A  "  Coronation  of  the  Virgin"  by 
Giotto,  this  one  authentic  and  intact,  displays  on  a 
golden  background,  between  delicate  ogives,  four  beau- 
tiful ideal  angels  at  the  feet  of  a  noble  and  beneficent 
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Madonna.  This  search  for  ample  and  beantifal  fonn^ 
this  remote  souvenir  of  healthy  antique  beauty  is  pecu- 
liar to  him  as  to  Nicholas  of  Pisa.  His  successors 
have  preserved  his  defects — ^feet  unable  to  turn  round, 
dislocated  arms  and  bodies  scarcelycorporeal— jvfrithout 
reproducing  the  images  of  force,  happiness  and  serenity 
first  descried  by  him  and  which  he  alone  had  fixed. 

On  entering  into  the  spirit  of  his  contemporajries 
vre  find,  on  the  "vtrhole,  a  desire  to  see  the  representation 
not  of  beings  but  of  ideas*  Cloistral  mysticism  and 
scholastic  philosophy  had  filled  their  heads  with  ab- 
stract formulas  and  exalted  sentiments:  if  sacred  and 
sublime  truth  was  indicated  to  them,  that  sufficed; 
physical  form  only  partially  interests  them ;  they  do  not 
pursue  it  curiously  and  passionately  for  the  love  of  it ; 
they  demand  of  it  only  a  symbol  and  a  suggestion. 
Little  does  it  concern  them  whether  a  wrist  is  fractured 
or  a  neck  badly  set  on  its  shoulders ;  they  are  contem- 
porary with  Dante,  and  contemplate  on  their  knees 
this  coronation  of  the  Virgin,  black  like  a  silhouette 
against  the  mystic  radiance  of  aureoles  and  golden 
backgrounds ;  ^ey  feel  in  it  the  rendition  of  a  celestial 
vision,  the  visible  embodiment  of  an  intense  reverie  like 
those  with  which  the  poet  filled  his  Paradise.  Their 
desire  is  to  see,  not  a  gladiator's  breast,  or  the  living 
anatomy  of  an  athlete,  but  the  Church,  with  its  trials, 
hopes  and  triumphs ;  truth  in  its  group  of  sciences  and 
the  concourse  of  its  discoveries ;  scholastic  and  encyclo- 
pedic history ;  the  grand  and  symmetrical  structure  of 
doctrines  and  experiences  which  St.  Thomas  had  just 
provided  as  a  shelter  for  all  active  souls  and  all  reflec- 
tive intellects.  Understandings  sublimated  by  theology 
and  reverie  can  neither  desire  nor  produce  other  work. 


*  The  analogy  between  this  state  of  mhid  and  that  of  modem 
Germans  accounts  for  the  admiration  of  these  pictures  by  the 
German  critics. 

5* 
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In  painting  as  in  poetry  ihej  are  impelled  to  it ;  they 
aare  restricted  to  it  in  painting  as  in  poesy,  it  being 
only  necessary  to  see  the  cloister  of  Santa  Maria 
Jfoyella  tp  realisse  the  limitations  and  the  exigencies  of 
such  preoccupations  and  such  necessity.  Taddeo 
Quddi  here  rei»:esents  philosophy,  fourteen  women, 
the  seven  profane  sciences  and  the  seven  sacred 
sciences,  all  ranged  in  a  straight  line,  each  seated  on  a 
richly  ornamented  gothic  chair,  and  each  with  the 
great  man  at  her  feet  who  acts  as  her  interpreter; 
above  them,  in  a  still  more  delicate  and  elaborate  chair, 
is  St.  Thomas  the  king  of  ail  sciences,  trampling  under 
foot  the  three  great  heretics  Axius^  SabeUius  and  Aver- 
Toes,  whilst  on  either  side  sit  the  prophets  of  the  old  and 
the  apostles  of  the  new  Law  gravely  presiding  with  their 
insignia,  and  to  whom,  in  the  circular  space  around 
their  heads,  are  angels,  symmetrically  posed,  bringing 
books,  flowers  and  flames.  Subject,  composition,  ar- 
chitecture and  characters,  the  entire  fresco  resembles 
the  sculptured  portal  of  a  cathedral. — Quite  like  this 
and  still  more  symbolical,  is  the  fresco  by  Simone 
Memmi,  which,  opposite  to  it,  represents  the  Church. 
The  object  here  is  to  figure  the  entire  christian  estab- 
lishment, and  allegory  is  pushed  even  to  the  ludicrous. 
On  the  flank  of  Santa  Maria  di  Fiore,  which  is  the 
Church,  the  Pope,  surrounded  by  cardinals  and  digni- 
taries, regards  a  community  of  believers  at  his  feet  in 
the  shape  of  a  flock  of  lambs  reposing  under  the  pro- 
tection of  a  faithful  dominioan  police.  Some,  the  dogs 
of  the  Lord  (Domini  canes)  are  strangling  heretical 
wolves.  Others,  preachers,  are  exhorting  and  making 
converts.  The  procession  turns,  and  the  eye  following  it 
upward,  beholds  'the  vain  joys  of  the  world,  frivolous 
dances,  and,  after  this,  repentance  and  penitence; 
farther  on  the  celestial  gates  guarded  by  St.  Peter  into 
which  pass  redeemed  souls  that  have  become  yoimg 
and  innocent  like  babes ;  after  these  the  thronging  choir 
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of  {he  Blessed  who  contiiiue  on  into  heaven  in  the 
shape  of  angels,  while  the  Virgin  and  the  Lamb  are 
surronnded  by  four  symboUc  animals,  with  the  Father 
on  the  sum  Jt  of  the  beam  raUymg  and  drawing  to 
him  the  triumphant  militant  crowd  ranged  in  suc- 
cessive stories  from  earth  to  Paradise. — The  two  pic- 
tures face  each  other  and  form  a  sort  of  abridgment  of 
dominican  theology.  But  this  is  all,  and  theology  is 
not  painting  any  more  than  an  emblem  is  a  bodily 
entity. 


CHAPTER  IL 

THE  FIFTEENTH  CENTURY.— TRANSFORMATION  OF  SOdETT  AND 
IDEAS.— FDBLIO  PROSFERnT  AND  USEFUL  INVENnON8.<-LUXU. 
RIOUS  TASTSS.-MODERN  CONCEPTIONS  OF  LIFE  AND  HAPPINESS.— 
THE  HUMANISTS.— THE  POETS.— THE  CARNIVAL.- A  NEW  CAREER 
OPEN  TO  THE  ARTS.— THE  GOLDSMITH,  THE  PROMOTER  OP  ART.— 
ART  NO  LONGER  REPRESENTS  IDEAS  BUT  CREATURES.— PERSPEC- 
TIVE WITH  PAOLO  UCCELLO. 

AprU  12. — The  number  of  painters  and  the  talent  of 
this  school  is  sorprising ;  more  than  a  hundred  have 
been  enumerated, — Angiolo  Gaddi,  Qiovanni  da  Milano, 
Jaeopo  di  Oasentino,  Buffalmaco,  Pietro  Laurati,  and 
all  those  I  saw  at  Sienna ;  the  Uffizj  and  the  Academy 
have  specimens  of  it ; — ^no  positive  shadows,  no  grada- 
tion of  tints>  no  relief,  imperfect  perspective  and 
anatomy  are  phases  common  to  all  of  them.  From 
1300  to  1400  there  is  no  perceptible  progress;  even 
according  to  Sacchetti  the  story-teller,  Taddeo  Gaddi, 
one  of  the  best  among  these  painters,  regarded  art  as 
having  degenerated,  and  as  steadily  degenerating  every 
day.  At  all  events  the  noble  pursuit  of  ideal  forms 
declined  in  order  to  make  room  for  an  interesting  imi- 
tation of  actual  life,  and  from  Giotto  to  Orcagna,  as 
from  Dante  to  Boccaccio,  the  spirit  fell  from  heaven  to 
earth.  And  therefore,  thanks  to  this  fall,  another  art 
was  springing  up.  ^'Considering,"  says  Sacchetti, 
''  the  present  time  and  the  conditions  of  human  exist- 
ence,  so  frequently  visited  with  pestilences  and  sudden 
deaths,  and  seeing  what  great  destruction  and  what 
vast  civil  and  foreign  wars  are  acclimatized  here,  and 
meditating  over  the  many  individuals  and  families  that 
have  thus  sunk  into  poverty  and  misery,  and  with  what 
painful  effort  they  endure  the  evils  thus  inflicted  upon 
them,  and  again  representing  to  myself  how  many  peo- 
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pie  there  are  curious  in  novel  things,  and  principally  of 
that  description  of  reading  which  is  easy  to  compre- 
hend, and  particularly  where  they  derive  comfort 
therefrom,  so  that  a  little  laughter  may  mingle  with 
their  sorrows I,  Franco  Sacchetti,  a  Floren- 
tine, have  proposed  to  myself  to  write  these  tales." 
Such,  substantially,  is  the  vast  change  then  effected  in 
the  pubUc  mind;  terrible  municipal  enmities  had  pro- 
duced so  much  evil  as  to  relax  ancient  republican 
energy.  After  so  much  destruction  repose  was  neces* 
sary.  To  antique  sobriety  and  gravity  succeed  love  of 
pleasure  and  the  quest  of  luxury.  The  belligerent 
class  of  great  nobles  were  expelled  and  the  energetic 
class  of  artisans  crushed.  Bourgeois  rulers  were  to 
rule,  and  to  rule  tranquilly.  Like  the  Medicis,  their 
chiefs,  they  manufacture,  trade,  bank  and  make  fortunes 
in  order  to  expend  them  in  intellectual  fashion.  War 
no  longer  fastens  its  cares  upon  them,  as  formeriy,  with 
a  bitter  and  tragic  grasp ;  they  manage  it  through  the 
paid  bands  of  condoUieri,  and  these,  as  cunning  traf- 
fickers, reduce  it  to  cavalcades;  when  they  slaughter 
each  other  it  is  by  mistake ;  historians  cite  battles  in 
which  three,  and  sometimes  only  one  soldier  remains  on 
the  field.  Diplomacy  takes  the  place  of  force,  and  the 
mind  expands  as  character  weakens.  Through  this 
mitigation  of  war  and  through  the  establishment  of 
principalities  or  of  local  tyrannies,  it  seems  that  Italy, 
like  the  great  European  monarchies,  had  just  attained 
to  its  equilibrium.  Peace  is  partially  established  and 
the  useful  arts  germinate  in  all  directions  upon  an 
improved  social  soil  like  a  good  harvest  on  a  cleared 
and  well-ploughed  field.  The  peasant  is  no  longer  a 
serf  of  the  glebe,  but  a  metayer;  he  nominates  his  own 
municipal  magistrates,  possesses  arms  and  a  commu- 
*  nal  treasury ;  he  lives  in  enclosed  bourgs,  the  houses  of 
which,  built  of  stone  and  cement,  are  large,  convenient, 
and  often  elegant.    Near  Florence  he  erects  walls,  and 
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near  Lucca  he  constructs  turf  terraces  in  order  to  favor 
cultivation.    Lonibardy  has  its  irrigations  and  rotatioa 
of  crops ;  entire  districts,  now  so  manj  deserts  around 
Lombaxdy  and  Eome,  are  stiU  inhabited  and  richly 
productive.    In  the  upper  class  the  bourgeois  and  the 
noble  labor  since  the  chie&  of  Florence  are  hereditary 
bankers  and  commercial  interests  are  not  endangered. 
Marble  quarries  are  worked  at  Carrara,  and  foundry 
fires  are  lighted  in  the  Maremmes.    We  find  in  the 
cities  manufactories  of  silk,  glass,  paper,  books,  flax, 
wool  and  hemp ;  Italy  alone  produces  as  much  as  all 
Europe  and  furnishes  to  it  all  its  luxuries.    Thus  dif- 
fused commerce  and  industry  are  not  servile  occupa- 
tions tending  to  narrow  or  debase  the  mind.    A  great 
merchant  is  a  pacific  general,  whose  mind  expands  in 
contact  with  men  and  things.    Like  a  military  chief- 
tain he  organizes    expeditions  and  enterprises    and 
makes  discoveries ;  in  1421  twelve  young  men  of  the 
first  families  set  out  for  Alexandria  in  order  to  nego- 
tiate "^th  the  Sultan  and  found  foreign  agencies.    Like 
the  head  of  a  state  he  conducts  negotiations,  enters  into 
diplomacy,  speculates  on  the  strength  of  governments 
and  on  the  interests  of  peoples ;  the  Medicis  possess 
sixteen  banking-houses  in  Europe ;  they  bind  together 
through  their  business  Bussia  and  Spain,   Scotland 
and  Syria ;    they  possess  mines  of  alum  throughout 
Italy,  paying  to  the  Pope  for  one  of  them  a  hundred 
thousand  florins  per  annum;  they  entertain  at  their 
court  representatives  of  all  the  powers  of  Europe  and 
become  the  councillors  and  moderators  of  all  Italy. 
In  a  small  state  like  Florence,  and  in  a  country  without 
a  national  army  like  Italy,  such  an  influence  becomes 
ascendant  in  and  through  itself ;  a  control  over  private 
fortunes  leads  to  a  management  of  the  public  £ands, 
and  without  striking  a  blow  or  using  violence,  a  private  . 
individual  finds  himself  director  of  the  state. 
How  is  he  to  use  his  power  ?  As  a  Bothschild  of 
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to-day  would  use  it ;  and  here  does  the  precocious  oon- 
iDnnitj  of  this  fifteenth-century  ciyilization  with  our 
own  strikingly  a]^pear.    Consider  nowadays  the  pros- 
perous and  intelligent  classes  of  Europe.    How  do  they 
regard  life  and  order  things  ?  Not  according  to  the  mili- 
tary and  heroic  standard  of  ancient  cities,  or  of  the  Oer- 
manic  tribes ;  not  according  to  the  mystic  and  melan- 
choly standard  of  the  early  christians,  of  belieyers  in  the 
middle  ages,  or  of  protostants  in  the  renaissance ;  not 
according  to  the  brutal,  dissolute,  torpid  standard  of 
half -savage  races  or  of  the  great  oriental  empires.    We 
are  not  anxious  to  become  heroes  or  ascetics,  to  be  op- 
pressed or  degraded.    We  regard  ourselves  as  humane 
and    caltiyatod,    somewhat    epicurean    and    dilletant. 
We  hold  the  supreme  end  of  all  eSc^  and  of  human 
{^ogress  to  be  a  state  in  which  foreign  or  ciyil  wars 
may  become  rarer  and  rarer ;  in  which  order  may  be 
maintained  witiiout  disruption  or  constraint ;  wherein 
steadily  increasing  comforts  may  be  widely  extended 
to  each  and  to  all ;  where  man's  uitollectual  forces 
may  be  constantly  applied  to  the  amelioration  of  his 
condition  and  to  the  increase  of  knowledge;   where, 
fibtially,  in  the  midst  of  civil  security,  industrial  de- 
velopment, lasting  tranquillity  and  universal  harmony, 
he  may  see  flourish,  as  in  a  mild  and  equable  atmos- 
phere, the  broadest  ^fniit  of  investigation,  the  inven- 
tions of  a  comprehensive  and  tolerant  mind,  the  deli- 
cate   and  superior  appreciation  of   aU   human   and 
natural  objects,  philosophy,  genius,  and  research  in 
literature,  science  and  the  arts.    Such  is  the  idea  which 
these  Florentines,  reared  like  ourselves  in  contact  with 
pacific  and  cosmopolitan  industrial  interests,  begin  like 
ourselves  to  form  of  happiness  and  human  culture. 
For  they  are  not  simple  voluptuaries  or  vulgar  pa- 
gans ;  it  is  the  whole  man  that  they  develop  in  man, 
the  intellect  as  well  as  the  senses,  and  the  intellect 
above  the  senses.    Cosmo  founded   an   academy  of 
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philosophy,  and  Lorenzo  reviyed  the  platonio  banquets. 
Landino,  his  friend,  composes  dialogues*  the  character 
of  which  retiring  to  the  convent  of  the  Camaldoli  to 
enjoy  the  cool  atmosphere,  discuss  many  days  in  order 
to  decide  which  of  the  two,  an  actLve  or  a  oontem- 
platiye  life,  is  superior.  Pierro,  the  son  of  Ijorenzo, 
institutes  a  discussion  on  true  friendship  in  Santa 
Maria  del  Fiore,  and  offers  a  silver  crown  as  a  prize 
to  the  victor.  We  find  in  the  narratives  of  Folitian  and 
Pic  de  la  Mirandola  that  the  princes  of  commerce  and 
of  the  state  in  those  days  enjoyed  speculations  of  a 
refined  and  superior  order,  lofty  and  broad  ideas,  high 
flights  of  the  intellect  soaring  in  freedom  andjoy- 
ousness  toward  elevated  and  distant  summits.  Is 
there  a  greater  pleasure  than  conversing  thus  in  an 
apartment  adorned  with  rare  busts,  before  the  recovered 
manuscripts  of  ancient  wisdom,  in  choice  and  rich 
language,  without  the  restrictions  of  etiquette  or  of 
rank,  prompted  by  a  conciliating  and  generous  spirit 
of  mvest^ation?  It  is  the  fete  of  the  intellect;  it  is 
perfect  in  Lorenzo's  palace,  and  no  preconceptions  of 
social  reform,  or  aq)eritieB  of  religious  polenucs  int^- 
fere  as  they  do  later  in  the  eighteenth  century,  to  dis- 
turb its  poetic  harmony.  Instead  of  attacking  Chris- 
tianity they  interpret  it ;  their  tolerance  is  that  of  the 
contemporaries  of  Ooethe ;  Mansdle  Ficin  seems  to  be  a 
Schleiermacher.  Educated  by  Cosmo  he  explains  to 
Lorenzo  **that  between  philosophy  and  religion  the 
closest  relationship  prevaits,  that,  the  heart  and  the 
understanding  being,  according  to  Plato,  the  two  wing? 
by  which  man  ascends  to  his  celestial  home,  the  priest 
approaches  him  through  the  former,  and  the  philoso- 
pher through  the  latter ;  that  every  religioin  contains 
sometiiing  good;  that  those  alone  honor  Gk>d  truly 
who  render  him  incessant  homage  through  their  actions, 
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their  goodness,  their  veracity,  their  charity,  and  in 
efforts  to  attain  to  a  luminous  intelligence."  Simi* 
larly  to  this  he  asserts  with  Plato  that  **  the  celestial 
spheres  are  moved  by  spirits  that  torn  perpetually, 
ever  seeking  each  other,'*  and  he  develops  a  pagan 
astronomy  beneath  a  christian  sky.  Finally,  he  re- 
solves the  origin  of  the  Word  into  that  universal  law 
by  which  '^each  existence  generates  the  seed  of  its 
own  being  within  itself  before  making  itself  outwardly 
manifest"  and,  combining  together  philosophy,  faith 
and  the  sciences,  he  constructs  out  of  these  a  harmoni- 
ous edifice  in  which  lay  wisdom  and  revealed  dogma 
complete  and  purify  each  other,  not  only  to  furnish  a 
retreat  and  images  for  the  ignorant  many,  but  again  to 
open  an  aerial  pathway  and  a  boundless  horizon  to  the 
^te  of  the  thoughtful. 

Out  of  this  leading  trait  others  follow.  What  tihiey 
are  in  quest  of  is  not  simply  pleasure,  but  beauty  and 
happiness,  that  is  to  say  the  expansion  of  noble  as 
well  as  of  natural  instincts.  These  banking  magistrates 
are  liberal  as  well  as  capable.  In  thirty-seven  years 
the  ancestors  of  Lorenzo  expend  six  hundred  and  sixty 
thousand  florins  in  works  of  charity  and  of  public 
utility.  Lorenzo  himself  is  a  citizen  of  the  antique 
stamp,  almost  a  Pericles  capable  of  rushing  into  the 
arms  of  his  enemy  the.  king  of  Naples  in  order  to 
avert,  through  personal  seductions  and  eloquence,  a  war 
which  menaces  tibe  safety  of  his  country.  His  private 
fortune  is  a  sort  of  public  treasury,  and  his  palace  a 
second  hotel-de-ville.  He  entertains  the  learned,  aids 
them  with  his  purse,  makes  friends  of  them,  corre- 
sponds with  them,  defrays  the  expenses  of  editions  of 
their  works,  purchases  manuscripts,  statues  and  medals, 
patronizes  promising  young  artists,  opens  to  them  his 
gardens,  his  collections,  his  house  and  his  table,  and 
with  that  cordial  familiarity  and  that  openness,  sincerity 
and  amplicity  of  heart  which  place  the  protected  on 
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a  footing  of  equality  with  the  protector  bm  man  to  man 
and  not  as  an  inferior  in  relation  to  a  snperior.  This 
is  the  representative  man  whom  his  contemporariea 
all  accept  as  the  aoocmiplished  man  of  the  century,  no 
longer  a  Farinata  or  an  Alighieri  of  ancient  Florence, 
a  spirit  rigid,  exalted  and  militant  to  its  utmost  ci^mi- 
city,  but  a  balanced,  moderate  and  cultivated  genius, 
one  who,  through  the  genial  sway  of  his  seiene  and 
beneficent  intellect,  binds  up  into  one  sheaf  all  talents 
and  all  beauties.  It  is  a  pleasure  to  see  them  expand- 
ing around  him.  On  the  one  hand  writers  ajne  re* 
storing  and,  on  the  other,  constructing.  From  the 
time  of  Petrarch  greek  and  latin  manuscripts  aire 
sought  for,  and  now  they  are  to  be  exhumed  in  the 
oonyents  of  Italy,  Switzerland,  Germany  and  Fraace* 
They  are  deciphered  and  restored  with  the  aid  ci  the 
laavants  of  Constantinople.  A  decade  of  Idry  or  a 
treatiaeby  Cioero.isapreeioti8  giftsoKcited  by  princes; 
some  learned  man  passes  ten  years  of  traTel  in  ransack* 
ing  distant  libraries  in  order  to  find  a  lost  book  of 
Tacitus,  while  the  sixteen  authoiB  rescued  from  obit- 
vion  by  the  Fo^os  are  counted  as  so  many  titles  to 
immortal  fame.  A  king  of  Nfl^les  and  a  Duke  d 
Milan  select  Humanists  for  th^  chief  connciUon, 
and  wherever  in  contact  with  this  reconquered  anti- 
quity the  scholastic  rust  vcmishes.  A  fine  latin  style 
again  flourishes  almost  as  pure  as  in  the  times  of  Augus- 
tus. On  passing  from  the  painful  hexametens  asid 
heavy  pretentious  ^istles  of  Fetraisch  to  the  decant 
distich  of  Politian  or,  to  the  ek>quent  prose  of  Y  aUa,  (me 
feels  hinaself  stirred  as  if  by  «i  almost  seniuons  de* 
light  The  mouldy  asid  abortive  fruits  of  the  midd](p 
ages,  soured  by  feudal  frosts,  or  rotted  by  the  <do6e 
atmosi^ere  of  cloisters,  snddedLy  become  ripe  and  of 
delicious  flavor.  The  fingers  and  the  ear  involnnteiy 
scan  the  easy  march  of  poetic  dactyls  and  Uie  ampto 
flow  of  oratorical  periods.    Style  again  becomes  noble 
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and  at  the  same  time  clear,  and  the  health,  joy  and  se- 
renity diffused  through  antique  life  re-enters  the  human 
mind  with  the  harmonious  proportions  of  language  and 
the  measured  graces  of  diction.  From  refined  language 
they  pass  to  vulgar  language,  and  the  Italian  is  bom 
by  the  side  of  the  latin. 

In  this  renewed  spring  Lorenzo  di  Medici  is  the 
first  poet,  and  in  him  first  appears  not  only  the  new 
style,  but  the  new  spirit.  If  he  imitates  Petrarch  in 
his  sonnets,  and  perpetuates  the  sighs  of  ancient 
chiyahicloTe,  he  portrays  in  his  pastorals,  satires  and 
yerses  for  private  circulation,  a  refined  philosophic 
Hfe,  the  graceful  charms  of  classic  landscape,  the  deli- 
cate enjoyments  of  eye  and  intellect,  ^whatever  he 
loves  and  those  around  him  love,  his  poetry,  through  an 
easy  rich  and  simple  development,  testifying  to  a  sure 
hand,  an  adult  century  and  a  complete  art. 

Out  of  this  rich  harmony  rises  a  joyous  strain,  that  of 
the  epoch,  and  which  indicates  the  fatal  declivity  to 
which  they  are  tending.  Lorenzo  himself  amuses  the 
crowd  and  composes  for  it  the  plan  and  triumphs  of 
the  carnival.  **  How  beautiful  is  youth  I"  say  the  sing- 
ers in  his  ''  Triumph  of  Bacchus  and  Ariadne."  "  But 
youth  flies ;  let  him  who  seeks  happiness  be  happy  to- 
day, for  there  is  no  certainty  in  the  morrow."  Here,  in 
the  restored  paganism,  shines  out  epicurean  gaiety,  a 
determination  to  enjoy  at  any  and  aU  hours,  and  that 
instinct  for  pleasure  which  a  grave  philosophy  and 
political  sobriety  had  thus  far  tempered  and  restrained. 
With  Pulci,  Bemi,  Bibiena,  Ariosto,  Bandelli,  Aretino, 
and  so  many  others,  we  soon  see  the  advent  of  volup- 
tuous debauchery  and  open  skepticism,  and  later  a 
cynical  unbounded  licentiousness.  These  joyous  and 
refined  civilizations  based  on  a  worship  of  pleasure  and 
intellectuality — Greece  of  the  fourth  century,  Provence 
of  the  twelfth,  and  Italy  of  the  sixteenth — ^were  not 
enduring.    Man  in  these   lacks  some  c)iecks.    After 
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sudden  outbursts  of  genius  and  creativeness  lie  wan- 
ders away  in  the  direction  of  license  and  egotism  ;  the 
degenerate  artist  and  thinker  makes  room  for  the  sophist 
and  the  dilletant.  But  in  this  transient  brilliancy  his 
beauty  was  charming,  and  following  ages,  less  brilliant 
externally  although  firmer  on  their  foundations,  cannot 
refrain  from  sympathetically  gazing  on  the  harmonious 
edifice  whose  elegance  no  effort  of  theirs  can  revive  and 
whose  finesse  condemned  it  to  fragiHty. 

It  is  in  this  world,  again  become  pagan,  that  p&inting 
reyiyes,  and  the  new  tastes  she  is  to  gratify  show  before- 
hand the  road  she  is  to  follow ;  henceforth  she  is  to 
decorate  the  houses  of  rich  merchants  who  love  anti- 
quity and  whd  desire  to  live  daintily.  With  the  direc- 
tion the  point  of  departure  is  already  traced  ;  the  gold- 
smith's art  furnishes  it ;  through  the  smaU  dimensions 
of  his  works  the  goldsmith  is  the  natural  ministrant  to 
private  luxury ;  he  chases  arms,  plate,  bedposts,  chim- 
ney-piers and  the  ornamentation  of  buffets.  All 
jewelry  and  gems  issue  from  his  hand,  and,  like  bronze 
and  silver,  he  works  in  wood,  marble,  stucco  and  precious 
stones ;  there  is  nothing  appertaining  to  the  embellish- 
ment of  domestic  life  that  does  not  stimulate  his  talent 
or  develop  his  art.  This  art  moreover,  through  its  pre- 
cocious maturity,  outran  all  the  others.  Nicholas  of 
Pisa,  in  the  middle  of  the  thirteenth  century  already 
sculptures  small  figures  which,  in  their  gravity,  beauty, 
noble  expression  and  soUd  structure,  recaU  a  virile  anti- 
quity and  announce  a  virile  renaissance.  Through  a 
unique  privilege  sculpture,  at  its  very  first  step,  found 
complete  models  in  the  relics  of  Greece  and  Bome,  and 
at  the  same  time  complete  instruments  in  the  founder's 
furnace  and  the  mason's  mallet ;  whilst  painting,  poorly 
guided  and  poorly  provided,  had  to  wait  until  the  slow 
progress  of  centuries  could  free  perfect  corporeal  forms 
from  the  disturbed  visions  of  the  middle  ages,  untQ  a 
revival  of  geometrical  studies  could  teach  perspective, 
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and  xmiil  the  educated  eye  and  professional  experiments 
could  introduce  the  use  of  oil  and  gradations  of  color. 
Hence  it  is,  in  the  new  race  about  to  be  run,  that  the 
elder  sister  surpassed  and  instructed  the  younger.  To- 
itrard  1400  Ghiberti,  Donatello  and  Jacopo  della  Quer- 
cia  are  adults,  and  the  works  they  produce  during  the 
twenty  following  years  are  either  so  full  of  life,  so  pure, 
ao  expressiye  oir  so  grand  that  art  is  not  to  go  beyond 
it.  All  are  goldsmiths  and  all  issue  from  a  workshop ; 
Brunellesohi  himself,  their  master,  began  there ;  it  is 
in  this  shop  that  is  formed  the  new  generation  of  paint- 
ers. Paolo  Uccello  worked  in  it  under  Ghiberti ;  Maz- 
zolino  acquired  in  it  the  reputation  of  a  skilful  polisher 
and  excellent  in  modelling  the  folds  of  drapery.  Pollai- 
olo,  the  pupil  of  Ghiberti's  father-inJaw  and  then  of 
Ghiberti  himself  executed  a  quail  on  the  doors  of  the 
Baptistery  which  '*  only  had  to  fly."  Dello,  Yerocchio, 
Ghirlandaio,  Botticelli,  Francia,  and  later  Andrea  del 
Sarto,  with  all  the  sculptors  who  make  their  debut  in 
the  goldsmith's  art,  Lucca  della  Bobbia,  Cellini,  Ban- 
dinelli  and — ^how  many  more  might  I  name  I  Those 
who  did  not  file  bronze  felt,  nevertheless  the  ascendancy 
of  the  workers  in  bronze  ;  Masaccio,  the  friend  of  Don- 
atello, studied  under  Brunelleachi ;  Leonardo  da 
Vinci  in  the  studio  of  Yerocchio,  modelled  clay  statu- 
ettes and  then  draped  tiiem  with  wet  linen  in  order  to 
draw  them  afterward  and  imitate  their  reliel  Through 
such  practices  and  such  an  education,  the  hands  thus 
manipulating  forms  imbibed  the  sentiment  of  solid  sub- 
stance and  carried  this  sentiment  into  painting.  Hence- 
forth the  painter  feels  that  a  flat  image  is  not  a  body. 
It  is  essential  that  a  figtire  shoidd  have  something  within 
it  as  well  as  without  it,  that  behind  external  appearance 
and  superficial  color  the  spectator  should  feel  depth,  ful- 
ness, flesh,  bones,  middle  distances,  backgrounds,  firm* 
ness  of  posture,  actual  spaces  and  exact  proportions. 
He  traces  his  lines,  studies  his  perspectiye,  xmdrapes 
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bodies,  marks  the  mnscles,  feels  their  joints,  lifts  them 
up  and  dissects  them,  and  at  length,  master  of  eveiy 
process  by  which  superficial  color  affords  the  eye  the 
sensation  of  living  substance,  he  places  art  on  its  en- 
during foundation,  the  exact  and  complete  imitation  of 
nature  as  the  artist  sees  nature  and  as  nature  is. 

Nature,  indeed,  as  he  sees  her  and  as  she  is,  is 
henceforth  to  interest  men.  Liberated  from  the  celes- 
tial world  and  brought  back  to  the  natural  world,  they 
are  no  longer  to  contemplate  ideas  or  symbols  but 
persons  and  existences.  For  them  actual  objects  are 
no  longer  a  simple  sign  through  which  flashes  mystic 
thought ;  they  have  a  beauty  and  value  of  their  own, 
and  the  age  that  fixes  itself  on  them  no  longer  leaves 
them  in  order  to  gaze  beyond.  Thus  exalted  and  enno- 
bled they  merit  representation  without  suppression; 
their  proportions  and  forms,  the  minutest  details  of  as- 
pect and  situation  assume  importance,  and  the  pictur- 
esque infidelity  of  the  artist  would  now  be  as  offensive  as 
would  have  been  formerly  the  theological  infidelity  of 
the  christian.  In  this  imitation  of  sensible  appearances 
the  first  point  is  a  knowledge  of  the  dimensions  of  ob- 
jects as  affected  by  remoteness ;  their  size  varies  to  the 
eye  according  to  distance,  and  the  truth  of  the  whole  is 
the  indispensable  foundation  on  which  is  to  be  placed 
the  truth  of  detail.  Paolo  Uccello,  instructed  by  the 
mathematician  Manetti,  promulgates  the  laws  of  per- 
spective and  passes  his  life  fanatically  developing  the 
results  of  his  invention.  Everybody  is  astonished  and 
delighted  at  comprehending  for  the  first  time  through 
him  the  veritable  outward  phases  of  objects,  to  see  a 
vanishing  ditch,  avenue  or  the  furrows  of  a  ploughed 
field,  to  measure  the  distance  separating  two  figures,  to 
feel  the  foreshortening  of  a  man's  body  reclining  feet 
foremost,  to  detect  the  innumerable  and  rigorously  de- 
fined changes  which  the  slightest  variation  of  distance 
imparts  to  the  forms  and  dimensions  of  a  figure.    But 
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he  goes  further  and  peoples  this  nature  of  which  he 
has  re-estabUshed  the  proportions.  He  conceives  an 
affection  for  all  sorts  of  Uving  creatures,  and  through 
him  we  see  entering  within  the  circle  of  human  sympa- 
thy, dogs,  cats,  bulls,  serpents,  lions,  "  ready  to  bite  and 
full  of  haughtiness,'*  deer  and  fawns  "  expressing  velo- 
city  and  fear."  birds  with  their  plumage,  fish  with  their 
scales,  aU  with  their  own  forms  and  peculiarities,  for- 
merly overlooked  or  despised,  but  now  discovered  and 
reanimated ;  they  are  still  distinguishable  in  his  faded 
frescoes  of  Santa  Maria  Novella  and  public  taste  follows 
him  in  the  path  he  marked  out.  He  paints  in  the 
houses  of  the  Medicis  stories  of  animals,  in  those  of  the 
Feruzzi  the  figures  of  the  four  elements,  each  with  an 
appropriate  animal,  a  mole,  a  fish,  a  salamander  and 
a  chameleon.  Henceforth  everybody  desires  to  con- 
template in  his  house  the  Uving  images  of  the  human 
and  of  the  natural  world.  The  cornices  of  apartments, 
the  wood-work  of  bedsteads,  huge  chests  for  keeping 
clothing  are  all  painted  with  "  fables  from  the  works  of 
Ovid  and  other  poets  or  with  stories  narrated  by  the 
greek  and  latin  historians ;  and  similarly,  jousts,  hunt- 
ing parties  and  tales  of  love  ....  fStes,  spectacles  of 
the  day  and  other  like  subjects  according  to  each  man's 
taste."  They  were  to  be  found  in  the  dwelling  of  Lo- 
renzo di  Medici  and  also  in  the  noblest  mansions  of 
Florence.  ^*  Dello  thus  painted  for  Giovanni  di  Medici 
the  entire  garniture  of  a  <!hamber,  and  Donatello  mod- 
elled for  him  the  gilded  stucco  of  the  surrounding  frames. 
The  anatomists  are  coming  to  spread  through  the 
houses,  side  by  side  with  antique  nudities,  the  excited 
and  muscular  nudities  of  the  new  art,  all  those  bold  and 
sensual  effigies  that  are  so  obnoxious  to  the  rigorism 
of  Savonarola.  What  a  distance  between  this  social 
condition  and  that  of  the  contemporaries  of  Dante,  and 
how  plainly  does  worldly  paganism  in  life  begin  with 
picturesque  paganism  in  art  1 


CHAPTEE  nX 
FOBnurruHB  07  actual  form;  modelling  and  anatomy  wits 

ANTONIO  POLLAIOLO  AND  YBBOCCHIO.— CREATION  OF  IDBAL  FORM 
WITH  MASACCIO.—ORIQINALITY  AND  LIMITS  OF  ART  IN  THE  FIF- 
TBBNTH  GBNTURT.~FBA  FIIiFFO  LEEFI AKD  €«IBLANDAVO.^m 
SURVIVORS  BOTTIOELLL 

What  conception  of  man  is  now  to  be  developed^  and 
what  corporeal  type  is  it  whidi  everywhere  repeated  is 
going  to  cover  the  walls?  One  there  is  which  is  to 
reign  more  than  half  a  centuiy  and,  nntil  the  advent  of 
Leonardo  da  Yinci,  Baphael  and  Michael  Angelo,  bind 
together  into  one  sheaf  the  most  diverse  talents.  This  is 
the  actual  personage,  the  contemporary  Florentine 
figure,  a  body  undraped  as  it  is  presented  in  the  living 
model,  man  exactly  reproduced  through  literal  imita- 
tion and  not  transformed  through  ideal  conceptions. 
When  actual  life  is  for  the  first  time  recognized,  and 
penetrating  into  its  structure,  tiie  admirable  mechan- 
ism of  its  parts  is  understood,  ihis  contemplation 
suffices  and  nothing  more  is  desired.  There  are  so 
many  things  in  a  body  and  in  a  head !  Each  irregu- 
larity, an  elongation  of  the  neck,  a  contracticm  of  the 
nose,  a  peculiar  curl  of  the  Up;  forms  a  part  of  the  indi- 
vidual ;  to  improve  these  would  be  to  mutilate  him : 
he  would  no  longer  be  the  same  but  another;  the  re- 
lationship which  exists  between  this  irregularity  and 
the  rest  is  so  strong  that  it  cotdd  not  be  dissolved 
without  marring  the  whole.  The  personage  is  a  unit 
and  it  can  only  be  expressed  by  tk  portrait.  Hence  the 
portraits  which  the  frescoes  of  the  time  display  in 
lines  and  in  groupings  in  the  churches,  and  not  merely 
portraits  of  the  face  but  again  portraits  of  the  body. 
The  anatomist-goldsmith  Pollai(do  or  Yeiocchio  places 
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a  nude  subject  on  a  table,  removes  the  skin  and  notes 
in  his  memoiy  the  projections  of  the  bones,  the  expan- 
sion of  the  muscles  and  the  interlacing  of  the  tendons, 
and  then  with  lights  and  darks,  he  transfers  the  model 
to  canvas  as  he  would  have  transfixed  it  in  bronze 
by  reliefe  and  depressions.  If  you  were  to  say  to  him 
that  this  clavicle  was  too  prominent,  that  that  section  of 
the  skin  ridged  with  muscles  resembled  a  coU  of  rope, 
that  these  gladiators'  and  centaurs'  masks  had  the  re- 
pulsive ugliness  of  vulgar  features  convulsed  and  dis- 
torted by  orgie  and  scuffle  he  would  not  comprehend 
you.  He  would  point  to  some  workman,  to  a  passing 
figure,  in  the  first  place  to  his  subject,  especially  the 
flayed  one,  and  he  would  reply,  or  feel,  that  to  em- 
bellish life  was  to  falsify  Ufe.  It  is  just  these  folds  of 
the  features,  these  dry  angles  of  raised  and  intersect- 
ing muscles  which  interest  him;  his  iliodeller's  or 
chaser's  thumb  buries  itself  into  them  and  he  im- 
agines the  contact ;  they  harbor  the  active,  accumulated 
force  which  is  about  to  concentrate  and  expend  itself 
in  blows ;  they  cannot  be  too  boldly  shown ;  in  his  eyes 
they  constitute  the  entire  man.  Luca  Signorelli, 
having  lost  a  beloved  son,  has  the  body  stripped  and 
minutely  draws  every  muscle  in  order  the  better  td 
preserve  him  in  his  memory.  Nanni  Grosso,  dying  in 
a  hospital,  refused  a  crucifix  offered  to  him  demanding 
to  have  one  by  Donatello  brought  to  him,  declaring 
that,  otherwise,  *'he  would  die  unredeemed,  so  dis- 
pleasing to  him  were  the  badly  executed  works  of  his 
art."  Anatomical  form  is  so  impressed  on  their  minds 
that  the  human  being  in  whom  they  do  not  feel  it 
seems  to  them  empty  and  unsubstantial.  An  omo- 
plate,  a  muscle  gives  them  transports  of  pleasure. 
"  Know,"  says  Cellini  later,  "that  the  five  false  ribs  form 
around  the  navel,  as  the  torso  bends  backward  or  for- 
ward, a  multitude  of  reliefs  and  depressions  which  are 
among  the  principal  beauties  of  the  human  body  ..... 
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Thou  wilt  delight  in  drawing  the  vertebrae,  for  they  are 
magnificent ....  Thou  wilt  then  draw  the  bone  placed 
between  the  two  hips ;  it  is  very  fine  and  is  called  the 

crupper  or  sacrum The  important  point  in  the 

art  of  drawing  is  to  draw  well  a  naked  man  or  a  naked 
woman."  This  is  readily  apparent  in  their  works.  In 
the  ''  St.  Sebastian"  of  PoUaiolo  the  interest  of  the  sub- 
ject no  longer  centres  on  the  martyr  but  on  the  ezecu* 
tioners.  With  the  artist  as  with  them  the  main  thing 
is  to  properly  transfix  the  patient  To  this  end  six 
men  leaning  forward  or  bending  back,  all  only  two 
paces  off  so  as  not  to  miss  the  mark,  string  or  draw 
their  arbaletes,  with  half-open  mouths  through  excess 
of  attention,  their  brows  frowning  as  the  shot  is  made, 
and  their  legs  extended  and  widened  in  order  to  steady 
their  hands ;  the  painter  thought  of  nothing  but  of  dis- 
playing bodies  and  attitudes.  His  brother  Piero,  in  a 
suniliar  way  at  San  Giminiano  has  put  into  a  "  C!orona- 
tion  of  the  Virgin"  four  tawny  emaciated  saints  for 
no  other  purpose  than  to  display  their  veins,  muscles 
and  tendons.  Similarly,  again,  Yerocchio  in  his 
"  Baptism  of  Christ"  at  the  Academy,  displays  an  old 
dry  wrinkled  figure  of  Christ,  an  angular  St.  John 
and  a  gruff,  melancholy  angel  in  striking  contrast  to 
the  handsome  youth,  half  inclining,  which  his  young 
pupil  Leonardo  da  Yinci  has  placed  ia  one  comer  as  if 
the  sign  and  dawn  of  a  perfect  art.  Not  only  the  anat- 
omist, the  amateur  of  the  real,  the  plaster  modeller  of 
the  naked  figure,  but  again  the  goldsmitli,  the  chaser 
of  bronze  and  the  cutter  of  marble  are  visible  in  all 
these  figures.  As  soon  as  one  imagines  them  cast  in 
metal  they  appear  beautiful.  The  draperies,  in  rigid 
and  broken  folds,  would  be  suitable  in  an  ornamental 
statuette.  The  action  too  stiff,  and  the  attitude  too 
forced,  would  be  proper  in  a  statue.  A  small  **  Hercu- 
les" by  PoUaiolo  in  the  Uffizj,  with  its  muscles  strained 
and  swollen  from  foot  to  head  in  order  to  overpower 
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Antasus  whom  he  clasps  and  is  crashing,  would  be  a 
masterpiece  if  it  were  only  in  bronze.  The  sharp 
elbows  and  knees  would  not  be  noticed,  or  the  hard- 
ness of  its  outlines  and  its  monotonous  color ;  one 
would  be  sensible  of  nothing  but  the  torsion  of  the 
frame  and  the  furious  energy  of  the  effort.  In  this 
limited  field,  and  under  its  mistress,  sculpture,  paint- 
ing progresses,  still  rigid  and  fettered,  and  is  seen  to 
take  the  lead  but  once. 

It  is  in  the  hands  of  Masaccio,  a  young  man  bom 
with  the  century  who  died  at  the  age  of  twenty-six, 
that  she  takes  this  great  step ;  people  at  the  present  day 
still  go  to  the  Brancacci  chapel  to  contemplate  this 
isolated  creator  whose  precocious  example  no  one  fol- 
lowed. Not  only  did  he  die  too  young,  but  again  he 
was  indifferentlj  appreciated  during  his  life,  **  to  such 
an  extent,"  says  Yasari,  "  that  no  inscription  was  placed 
on  his  tomb."  In  order  to  become  the  head  of  a  school 
and  direct  public  taste,  it  is  essential  to  be  not  merely 
a  great  artist  but  again  a  skilful  poUtician  and  a  man 
of  the  world.  Masaccio  was  so  poorly  qualified  for 
self-advancement  that  he  received  no  commission  from 
the  Medicis.  "He  always  lived  self-concentrated,*' 
says  Yasari,  ''  neglecting  everything  else,  as  one  who, 
having  fixed  his  whole  mind  and  wiU  on  things  of  art, 

thought  little  of  himself  and  still  less  of  others 

never  disposed  in  any  respect  to  dwell  on  the  cares  and 

objects  of  this  world,  not  even  on  his  own  clothing 

demanding  money  of  his  debtors  only  when  pressed  by 
tu*gent  necessities."  Living  in  this  way  one  may  get 
to  have  talent  but  not  authority,  and  produce  master- 
pieces without  securing  preachers  to  extol  them. 
Among  the  first  he  studied  nudity  and  foreshortening, 
scrupulously  observing  perspective  and  familiarizing  his 
hand  with  difficulties,  thoroughly  imbued  with  the  sen- 
timent of  the  real,  "  regarding  painting  as  no  other 
than  a  reproduction  from  life  of  nature's  objects  by 
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means  of  eolor  and  drawing,  and  continually  laboring  to 
make  figures  as  living  as  possible  in  the  imitation  of 
truth."  Besides  these  gifts,  which  he  held  in  conunon 
with  his  contemporaries,  he  had  another  peculiar  to  him- 
self, and  which  carried  him  higher.  There  is  a  picioze 
by  him  in  the  Uffizj  gallery  of  an  old  man  in  a  cap 
and  gray  robe,  with  a  wrinkled  face  and  a  somewhat 
mocking  expression ;  it  is  a  portrait  but  not  an  ordinary 
portrait ;  he  copies  the  real,  but  it  is  C(^ied  grandly. 
Such  is  the  idea,  or  rather  a  &int  idea  of  him,  which 
one  bears  with  him  into  this  Brancacci  chapel,  ooTered 
by  him  with  paintings.  All,  however,  are  not  by  his 
hand ;  Masolino  began  and  Filippino  completed  some 
of  them :  but  the  portions  painted  by  Masaocio  can  be 
distinguished  without  much  trouble ;  whether  the  three 
artists  are  linked  together  by  secxret  conf ormify  of  tedr 
ing,  or  the  latter  has  adhered  to  the  cartoons  ol  the 
second,  the  work  in  its  different  dates  only  indicates 
the  diffierent  courses  of  the  same  spirit. 

What  first  strikes  one  is  that  they  all  set  out  from 
the  real,  that  is  to  say,  from  the  living  individual  as 
the  eyes  behold  him.  The  bi4>tized  young  man  whom 
Masaccio  shows  naked,  shivering  as  he  comes  out  of 
the  water,  is  a  conteihporary  bather  who  has  taken  a 
dip  in  the  Amo  on  too  cold  a  day.  And  likewise  his 
Adam  and  Eve  driven  from  Paradise  are  Florentines 
whom  he  has  undraped,  tihe  man  with  slim  thighs  and 
blacksmith's  shoulders,  the  woman  with  a  short  neck 
and  clumsy  form,  and  both  with  ugly-shaped  legs :  they 
are  artisans  or  ordinary  people  who  have  not  led,  like 
the  Greeks,  a  naked  existence,  and  whose  bodies  have 
not  been  fashioned  by  gymnastics.  Similarly  again 
the  resuscitated  child  by  lippi,  kneeling  before  the 
apostle,  has  the  meagre  boniness  and  spindling  limbs 
of  a  modem  infant.  And,  finally,  almost  all  the  heads 
are  portraits ;  two  cowled  friars  on  the  left  of  St.  Peter 
are  monks  leaving  their  convent.    We  know  the  names 
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of  the  contemporaries  who  loaned  him  their  heads: 
Bartolo  di  Angiolino  Angioli,  Granacci,  Soderini,  Pulci, 
FoUaiolo,  Botticelli,  Lippi>  himself;  so  that  this  art 
seems  to  have  owed  its  being  to  surrounding  life,  as 
plaster  applied  to  the  face  repeats  the  modelling  of  the 
forms  it  is  subjected  to. 

How  is  it  then  that  these  personages  live  with  a  superior 
life  ?  How  does  it  happen  that  an  exact  imitation  of 
the  real  is  not  a  servile  imitation  of  it  ?  And  how  did 
Masaccio  abstract  noble  personages  from  ordinary  per- 
sonages ?  Because  in  a  multitude  of  observable  details 
he  eliminated  some  of  more  importance  than  others,  and 
subordinated  the  rest  to  these.  Because  he  distinguish- 
ed, in  the  elements  of  the  body  and  the  head,  diiferent 
valves^  and  effaced  or  diminished  the  least  in  order  to 
augment  and  render  prominent  the  greatest.  Because, 
having  before  him  a  nude  man  and  woman  when  paint- 
ing  this  Eve  andthis  Adam,  this  baptized  young  man  and 
the  rest,  he  did  not  adhere  to  the  innumerable  and  infi- 
nite distinctions  of  color  and  form  throughout.  Because 
this  or  that  flabby  stomach,  or  foot  spoiled  by  its  shoe, 
or  minute  protuberance  of  a  cartilage  or  bone  did  not 
seem  to  him  the  essential  of  man.  And,  indeed,  the 
essential  is  elsewhere ;  it  is  in  the  solidity  of  the  bony 
stmcture,  in  the  setting  of  the  muscles  and  tendons,  in 
the  present  and  possible  action  of  balanced  members, 
in  the  universal  quivering  of  the  skin  over  contracting 
flesh,  in  the  impulse  and  general  dilation  of  animal  ac- 
tivity. The  nude  or  the  flayed  model  only  served  him 
as  an  indication ;  he  laid  up  details  in  his  memory  not 
to  repeat  them  as  from  a  manual  but  to  comprehend 
their  attachments  and  dependencies,  and  make  their 
functions  and  vitality  realized.  It  is  the  same  in  this 
respect  with  the  face  as  with  the  body.  That  which 
marks  distinctions  between  contemporary  heads,  that 
which  distinguishes  merchant  from  merchant,  or  monk 
from  monk,  that  which  is  accidental  in  each,  the  special 
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deformity  or  grimace  stamped  by  habits  of  late  hoara 
or  of  big  dinners ; — what  heed  can  I  give  to  these  ? 
What  concerns  me  and  is  of  consequence  is  the  grand 
dominant  passion,  the  proclivity  and  leading  intellectual 
character,  and  especially  whatever  is  energetic,  de- 
cided, peculiar  to  action  or  to  thought,  to  calculation  or 
to  resistance.  What  I  desire  to  see  is  the  grand  lines 
of  physical  structure  as  of  moral  structure.  The  rest  is 
secondary  in  life  as  in  painting,  and  hence  it  is 
that  this  painting  although  based  upon  the  real 
attains  to  the  ideal.  It  copies  individuals  but  only 
that  which  is  general  in  them ;  it  leaves  to  heads 
their  originality  and  to  bodies  their  imperfections, 
but  it  makes  character  prominent  in  the  heads  and 
life  in  the  bodies.  It  abandons  the  flat  and  scrupu- 
lous style  in  order  to  enter  upon  the  broad  and  sim- 
ple style.  Sometimes,  indeed,  carried  away  by 
its  impetus,  it  fuUy  attains  to  it.  Several  figures, 
through  their  severe  grandeur,  through  the  gravity  of 
their  countenances,  through  their  vigorous  chins  seem 
to  be  antique  consular  characters.  St.  Peter  heal- 
ing  the  sick  with  his  shadow  walks  with  royal 
energy  Uke  a  Boman  accustomed  to  lead  multitudes ; 
Jesus  paying  tribute  is  as  noble  and  calm  as  one  of 
Baphael's  heads,  and  nothing  is  more  beautiful  than 
these  grand  compositions  of  forty  personages,  all  simply 
draped,  all  grave  and  severe,  aU  in  different  attitudes, 
all  ranged  around  the  nude  infant  and  St.  Paul  who 
raises  it  up,  between  two  masses  of  architecture  and 
before  a  decorated  wall,  a  silent  assembly  framed  upon 
both  flanks  by  two  distinct  groups,  one  of  accidental 
gazers,  the  other  of  kneeling  men,  corresponding  to 
each  other  and  through  their  graduated  harmony  add- 
ing a  richer  fulness  to  this  ample  symphony. 

Unfortunately  they  did  not  maintain  themselves  on 
the  heights  they  reached.  Artists  are  still  too  absorbed 
by  the  new  discovery  and  the  minute  observation  of 
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the  real  to  lift  their  eyes  npward.  Their  hands  are  not 
free.  In  every  art  it  is  necessary  to  Unger  long  over 
the  true  in  order  to  attain  to  the  beautiful.  The  eye 
fixing  itself  on  an  object,  begins  by  noting  details  with 
an  excess  of  precision  and  fulness ;  it  is  only  later,  when 
the  inventory  is  complete,  that  the  mind,  master  of  its 
wealth,  rises  higher  in  order  to  take  or  neglect  what 
sidts  it.  The  leading  master  of  this  epoch  is  Fra  Filippo 
Lippi,  a  curious,  exact  imitator  of  actual  life ;  pushing 
the  finish  of  his  works  so  far  that,  according  to  a  con- 
temporary, an  ordinary  painter  might  labor  five  years 
day  and  night  without  succeeding  in  reproducing  one  of 
his  pictures;  selecting  for  his  figures  short  and  round 
heads,  personages  somewhat  gross,  virgins  who  are  good, 
simple  lasses  quite  remote  from  the  sublime,  and  angels 
resembling  stout  and  chubby  school  or  choir  boys, 
somewhat  vulgar  and  obstinate.  At  the  same  time, 
however,  he  aims  at  relief,  defines  contour,  makes  the 
petty  details  of  a  vestment  wall  or  halo  advance  and 
recede  with  that  vigorous  and  accurate  drawing  which 
conveys  to  the  eye  the  sensation  of  a  corporeal  object 
definitely  placed  and  perfect.  Otherwise,  he  is  adapt- 
ed in  morals  as  well  as  in  talent,  to  the  spirit  of  the 
time, — ^highly  popular,  greatly  admired,  impetuous, 
jovial,  a  favorite  of  the  Medicis  and  protected  by  them 
in  his  freaks ;  he  elopes  with  a  nun  although  a  monk ; 
he  jumps  from  a  window  in  order  to  find  his  mistress ; 
he  is  "  extraordinarily  lavish  in  love  matters  devoting 
himseU  to  them  unceasingly,  never  stopping  even  up  to 
his  death,"  at  which  his  protectors  **  laugh,"  declaring 
that  rare  geniuses  must  be  pardoned,  ^*  because  they  are 
celestial  essences  and  not  beasts  of  burden." 

Although  this  imitation  in  which  the  Florentine 
painters  delight  is  too  literal,  it  has,  on  the  whole,  a 
special  grace.  It  is  necessary  to  visit  the  church  of 
Santa  Maria  Novella  in  order  to  appreciate  its  charm. 
There,  Qhirlandaijo,  the  master  of  Michael  Angelo,  has 
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covered  the  choir  with  his  frescoes.  They  are  poorlj 
lighted  and  awkwardly  piled  up  on  top  of  each  other; 
but  toward  midday  they  can  be  seen.  They  represent 
the  story  of  St  John  tine  Baptist  and  the  Yirgin,  the 
figures  being  half  the  size  of  life.  Through  education 
as  well  as  instinct  this  painter,  like  his  contemporarieSy 
is  a  copyist.  He  sketched  people  while  passing  his 
goldsmith's  shop  and  the  resemblance  of  his  figures 
excited  admiration.  He  regarded  "  painting  as  wholly 
consisting  of  drawing."  Mm,  to  the  artists  of  this 
epoch,  is  still  only  a  form ;  but  he  had  so  just  a  sen- 
timent of  ihis  form,  and  of  all  forms,  that  on  copying 
the  Boman  amphitheatres  .and  triumphal  arches,  he 
drew  them  as  accurately  with  the  eye  as  if  with  a  com- 
pass. Thus  prepared  one  can  readily  see  what  speak- 
ing, striking  po(rtraits  he  put  into  his  frescoes ;  there 
are  twenty-one  of  these,  representing  persons  whose 
names  are  known,  Ohristoforo  Landini,  Ficin,  PoUtian, 
the  bishop  of  Arezzo,  others  of  wome^ — ^that  of  the 
beautiful  GineTra  de*  Benci,  all  bdonging  to  families 
controlling  the  patronage  of  the  chapeL  The  figures 
Bxe  a  little  commonplace ;  seyeral  of  them  are  hard  and 
have  sharp  noses,  and  are  too  literal ;  they  lack  grand- 
eur, the  painter  keeping  near  the  ground^  or  only  cau- 
tiously flying  aboTe  the  suxlace ;  it  is  not  the  bold 
flight  of  Masaccio.  Nevertheless  he  composes  groups 
and  architecture,  he  aixanges  figures  in  circular  sanctu- 
aries, he  drapes  them  in  a  half-Florentine  half-Grecian 
costume  which  unitea  or  opposes  in  happy  contrasts  and 
graceful  harmonies,  the  antique  and  the  modem ;  above 
all  this  he  is  simple  and  sincere.  An  attractive  mo- 
ment this,  a  delicate  aurora  consisting  of  that  youthful- 
ness  of  spirit  in  which  man  first  recognizes  the  poeqr 
of  reality.  At  such  a  time  he  traces  no  line  that  does 
not  express  a  personal  sentiment ;  whatever  he  relates 
he  has  exp^enced ;  as  yet  there  is  no  accepted  type 
which  hodiea  foriii  in  conventional  beai^ty  the  bud<]Ung 
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aspirations  of  his  breast ;  tho  greater  his  timidity  the 
more  yiyacioos  he  is,  and  the  forms  somewhat  dry  on 
which  he  leans  are  the  discreet  confessions  of  a  new 
spirit  which  dares  neither  to  escape  from  nor  reserve 
itself.  One  might  pass  hoars  here  in  contemplating 
the  figures  of  the  women ;  they  are  the  flower  of  the 
city  in  the  fifteenth'  centmry ;  we  see  them  as  they  lired, 
each  with  her  original  expression  and  the  charming 
irregularity  of  real  life;  all  with  those  half-modem 
half-feudal  Florentine  features  so  animated  and  so 
intelligent.  In  the  ^^  Nativity  of  the  Yirgin"  the 
young  girl  in  a  silk  skirt,  who  comes  in  on  a  visit,  is 
the  plain  demure  young  lady  of  good  condition ;  in  the 
*'  Nativity  of'  St.  John"  another,  standing,  is  a  medi- 
8Bval  duchess ;  near  her  the  servant  bringing  in  fruits, 
in  statuesque  drapery,  has  tiie  impulse,  vivacity  and 
force  of  an  antique  nymph,  the  two  ages  and  the  two 
orders  of  beauty  thus  meeting  and  uniting  in  the  sim- 
plicity of  the  same  true  sentiment.  A  fresh  smile  rests 
on  their  lips;  underneath  their  semi-immobility,  under 
these  remains  of  rigidity  which  imperfect  painting  still 
leaves,  one  can  divine  the  latent  passion  of  an  in- 
tact spirit  and  a  healthy  body.  13ie  curiosity  and 
refinement  of  ulterior  ages  have  not  reached  them. 
Thought,  with  them,  slumbers;  they  walk  or  lo(^ 
straight  before  them  with  the  coolness  and  placidity 
of  virginal  purity ;  in  vain  will  education  with  all  its 
animated  elegancies  rival  the  divine  uncouthnese  of 
their  gravity. 

This  is  why  I  so  highly  prize  the  paintings  of  this 
age ;  none  in  Florence  have  I  studied  more.  They  are 
often  deficient  in  skill  and  are  always  dull ;  they  lack 
both  action  and  color.  It  is  the  renaissance  in  its 
dawn,  a  dawn  gray  and  somewhat  cool,  as  in  the  spring 
when  the  rosy  hue  of  the  clouds  begins  to  tinge  a 
pale  crystal  sky,  and  when,  like  a  flaming  dart  the  first 
ray  of  sunshine  glides  over  the  crests  of  the  furrows. 
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It  lasts  eyen  after  great  genius  has  arisen  above  the 
horizon.  Amidst  the  illuminated  campagna  one  distin- 
guishes a  sort  of  vallej  in  which  the  inanimate  forms 
of  the  ancient  style  are  still  perpetuated.  Boselli, 
Piero  di  Cosimo,  Credi  and  BotticeUi  do  not  desire  to 
leave  it;  thej  retain  dry  outlines,  feeble  color,  and 
irregular,  imgracious  figures — ^the  scrupulous  imitation 
of  the  real ;  their  development  is  on  another  side,  Bot- 
ticelli especially,  through  the  expression  of  deep  and 
fervid  sentiment,  through  tenderness  and  humility, 
through  the  intense  morbid  reverie  of  his  pensive  vir- 
gins, through  frail  emaciated  forms,  through  the  quiv- 
ering delicacy  of  his  nude  Yenuses,  through  the  suf- 
fering and  writhing  beauty  of  his  precocious  and  nerv- 
ous creatures,  all  soul  and  all  spirit,  who  portend  the 
infinite  but  are  not  sure  of  living.  There  is  similar 
merit  in  all  the  masters  of  this  period,  Mantegna,  Pin- 
turicohio,  Francia,  Signorelli,  and  Perugino ;  each  one 
invents  for  himself ;  each  marks  out  his  own  path  and 
foUows  his  own  inspiration.  Let  his  path  be  a  narrow 
one  and  let  him  stumble  occasionally,  it  is  of  little  con- 
sequence ;  his  steps  are  his  own,  his  inspiration  comes 
from  himself  and  not  from  another.  Later,  painters  * 
are  to  do  better,  but  they  will  be  less  original ;  iiiey 
will  advance  faster,  but  in  a  troop  ;  they  will  go  farther, 
but  in  the  hands  of  the  great  masters.  To  my  eyes 
disciplined  thought  is  not  the  equivalent  of  firee 
thought ;  what  I  penetrate  to  in  a  work  of  art,  as  in 
every  other  work,  is  the  state  of  the  soul  that  produced 
it.  In  setting  up  a  standard,  even  without  reaching 
it,  one  lives  more  nobly  and  more  manfully  than  in  ac- 
q;iringoBe.he  has  not  himself  created.  Henceforward 
all  talent  is  to  be  mastered  by  genius,  and  artists  are 
to  become  less  as  art  becomes  greater. 


CHAPTEE  IV. 

THB  CONVENT  OF  8AN  KARGO.—BEATO  ANGSLIOO.-^HIB  IIRB  ANB 
WORBK.—PROLONGATION  OF  MYSTIC  SENTIMENT  AND  ART. 

April  13. — ^What  commotion  and  what  trayail  in  this 
fifteenth  century  I  In  the  midst  of  this  pagan  tnmultn- 
ons  hive  there  stands  a  tranquil  convent  wherein  sweetly 
and  piouslj  dreams  a  mystic  of  ancient  days,  Fra  An- 
gelico  da  Fiesole. 

This  convent  remains  almost  intact ;  two  square 
courts  in  it  expose  their  files  of  small  columns  sur- 
mounted by  arcades,  with  their  little  old  tile  roo&.  In 
one  of  the  rooms  is  a  sort  of  memorial  or  genealogical 
tree,  bearing  the  names  of  tiie  principal  monks  who 
have  died  in  the  odor  of  sanctity.  Among  these  is 
that  of  Savonarola,  and  mention  is  made  of  his  having 
perished  through  false  accusation.  Two  cells  are  still 
shown  which  he  inhabited.  Fra  Angelico  lived  in  the 
convent  before  him,  and  paintings  b^  his  hand  decorate 
the  chapter-hall,  the  corridors  and  the  gray  walls  of 
the  cells. 

He  had  dwelt  a  stranger  in  the  world,*and  maintained 
amidst  fresh  sensations  and  curiosities  the  innocent, 
ravished  life  in  God  which  the  "  Fioretti"  describe.  He 
lived  in  a  state  of  primitive  simplicity  and  obedience ; 
it  is  said  of  him  that  ^^  one  morning  being  invited  to 
breakfast  by  Pope  Nicholas  V.  his  conscience  forbade 
him  to  eat  meat  without  the  permission  of  his  prior, 
never  reflecting  that  the  Pope's  authority  was  supe- 
rior." He  refused  the  dignities  of  his  order,  and  con- 
cemed  himself  only  with  prayer  and  penitence.  "  When 
any  work  was  required  of  him  he  would  answer  with 
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singular  goodness  of  heart  that  they  must  go  and  ask 
the  prior,  and  if  the  prior  wished  it  he  would  not  fail 
them."  He  never  desired  to  paint  any  bat  the  saints, 
and  it  is  narrated  of  him  that  "  he  never  took  up  hia 
brushes  without  kneeling  in  prayer,  and  never  painted 
a  Christ  on  the  cross  wiiJiout  his  eyes  being  filled  with 
tears."  It  was  his  custom  not  to  retouch  or  recast  any 
of  his  pictures,  but  to  let  them  remain  as  they  first  left 
his  hand,  "believing  that  they  were  as  they  were 
through  the  will  of  God."  We  can  well  understand 
why  such  a  man  did  not  study  anatomy  or  contempo- 
raiy  models.  His  art  is  primitive  like  his  life.  He  be- 
gan with  missals  and  so  continued  on  the  walls ;  gold, 
vermiHon,  bright  scarlet,  brilliant  greens,  the  illumina- 
tions of  the  middle  ages  display  themselves  on  his  can- 
vases the  same  as  on  old  parchments.  He  even  some- 
times applies  them  to  the  roofs ;  an  infantile  piety  is 
eager  to  decorate  its  saint  or  idol  and  render  it  radi&z^t 
to  excess.  When  he  abandons  small  figures  and  com- 
poses on  a  grand  scale  a  scene  of  twenty  personages, 
he  falters;^  his  figures  are  bodiless.  Their  affecting 
devotional  expression  is  inadequate  to  animate  them ; 
they  remain  hieratic  and  stiff;  all  he  comprehended 
was  their  spirit.  That  which  he  paints  understandingly, 
and  which  he  has  everywhere  repeated,  are  visions  and 
the  visions  of  blessed  and  innocent  spirits.  "  Grant,  O 
most  sweet  and^oving  Jesus,  that  I  may  rest  in  Thee 
above  all  Uving  creatures,  above  all  health  and  beauty, 

all  glory  and  honor all  gifts  and  presents  that 

Thou  canst  bestow  and  diffuse,  all  joy  and  gladness 

that  the  soul  can  feel  and  can  cherish In  my 

God  do  I  find  all  things What  do  I  desire 

more,  and  what  greater  happiness?  God  is  my  alL 
This  sufficeth  for  him  that  understandeth ;  and  to  re- 
peat it  often  is  sweet  to  him  that  loveth When 


*  A  ChiiBt  and  seTenteen  saints  in  the  convent  of  San  Maroa 
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Thon  art  present  all  things  yield  delight;  but  when 
Thoa  art  absent  all  is  pain.  Thon  giyest  a  tranquil 
heart,  then  bringest  perfect  peace  and  joy."^ 

Bach  adoration  as  this  is  never  unaccompanied  by  in- 
wardunsges;  ^il.  closed  eyea  they «e  p^tentlyV 
lowed,  and  without  effort,  as  in  a  dream.  like  a  mother 
who,  on  finding  herself  alone,  sees  dSoating  in  memory 
the  features  of  a  beloved  son,  like  a  chaste  poet  who,  in 
midnight  silence,  imagines  and  again  sees  the  down- 
cast eyes  of  his  beloved,  so  does  the  heaart  involuntarily 
summon  up  and  contemplate  the  concourse  of  divine 
figures.  No  object  disturbs  him  in  this  peaceable  con- 
templation. Around  him  aU  actions  are  prescribed  and 
all  objects  are  colorless ;  day  after  day  uioiform  hours 
bring  before  him  the  same  white  walls,  the  same  dark 
lustre  of  the  wainscoting,  the  same  straight  folds  of 
cowls  and  frocks,  the  same  rustling  of  steps  passing  to 
and  fro  between  refectory  and  chapeL  Delicate,  inde- 
terminate sensations  vagaely  arise  in  this  monotony, 
while  tender  reverie,  like  a  rose  sheltered  from  life's  rude 
blasts,  blooms  afar  from  the  ^eat  highway  clattering 
with  human  footsteps.  There  is  displayed  to  the  eye 
the  magnificence  of  eternal  day,  and  henceforth  every 
effort  of  the  painter  centreB  on  expressing  it.  Glitter- 
ing staircases  of  ja^ier  and  amethyst  rise  above  each 
other  up  to  the  throne  on  whidi  sit  cd.estial  beings. 
€k>lden  aureoles  gleam  around  their  heows ;  red,  azure 
and  green  robes,  fringed,  bordered  and  striped  with 
gcMy  flash  like  gloriea  Gold  runs  in  threads  over 
baldachins,  acctunulates  in  embroideries  on  copes,  ra- 
diates like  stais  on  tunics  and  gleams  foom  tiaras,  while 
topazes,  rubies  and  diamonds  sparkle  in  flaming  constel- 
lations on  jewelled  diadems.t  All  is  light ;  it  is  theout- 


•  From  the  "  Imitation  of  Jesus  Christ." 

t  See  "  The  Coronation  of  the  Virgin  "  In  the  Louvre,  and  .the 
twelve  angels  around  the  infimt  Jesus  in  the  Ufflsj. 
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burst  of  mystic  illumination.  Through  this  prodigali- 
ty of  gold  and  azure  one  tint  prevails,  that  of  the  son 
and  of  paradisa  This  is  not  common  daylight ;  it  is  too 
brilliant;  it  effaces  the  brightest  hues,  it  envelops 
forms  on  all  sides ;  it  weakens  and  reduces  them  to  mere 
shadows.  In  fact  the  soul  is  everything ;  ponderable 
matter  becomes  transfigured ;  its  relief  is  no  longer  per- 
ceptible, its  substance  having  evaporated ;  nothing  re- 
mains but  an  ethereal  form  which  swims  in  azure  and 
in  splendor.  At  other  times  the  blessed  approach  para- 
dise over  luxuriant  meadoWs  strewn  with  red  and  white 
flowers,  and  under  beautiful  blooming  trees ;  angels  con- 
duct them,  and,  hand  in  hand,  they  form  fraternally  a  cir- 
cle ;  the  burden  of  the  flesh  no  longer  oppresses  them  ; 
their  heads  starred  with  rajrs  they  glide  through  the 
air  up  to  the  flaming  gate  from  which  issues  a  golden 
illumination ;  Christ,  aloft,  within  a  triple  row  of  an- 
gels pressed  together  like  flowers,  smiles  upon  them 
beneath  his  aureole.  Such  are  the  delights  and  the 
radiance  that  Dante  has  portrayed. 

His  personages  are  worthy  of  their  situation.  Al- 
though beautiful  and  ideal  his  Christ,  even  in  celestial 
triumph,  is  pale,  pensive  and  slightly  emaciated ;  he 
is  the  eternal  friend,  the  somewhat  melancholy  consoler 
of  the  '^Imitation,"  the  poetic  merciful  Lord  as  the 
saddened  heart  imagines  him  ;  he  is  not  the  over-heal- 
thy figure  of  the  renaissance  painters.  His  long  curling 
tresses  and  blonde  beard  sweetly  surround  his  features ; 
sometimes  he  smiles  faintly,  while  his  gravity  is  never 
dissociated  with  affectionate  benignity.  At  the  day  of 
judgment  he  does  not  curse ;  only  on  the  side  of  the 
damned  his  hand  falls,  while  on  the  right,  towcurd  the 
blessed,  toward  those  whom  he  loves,  his  full  regards 
are  turned.  Near  him  the  Virgin,  kneeling  with  down- 
cast eyes,  seems  to  be  a  young  maiden  that  has  just 
communed.    Occasionally  her  head  is  too  large  as  is 
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common  with  the  inspired ;  her  shoulders  are  narrow 
and  her  hands  too  smaJl ;  the  spiritual,  inward  life,  too 
highly  developed,  has  reduced  the  other ;  the  long  blue 
mantle  wrought  in  gold  in  which  she  is  whoU j  envel- 
oped, scarcely  allows  it  to  be  supposed  that  she  has  a 
body.  No  one  can  imagine  before  having  seen  it  such 
immaoidate  modesty,  such  virginal  candor ;  by  her  side 
Raphael's  virgins  are  merely  simple  vigorous  peasant 
girls.  And  the  other  figures  are  of  the  same  order. 
Every  expression  is  based  on  two  sentiments,  the  in- 
nocence of  the  calm  spirit  preserved  in  the  cloister, 
and  the  rapture  of  the  blessed  spirit  that  sees  God. 
The  saints  ai«  portraits,  but  refined  and  beatified ;  ce- 
lestial transfiguration  eliminates  from  the  body  as 
from  the  soul  the  ideal  portion  coucealed  and 
transformed  by  the  grossness  of  terrestrial  being. 
No  wrinkles  appear  on  the  countenances  of  the  aged  ; 
they  bloom  afresh  under  the  touch  of  eternal  youth. 
No  traces  of  physical  austerity  are  visible ;  ihej  have 
entered  into  the  realm  of  pure  felicity.  The  features 
of  the  blessed  are  in  repose,  we  feel  that  they  rest  pas- 
sive suspended  in  ecstasy ;  to  move,  to  disturb  a  fold  of 
their  drapery  would  endanger  some  part  of  the  vision ; 
they  turn  their  eyes  to  the  heights  above  without  bend- 
ing their  bodies;  they  are  wrapt  in  meditation  in  order  the 
better  to  enjoy  their  beatitude ;  they  speak  like  the  dis- 
ciples of  the  Evangelist,  "  Lord,  it  is  good  for  us  to  be 
here ;  if  thou  wilt,  let  us  make  here  three  tabernacles ; 
one  for  thee,  and  one  for  Moses,  and  on6  for  EUas."  A 
few,  the  disciples,  seem  to  be  juvenile  choristers,  monas- 
tic novices  imbued  with  a  spirit  of  veneration,  and 
timid.  On  seeing  the  infant  Jesus  they  give  way  to  a 
movement  of  infantile  sprightliness  and  then,  fearful  of 
having  done  something  wrong,  hesitate  and  draw  back. 
There  are  no  violent  or  eager  emotions  in  this  world ;  all  is 
partially  veiled  or  arrested  midway  by  the  tranquillity 
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or  the  obedience  of  the  cloister.  But  the  most  charm-i 
ing  figures  are  those  of  the  angels.  We  see  i^em  kneel 
down  in  silent  rows  Mround  thron«s  or  press  together 
in  garlands  in  the  azure.  The  youngest  are  amiable^ 
candid  children,  with  minds  tmroffled  by  a  snspicion  of 
evil ;  they  do  not  think  mnch  ;  each  head,  in  its  golden 
circle,  smiles  and  is  happy ;  it  will  smile  forever,  and 
this  is  its  entire  life.  Others  with  flamboyant  wings, 
like  birds  of  paradise,  play  on  instruments  or  sing,  and 
their  countenances  are  radiant.  One  of  them,  raising 
his  trumpet  to  put  it  to  his  lips,  stops  as  if  surprised  by 
a  resplendent  vision.  This  one  with  a  vioHncello  io 
his  shoulder  seems  to  muse  over  the  exquisite  tones  of 
his  own  instrument.  Two  others  with  joined  hands 
seem  to  be  contemplating  and  adoring.  Ona,  quits 
youthful,  with  the  full  figure  of  a  young  girl,  bends  lor- 
M^ard,  as  if  to  listen  before  striking  her  (^mbaL  To  the 
harmony  of  tones  must  be  added  the  hatmony  of  col* 
ors.  Tints  do  not  increase  or  decrease  in  sfrengA  and 
intermingle  as  in  ordinary  painting.  Every  vestment 
is  of  one  color,  a  red  alongside  of  blue,  a  bright  green 
alongside  of  a  pale  purple,  an  embroidery  of  gold  placed 
on  a  dark  amaranth,  like  the  simple,  sustained  straans 
of  an  angelic  melody.  The  painter  delights  in  this ;  he 
cannot  find  colors  for  his  saints  pure  enough  or  omar 
ments  for  them  of  sufficient  predousness.  He  forgets 
that  his  figures  are  images ;  he  bestows  up<m  them  the 
faithful  care  of  a  believer,  of  a  worshipper ;  he  embroi- 
ders their  robes  as  if  they  were  real ;  he  covers  ih«ur 
mantles  with  filagree  as  fine  as  the  finest  work  of  the 
goldsmith ;  he  paints  on  their  copes  small  and  perfect 
pictures;  he  applies  himself  to  deficatriy  unfolding 
their  beautiful  light  tresses,  to  »ranging  tli^it  curls,  to 
the  proper  adjustment  of  the  folds  of  their  tunics,  to  an 
accurate  delineation  of  the  round  monastic  tonsure ;  he 
enters  into  heaven  with  them  in  order  to  love  and  to 
serve  them.    Fra  Angelico  is  the  last  of  the  mystic 
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flowers.  The  society  that  sarroiinded  him  and  of  which 
he  knew  nothing,  ended  in  taking  an  opposite  direction, 
and,  after  a  short  respite  of  enthnsiasm,  proceeded  to 
bum  his  successor,  a  Dominican  like  himself  and  the 
last  of  the  christianSj  SararaaalA, 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  UFFIZJ  COLLECTION.— THE  TKIBUNE.— ANTIQUES,  AND  BENAI8- 
SANCE  8CULPTUBE.  — DIFFERENCE  BETWEEN  GREEK  ART  AND 
THE  ART  OF  THE  SIXTEENTH  CENTURY.— MICHAEL  ANQELO.— THB 
MEDICI  CHAPEL. 

What  can  be  said  of  a  gallery  containing  thirteen 
hundred  pictures?  For  my  own  part  I  abstain.  Exam- 
ine catalogues  and  collections  of  engravings,  or  rather 
come  here  yourself.  The  impressions  borne  away  from 
these  grand  storehouses  are  too  diverse  and  too  numer- 
ous to  be  transmitted  by  the  pen.  Observe  this,  that 
the  Uffizj  is  a  universal  depot,  a  sort  of  Louvre  con- 
taining paintings  of  all  times  and  schools,  bronzes, 
statues,  sculptures,  antique  and  modem  terra-cottas, 
cabinets  of  gems,  an  Etruscan  museum,  artists'  por- 
traits painted  by  themselves,  twenty-eight  thousand 
original  drawings,  four  thousand  cameos  and  ivories 
and  eighty  thousand  medals.  One  resorts  to  it  as  to  a 
Ubrary ;  it  is  an  abridgment  and  a  specimen  of  every- 
thing. Add  to  this  that  one  goes  also  to  other  places, 
to  the  Palazzo- Vocchio,  to  the  Palazzo  Corsini,  to  the 
Palazzo  Pitti.  A  mass  of  notes  accumulate,  but  I  can 
extract  nothing  from  them.  It  seems  to  me  that  I  have 
completed  and  corrected  or  modified  some  former  ideas ; 
but  completions,  corrections  and  modifications  are  not 
.to  be  transcribed. 

The  simplest  thing,  therefore,  is  to  leave  study  there 
and  promenade  for  pleasure.  We  ascend  the  great 
marble  staircase,  pass  the  famous  antique  boar  and 
enter  the  long  horseshoe  corridor  filled  with  busts  and 
tapestried  with  paintings.  "Visitors,  about  ten  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  are  few ;  the  mute  custodians  remain 
in  their  comers ;  you  seem  to  be  really  at  home.    It 
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all  belongs  to  you,  and  what  convenient  possessions  1 
Keepers  and  majordomos  are  here  to  keep  things  in 
order,  well  dusted  and  intact :  it  is  not  even  necessary 
to  give  orders ;  matters  go  on  of  themselves  without 
jar  or  confusion,  nobody  giving  himself  the  slightest 
concern ;  it  is  an  ideal  world  such  as  it  ought  to  be. 
The  light  is  etcellent ;  bright  gleams  from  the  windows 
fall  on  some  distant  white  statues,  on  the  rosy  torso 
of  a  woman  which  comes  out  Hving  from  the  shadowy 
obscurity.  Beyond,  as  far  as  the  eye  can  see,  marble 
gods  and  emperors  extend  away  in  files  up  to  the  win- 
dows through  which  flickers  the  light  ripple  of  the 
Amo  with  the  silvery  swell  of  its  crests  and  eddies. 
Ton  enter  into  the  freedom  and  sweet  repose  of  ab- 
stract life ;  the  will  relaxes,  the  inner  tumult  subsides ; 
one  feels  himself  becoming  a  monk,  a  modem  monk. 
Here,  as  formerly  in  the  cloisters,  the  tender  inward 
spirit,  chafed  by  the  necessities  of  action,  insensibly 
revives  in  order  to  commune  with  beings  emancipated 
from  life's  obligations.  It  is  so  sweet  no  longer  to  be  I 
Not  to  be  is  so  natural  I  And  how  peaceful  the  realm 
of  human  forms  withdrawn  from  human  conflict  I  The 
pure  thought  which  follows  them  is  conscious  that  its 
illusion  is  transient :  it  participates  in  their  incorporeal 
serenity,  and  reverie,  lingering  in  turn  over  their  vo- 
luptuousness and  violence,  brings  back  to  it  plenitude 
without  satiety. 

On  the  left  of  the  corridors  open  the  cabinets  of 
precious  things, — ^the  Niobe  hall,  that  of  portraits,  that 
of  modern  bronzes,  each  with  its  special  group  of  treas- 
ures. Tou  feel  that  you  have  a  right  to  enter,  that  great 
men  are  awaiting  you.  A  selection  is  made  amongst 
them ;  you  re-enter  the  Tribune :  five  antique  statues 
form  a  circle  here, — a  slave  sharpening  his  knife  ;  two 
interlocked  wrestlers  whose  muscles  are  strained  and 
expanded ;  a  charming  Apollo  of  sixteen  years  whose 
compact  form  has  all  the  suppleness  of  the  freshest 
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adolescence  ;  an  admirable  Faun  instinct  with  the  ani- 
malitj  of  his  species,  unconsciouslj  joyous  and  dan- 
cing with  all  his  might ;  and,  finaJlj,  the  "  Yenus  de 
Medici,"  a  slender  young  girl  with  a  snfcill  delicate 
head,  not  a  goddess  like  her  sister  of  Milo,  but  a  per- 
fect mortal  and  the  work  of  some  Praxiteles  fond  of 
hetairce,  at  ease  in  a  nude  state  and  free  from  that  some- 
what mawkish  delicacy  and  bashful  coquetry  which  its 
copies,  and  the  restored  arms  with  theiJ  thS^fingers  by 
Bernini,  seem  to  impose  on  her.  She  is,  perhaps,  a 
copy  of  that  Yenus  of  Cnidus  of  which  Lucian  relates 
an  interesting  story  ;  you  imagine  while  looking  at  her, 
the  youths'  kisses  pressed  on  the  marble  lips,  and  the 
exclamations  of  Charicles  who,  on  seeing  it,  declared 
Mars  to  be  the  most  fortunate  of  gods.  Around  the 
statues,  on  the  eight  sides  of  the  wall,  hang  the  mas- 
terpieces of  the  leading  painters..  There  is  the  "Ma- 
donna of  the  Goldfinch"  by  Baphael,  pure  and  candid, 
like  an  angel  whose  soul  is  a  bud  not  yet  in  bloom ; 
his  "  St.  John,"  nude,  a  fine  youthful  form  of  fourteen, 
healthy  and  yigorous,  in  which  the  purest  paganism 
lives  oyer  again ;  and  especially  a  superb  head  of  a 
crowned  female,  radiant  as  a  summer  noonday,  with 
fixed  and  earnest  gaze,  her  complexion  of  that  power- 
ful southern  carnation  which  the  emotions  do  not 
change,  where  the  blood  does  not  pulsate  conyulsively 
and  to  which  passion  only  adds  a  warmer  glow,  a  sort 
of  Boman  muse  in  whom  will  still  prevails  oyer  intel- 
lect, and  whose  yivacious  energy  reveals  itself  in  repose 
as  well  as  in  action.*  In  one  comer  a  tall  cavalier  by 
Yan  Dyck,  in  black  and  with  a  broad  frill,  seems  as 
grandly  and  gloriously  proud  in  character  as  in  propor- 
tions, primarily  through  a  well-fed  body  and  next 
through  the  undisputed  possession  of  authority   and 

*  This  picture  is  called  '*  the  Fornarinii.'*    It  is  not  however  the 
Fomarina,  and  it  is  not  certain  that  Raphael  painted  it 
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command.  Three  steps  more  and  we  come  to  the 
"Flight  into  Egypt,"  by  CJorreggio,  the  Virgin  with  a 
charming  spirited  face  wholly  suffused  with  inward 
light  in  which  the  purity,  archness,  gentleness  and 
wildness  of  a  young  girl  combine  to  shed  the  tenderest 
grace  and  impart  the  most  fascinating  allurements. 
Alongside  of  this  a  "Sibyl"  by  Ghiercino,  with  her 
carefully  adjusted  coiffure  and  drapery,  is  the  most 
spiritual  and  refined  of  sentimental  ^etesses. 

I  pass  twenty  others  in  order  to  reserve  the  last  look 
for  Titian's  two  Venuses.  One,  facing  the  door,  re- 
clines on  a  red  velvet  mantle,  an  ample  vigorous  torso 
as  powerful  as  one  of  Bubens'  Bacchantes,  but  firmer — 
an  energetic  and  vulgar  figure,  a  simple,  strong  unin- 
tellectual  courtezan.  She  lies  extended  on  her  back, 
caressing  a  little  cupid  naked  like  herself,  with  the  va- 
cant seriousness  and  passivity  of  soul  of  an  animal  in 
repose  and  expectant.  The  other,  called  "  Venus  with 
the  Dog,"  is  a  patrician's  mistress,  couched,  adorned 
and  ready.  We  recognize  a  palace  of  the  day,  the 
alcove  fitted  up  and  colors  tastefully  and  magnificently 
contrasted  for  the  pleasure  of  the  eye ;  in  the  back- 
ground are  servants  arranging  clothes ;  through  a  win- 
dow a  section  of  blue  landscape  is  visible  ;  the  master 
is  about  to  arrive.  Nowadays  we  devour  pleasure 
secretly  like  stolen  fruit ;  then  it  was  served  up  on  gold- 
en salvers  and  people  sat  down  to  it  at  a  table.  It  is 
because  pleasure  was  not  vile  or  bestial.  This  woman 
holding  a  bouquet  in  her  hand  in  this  grand  columnar 
saloon  has  not  the  vapid  smile  or  the  wanton  and  mali- 
cious air  of  an  adventuress  about  to  commit  a  bad 
action.  The  calm  of  evening  enters  the  palace  through 
noble  architectural  openings.  Under  the  pale  green  of 
the  curtains  lies  the  figure  on  a  white  sheet,  slightly 
flushed  with  the  regular  pulsation  of  life,  and  devel- 
oping the  harmony  of  her  undulating  forms.  The  head 
is  small  and  placid  ;  the  soul  does  not  rise  above  the 
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corporeal  instincts;  Lence  she  can  resign  herself  to 
them  without  shame,  while  the  poesy  of  art,  luxury  and 
security  on  all  sides  comes  to  decorate  and  embellish 
them.  She  is  a  courtezan,  but  also  a  lady ;  in  those 
days  the  former  did  not  efface  the  latter ;  one  was  as 
much  a  title  as  the  other  and,  probably,  in  demeanor, 
affection  and  intellect  one  was  as  good  as  the  other. 
The  celebrated  Imperia  had  her  tomb  in  the  church  of 
San  Gregorio,  at  Bome,  with  this  inscription  :  "  Impe- 
ria, a  Boman  courtezan  worthy  of  so  great  a  name,  fur- 
nished an  example  to  men  of  perfect  beauty,  lived 
twenty-six  years  and  twelve  days,  and  died  in  1511, 
August  25."  Two  centuries  after  this  President  De 
Brosses,  at  Venice,  on  being  directed  to  a  certain  ad- 
dress found  a  lady  so  noble  in  her  manner,  so  dignified 
in  her  bearing  and  so  refined  in  her  language  that  he 
stammered  out  an  apology  ;  he  was  about  to  withdraw, 
aghast  at  his  mistake,  when  she  smiled  and  bade  him 
be  seated. 

On  passing  from  the  Italian  into  the  Flemish  galle- 
ries one  is  completely  turned  around :  here  are  paint- 
ings executed  for  merchants  content  to  remain  quietly 
at  home  eating  good  dinners  and  speculating  over  the 
profits  of  their  business ;  moreover  in  rainy  and  muddy 
countries  dress  has  to  be  cared  for,  and  by  the  women 
more  than  the  men.  The  mind  feels  itself  contracted 
on  entering  the  circle  of  this  well-to-do  domestic  life ; 
such  is  the  impression  of  Corinne  when  from  liberal 
Italy  she  passes  to  rigid  and  dreary  Scotland.  And 
yet  there  is  a  certain  picture,  a  large  landscape  by  Bem- 
brandt,  which  equals  and  surpasses  all;  a  dark  sky 
bursting  with  showers  amongst  flocks  of  screaming 
crows ;  beneath,  is  an  infinite  stretch  of  coimtrv  as  des- 
olate  as  a  cemetery ;  on  the  right  a  mass  of  barren 
rocks  of  so  mournful  and  lugubrious  a  tint  as  to  attain 
to  the  sublime  in  effect.  So  is  it  with  an  andante  of 
Beethoven  after  an  Italian  Opera. 
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April  14. — The  Uffi^. — A  visit  to  the  antiques  and 
sculptures  of  the  renaissance.  The  relationship  of 
the  two  ages  is  immediately  recognized.  Both  are 
equally  pagan,  that  is  to  say  wholly  occupied  with  the 
present  and  physical  life.  Notwithstanding  this  they 
are  separated  by  two  notable  differences  ;  the  antique 
is  more  calm,  and,  on  coming  down  to  the  best  period  of 
Oreek  sculpture  this  calmness  is  extraordinary ;  it  is 
that  of  animal  life,  almost  yegetative ;  man  Utcs  for 
the  sake  of  living  and  desires  nothing  beyond.  We 
find  in  him,  indeed,  at  the  first  aspect,  an  apathetic  air, 
or  at  least  dull,  approaching  melancholy,  in  contrast 
with  the  constant  feverishness  and  profound  elabora- 
tion of  modern  heads. 

The  renaissance  sculptor,  on  the  other  hand,  imi- 
tates the  real  more  subtly,  and  aims  more  at  expression. 
Contemplate  the  statues  of  Yerocchio,  of  Francavilla, 
of  Bandiaelli,  of  Cellini,  and  especially  those  of  Dona- 
tello.  His  "  St.  John  the  Baptist,"  emaciated  by  fast- 
ing, is  a  skeleton.  His  "David,"  so  elegant,  so  well 
posed,  has  angular  elbows  and  arms  of  extreme  meagre- 
ness;  individual  character,  passionate  emotion,  par- 
ticular situation,  intense  will  and  originality  peer  out 
strongly  in  their  works  as  in  a  portrait.  They  appre- 
ciate animation  more  than  harmony. 

Hence  it  is,  in  sculpture  at  least,  that  the  only  mas- 
ters who  perfectly  present  the  sentiment  of  beauty  are 
the  Greeks.  After  them  all  is  deviation ;  no  other  art 
has  been  able  to  put  the  soul  of  the  spectator  in  so  just 
an  equilibrium.  This  is  apparent  on  strolling  an  hour 
through  this  long  gallery.  The  mind  is  suddenly  tran- 
quillized ;  it  seems  to  have  recovered  its  firmness.  The 
heads  of  empresses  are  rapidly  passed,  almost  all  spoiled 
by  an  overloaded  and  pretentious  coiffure;  a  glance 
is  bestowed  on  the  busts  of  the  emperors,  interesting  to 
a  historian  and  each  of  which  is  the  summary  of  a  reign 
and  a  character ;  but  one  stops  before  the  statues  of 
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athletes,  of  the  "Discobulus,"  of  the  small  "Bac- 
chante," and  especially  of  the  gods,  "  Mercury,"  "  Ve- 
nus "  and  the  two  Apollos.  Muscles  are  obliterated ; 
the  trunk  is  prolonged  without  depressions  or  projec- 
tions into  the  arms  and  thighs ;  there  is  no  ef- 
fort. How  strange  this  term  in  our  world  where  one 
encounters  nothing  but  effort  I  The  reason  is  that,  since 
the  Greeks,  man,  in  deyeloping  himself,  has  become 
distorted;  he  has  become  distorted  all  on  one  side 
through  the  predominance  of  cerebral  activity.  Nowa- 
days he  desires  too  much,  he  aims  too  high  and  has 
too  much  to  do.  In  those  days  after  a  youth  had 
exercised  in  the  gymnasium,  when  he  had  learned 
a  few  hymns  and  could  read  Homer,  when  he  had  list- 
ened to  orators  in  the  agora  and  to  philosophers  in  the 
portico,  his  education  was  finished ;  the  man  was  ac- 
complished and  he  began  life  complete.  A  rich  young 
Englishman  of  to-day,  of  good  family  and  calm  in  blood, 
who  has  rowed,  boxed  and  raced  a  good  deal,  who  pos- 
sesses healthy  and  precise  ideas,  who  deliberately  lives 
in  the  country,  is,  in  these  days,  the  least  imperfect  imi- 
tation of  the  young  Athenian ;  he  often  possesses  the 
same  imity  of  feature  and  the  same  tranquil  regard. 
But  this  does  not  last  long.  He  is  forced  to  imbibe  too 
much  knowledge,  and  too  positive  knowledge :  lan- 
guages, geography,  political  economy,  Greek  verses  at 
Eton,  mathematics  at  Cambridge,  newspaper  statistics 
and  documents,  besides  the  Bible  and  ethics.  Our  civ- 
ilization overwhelms  us ;  man  staggers  under  the  pros- 
sure  of  his  ever-increasing  task ;  the  burden  of  inven- 
tions and  ideas  which  he-  easily  bore  in  infancy  is  no 
longer  proportioned  to  his  strength.  He  is  obliged  to 
shut  himself  up  in  a  little  province  and  become  special 
One  development  excludes  others ;  he  must  be  either 
laborer  or  student,  politician  or  philosopher,  manufac- 
turer or  man  of  family  and  confine  himself  to  one  thing 
at  the  expense  of  all  the  rest ;  he  woidd  be  inadequate 
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"were  he  not  mutilated.  Hence  the  loss  in  him  of  calm- 
ness, and  the  loss  in  art  of  harmony.  The  sculptor, 
however,  no  longer  addresses  himself  to  a  religions  civic 
community,  but  to  a  crowd  of  isolated  amateurs ;  he 
ceases  to  act  in  the  capacity  of  priest  and  of  citizen,  and 
is  only  a  man  and  an  artist.  He  dwells  on  the  anatomi- 
cal details  that  are  to  arrest  connoisseurs,  and  on'  the 
exaggerated  expression  which  is  comprehended  by  the 
ignorant.  He  is  a  sort  of  expert  goldsmith  desirous  of 
gaining  and  of  retaining  pubHc  attention.  He  executes 
simply  a  work  of  art  and  not  a  work  of  national  art. 
The  spectator  pays  him  in  praise  and  he  pays  the  spec- 
tator by  pleasing  him.  Compare  the  "  Mercury"  of  John 
of  Bologna  with  the  young  Greek  athlete  near  him. 
The  former,  springing  on  his  toe  is  a  tour  deforce  which 
is  to  do  honor  to  the  artist,  and  prove  an  attractive 
spectacle  to  fix  the  eyes  of  visitors.  The  young  Athe- 
nian, on  the  contrary,  who  says  nothing,  who  does  noth- 
ing, who  is  contented  to  live,  is  an  effigy  of  the  city,  a 
monument  of  its  Olympic  victories,  an  example  for  all  the 
youths  of  its  gymnasia  ;  he  is  of  service  to  education 
as  the  statue  of  a  god  is  of  service  to  religion.  Neither 
the  god  nor  the  athlete  need  be  interesting;  it  suf- 
fices for  them  to  be  perfect  and  tranquil ;  they  are  not 
objects  of  luxury,  but  instruments  of  public  welfare ; 
they  are  commemorative  objects  and  not  pieces  of  fur- 
niture. People  respect  and  profit  by  them ;  they  do  not 
use  them  for  their  diversion  nor  as  material  for  criticism. 
Likewise,  again,  the  marble  "  David"  of  Donatello,  so 
proudly  ^rect,  draped  in  so  original  a  manner,  so 
haughtily  grave,  is  not  a  hero  or  a  legendary  saint,  but 
a  pure  creation  of  the  imagination ;  the  artist  fashions 
a  pagan  or  a  christian  according  to  order  and  his  sole 
concern  is  to  please  people  of  taste.  Consider,  at  last, 
Michael  Angelo  himself,  his  "  Dead  Adonis"  with  head 
inclined  upon  his  bent  arm,  and  the  "  Bacchus"  who 
raises  his  cup  and  half  opens  his  mouth  as  if  to  drink  a 
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health— two  admirable  figures,  so  natural  and  almost 
antique.  With  him,  however,  as  with  his  contempora- 
ries, action  and  interest  predominate  ;  he,  no  more  than 
they,  contents  himself  with  representing  a  simple  exist- 
ence calm  in  its  own  repose.  Through  this  great  trans- 
formation of  human  life,  thus  disjointed  and  dissevered 
in  its  various  organs,  the  ideal  model,  public  sentiment 
and  the  artistic  spirit  have  radically  changed,  and 
that  which  henceforth  the  new  art  typifies  is  individual 
personality,  striking  peculiarities,  uncontrollable  pas- 
sion, diversities  of  action,  instead  of  the  abstract  type, 
of  the  general  form,  of  harmony  and  of  repose. 

We  follow  out  this  idea  and  leave  the  Uffizj  to  see 
other  statues.  We  enter  the  Palazzo-Yecchio.  Its 
court  is  supported  by  columns  entirely  covered  with 
ornamentation  and  with  small  figures,  the  rich  and 
brilliant  invention  of  the  renaissance.  In  the  middle 
of  the  court  stands  a  fountain  the  perfection  of  ele- 
gance, (this  term  always  recurs  to  one  in  Florence,) 
and,  erect  on  its  top,  Yerocchio  has  placed  a  charming, 
animated  statue  of  a  child  in  bronze.  You  ascend  to 
the  great  Council-chamber  painted  by  Yasari  with 
large,  insipid  frescoes ;  and  around  it  you  see  a  range 
of  marble  statues,  the  "  Adam"  and  "  Eve"  of  Bandi- 
nelli,  both  of  them  meagre  and  real ;  "  Yirtue  triumph- 
ant over  Yice,"  by  John  of  Bologna,  a  grand,  sensual 
imperious  fellow,  entirely  nude,  with  a  singularly  dis- 
torted thigh ;  a  youthful  victor  standing  over  a  pris- 
oner, by  Michael  Angelo,  with  an  elongated  body  and 
a  very  small  head,  two  traits  which  his  school  is  to 
copy  literally,  and  finally  exaggerate.  The  same  char- 
acter reappears  everywhere,  that  of  beauty  centred  in 
exact  imitation  or  in  modifications  of  expression ;  it  is, 
however,  a  new  field  on  which  a  whole  world  may  be 
built. 

In  order  to  comprehend  this  it  is  necessary  to  visit 
the  church  of  San  Lorenzo,  filled  with  the  works  of 
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Donatello,  Yerocchio  and  Michael  Angelo.  The  church 
is  by  Brunelleschi  and  the  chapel  by  Michael  Angelo, 
one  being  a  sort  of  temple  with  a  flat  ceiling  sustained 
by  Corinthian  columns,  and  the  other  a  square  structure 
surmounted  by  a  cupola,  the  former  being  too  classic 
and  the  latter  too  cold ; — one  hesitates  before  writing 
these  two  words ;  and  yet  nothing  must  be  kept  bQ.ck 
even  in  the  presence  of  such  great  names.  The  two 
pulpits  however,  by  Donatello,  the  bronze  bas-reliefs 
which  cover  the  marble,  so  many  natural  and  impas- 
sioned little  figures,  and  especially  the  frieze  of  nude 
cherubs  playing  and  running  along  the  cornice,  and  the 
charming  balcony  above  the  organ  so  delicately  wrought 
that  it  seems  to  be  of  ivory,  with  its  niches,  shells,  col- 
umns, animals  and  foliage — how  graceful  and  what 
taste !  And  what  omamentalists  they  were^  these  re- 
naissance sculptors  I  Thereupon  you  enter  the  Medici 
chapel  and  contemplate  the  colossal  figures  which 
Michael  Angelo  has  placed  on  their  tombs.  Nothing 
in  modem  statuary  is  equal  to  them,  and  the  noblest 
antique  figures  are  not  superior;  they  are  different, 
which  is  all  one  can  say.  Phidias  executed  serene 
gods  and  Michael  Angelo  suffering  heroes ;  but  suffering 
heroes  are  equal  to  serene  gods ;  it  is  the  same 
magnanimity,  here  exposed  to  the  miseries  of  the 
world,  there  emancipated  from  the  miseries  of  the 
world ;  the  sea  is  as  grand  in  tempest  as  in  repose. 

Every  one  has  seen  a  drawing  or  a  plaster  cast  of 
these  statues ;  but,  unless  on  this  spot,  no  one  has 
seen  their  soul.  It  is  essential  to  have  felt,  almost 
through  contact  with  them,  the  colossal  and  superhu- 
man massiveness  of  these  grand  elongated  forms  whose 
muscles  speak  to  you ;  the  hopeless  nudity  of  these 
virgins  of  which  we  see  only  the  spirit,  the  grief  and  the 
race,  without  the  mind  of  itself  being  capable  of  enter- 
taining any  other  sentiment  but  fear  and  compassion. 
Their  blood  is  different  from  ours ;  a  fallen  Diana,  cap- 
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tive  in  the  hands  of  the  barbarians  of  the  Tanrica, 
would  possess  this  visage  and  this  form. 

One  of  them,  half-reclining,  awakes  and  seems  to  be 
shaking  off  a  fearful  dream.  The  head  is  bowed,  the 
brow  frowning,  the^ejes  hollow,  and  the  cheeks  ema- 
ciated. How  much  misery  had  to  be  endured  in  order 
that  such  a  form  might  feel  the  burden  of  life !  Its 
indestructible  beauty  has  not  succumbed,  and  yet  in- 
ward suffering  begins  to  reveal  its  corroding  imprint. 
The  superb  animal  vitality,  the  vivacious  energy  of  the 
trunk  and  limbs  are  intact,  but  the  spirit  falters ;  she 
lifts  herself  painfully  on  an  arm,  and  beholds  the  light 
with  regret.  How  sad  to  raise  the  eyelids,  and  to  feel 
that  once  more  must  be  borne  the  buitden  of  a  human 
day!     , 

By  her  side  a  man,  seated,  turns  half  round  with  a 
sombre  air  like  one  overcome,  irritable  and  expectant. 
What  an  effort,  and  what  writhing  when  the  mass  of 
muscles  furrowing  this  torso  swells  and  strains  in  order 
to  clutch  an  enemy !  On  the  other  tomb  an  unfinished 
captive,  his  head  half  disengaged  from  its  stone  ma- 
trix, the  arms  rigid,  the  body  contorted,  raises  his  shoul- 
der with  a  formidable  gesture.  I  see  there  all  of 
Dante*s  figures,  Ugolino  gnawing  the  skull  of  his 
enemy,  the  damned  half  springing  from  tlieir  flaming 
sepulchres;  but  these  are  not  the  cursed;  they  are 
grand  wounded  spirits  justly  indignant  at  slavery. 

A  grand  female  form  extended  is  sleeping ;  an  owl 
in  front  of  it  is  placed  at  its  feet.  This  is  the  sleep 
of  exhaustion,  the  dull  lethargy  of  an  overtaxed  being 
who  has  sunk  down  and  rests  inert.  It  is  called  Night, 
and  Michael  Angelo  has  written  on  the  pedestal,  "  Sleep 
is  sweet,  and  yet  more  sweet  is  it  to  be  of  stone  while 
misery  and  wrong  endure.  Not  to  see,  not  to  feel,  is 
my  joy.  So  wake  me  not  I  Ah,  speak  in  whispers !" 
These  lines  are  not  necessary  to  make  the  sentiment 
which  guided  his  hand  understood ;  his  statues  tell  their 
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own  story.  His  own  Florence  had  just  been  van- 
quished; in  vain  had  he  fortified  and  defended  it; 
after  a  siege  of  a  year  Pope  Clement  had  captured  it. 
The  last  free  government  was  destroyed.  Mercenaries 
broke  into  the  houses  killing  its  best  citizens.  Four 
hundred  and  sixty  emigres  were  condemned  to  death 
as  outlaws^  or  read  proclamations  throughout  Italy 
fixing  a  price  on  their  heads.  They  had  ransacked 
Michael  Angelo's  dwelling  in  order  to  seize  and  carry 
him  away;  had  not  a  friend  concealed  him  he  too 
would  have  perished.  He  had  passed  long  days  con- 
fined in  this  asylum,  knowing  that  death  was  taking 
the  noblest  lives  and  hovering  around  his  own.  If  the 
Pope  afterward  spared  him  it  was  only  through  family 
interest,  and  in  order  that  he  might  finish  the  Medici 
chapel.  He  shut  himself  up  in  it ;  he  devoted  himself 
to  it  passionately ;  he  tried  to  forget  in  it,  in  intellectual 
strife  and  in  weariness  of  hand,  the  ruin  of  vanquished 
liberty,  the  agony  of  a  down-trodden  country,  the  de- 
feat of  outraged  justice,  the  tumult  of  suppressed  re- 
sentments, of  his  impotent  despair  and  of  his  devour- 
ing humiliations,  and  it  is  this  indomitable  rebellion  of 
his  soul,  sternly  confronting  oppression  and  servitude, 
which  he  has  here  put  into  his  heroes  and  his  virgins. 
Above  them,  the  mute  Lorenzo,  silent  and  tragic  be- 
neath his  warrior's  casque,  with  his  hand  on  his  lip,  is 
about  to  arise.  A  king  sits  in  this  attitude  when,  in  the 
midst  of  his  army,  he  orders  the  execution  of  some 
judicial  act  like  the  destruction  of  a  city.  Frederic 
Barbarossa  must  have  appeared  thus  when  he  caused 
Milan  to  be  ploughed  up. 

Near  the  door  is  an  admirable  Virgin,  unfinished, 
supporting  her  child  on  her  hip ;  her  tall  draped  form 
is  of  wonderful  nobleness ;  she  leans  over  and  her  hol- 
low flank  makes  a  peculiar  curve  following  the  folds  of 
her  robe ;  her  thin  face  wears  an  expression  of  benev- 
olent sadness.     Like  her  reclining  sisters  she  is  of  a 


150        THE  FLORENTINE  SCHOOL  OF  ABT. 

more  suffering  and  more  exalted  race  than  the  human 
race ;  all  are  beings  disproportioned  to  things  below, 
bruised  and  tempest-tossed  in  life's  career,  encounter- 
ing at  long  intervals  respites  of  calm  and  of  sublime 
reverie. 

Between  his  tranquil  *'  Pieta"  of  St.  Peter's  at  Borne 
and  this  grandiose  Virgin  vfith  such  a  subtle  and  mel- 
ancholy spirit,  what  a  distance  1  Add  to  these  the 
"  Moses"  and  the  ceiling  of  the  Sistine  chapeL  How 
the  man  has  grown  and  suffered !  How  he  has  formed 
and  revealed  his  original  conception  of  life  I  This  is 
modem  art,  wholly  personal  and  manifesting  the  indi- 
vidual, the  artist  himself,  in  opposition  to  antique  art 
which  is  wholly  impersonal  and  unfolding  a  general 
idea  expressive  of  the  city.  One  finds  the  same  differ- 
ence between  Homer  and  Dante,  between  Sophocles  and 
Shakespeare ;  Art  becomes  more  and  niore  a  confession, 
that  of  an  individual  soul,  expressing  itself  and  reveal- 
ing itself  fully  to  a  dispersed  and  indefinite  assembly 
of  other  souls.  Thus  was  Beethoven,  the  most  mod- 
em and  grandest  of  all  musicians. — The  consequence 
is  that  an  artist  must  be  a  personality;  if  not,  he 
has  nothing  to  say.  An  Italian  remarked  to  me  at 
Sienna ;  "  Formerly  artists  painted  with  the  passions 
they  had;  now  they  paint  those  they  think  they  have. 
This  is  why  after  having  given  us  men  they  now  give 
us  phantoms  of  men." 
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THE  PITTI  PALACE.— THE  MEDICI  MONAECHT.-MANNEES  ANDCUS* 
TOMS  OF  THE  COtJRT.-PROMENADES  AMONG  THE  PAINTERS.- 
ANDBBA  DEL  8ARTO  AND  FBA  BABTOLOMBO.»THB  SPIRIT  AND 
INFLUENCE  OF  FLORENCE  IN  ITALY. 

I  DOUBT  if  there  is  a  palace  in  Europe  more  monn- 
mental  than  the  Pitti  Palace.  I  have  not  seen  one  that 
leaves  such  a  simple,  grandiose  impression.  Placed 
on  an  eminence  its  entire  outline  appears  in  profile 
against  the  clear  blue  sky,  its  three  distinct  stories 
superposed  one  above  the  other  like  three  regular 
blocks,  the  narrowest  on  the  top  of  the  broadest.  Two 
terraces  project  crosswise  on  the  two  flanks  adding  to 
it  another  mass.  But  what  is  really  unique  and  carries 
to  an  extreme  the  grandiose  serenity  of  the  edifice  is 
the  vastness  of  the  material  of  which  it  is  built.  It  is 
not  stone,  but  fragments  of  rock  and  almost  sections 
of  mountains.  Some  blocks,  especially  those  support- 
ing? the  terraces,  are  as  lon&^  as  five  men.  Scarcely 
he^  ont,  ragged  and  dark,  they  preserve  their  original 
asperity,  as  would  a  mountain  if  torn  from  its  founda- 
tions.  broken  into  fragmente  and  erected  on  a  new  site 
by  Cyclopean  hands. 

There  is  no  ornamentation  on  the  facade;  a  long 
balustrade  simply  runs  along  the  top,  intersecting  the 
motionless  azure.  Colossal  round  arcades  support  the 
windows,  and  each  of  their  vertebrae  forms  a  projection 
with  its  primitive  irregularities,  as  if  the  skeleton  of  an 
old  giant. 

Inside  is  a  square  court  like  that  of  the  Famese  pal- 
ace, surrounded  by  four  architectural  masses  as  austere 
and  as  vast  as  the  exterior.    Here  also  ornament  is 
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wanting,  and  designedly.  The  entire  decoration  con- 
sists of  a  lining  of  doric  columns  upon  which  are  ionic 
columns  and,  over  these,  corinthian  columns.  Bat 
these  piles  of  round  blocks,  rising  one  above  another 
or  alternating  with  square  blocks  equal,  in  the  force  of 
their  massiveness  and  the  sharpness  of  their  angles, 
the  ruggedness  and  energy  of  the  rest.  Stone  reigns 
supreme  here ;  the  eye  seeks  for  nothing  beyond  yari- 
ety  of  reliefs  and  substantial  position  ;  it  seems  as  if  it 
subsisted  in  and  for  itself,  as  if  art  and  man's  will  had 
not  intervened  and  as  if  there  were  no  room  for  fancy. 
On  the  ground-floor,  stout,  resistant  doric  pillars  bear 
arcades  forming  a  promenade  ;  and  each  curve,  brist- 
ling with  its  bosses,  seems  to  be  the  joint  of  an  antedi- 
luvian spine.  A  brown  tint  like  that  of  a  crag  corroded 
by  time,  renders  the  huge  edifice  sombjre  from  top  to 
bottom,  extending  even  to  the  rude  chequered  flagging 
of  the  court,  enclosed  within  this  accumulation  of  stones. 
A  Florentine  trader  built  this  palace  in  the  fifteenth 
century  and  thereby  ruined  himself.  Brunelleschi  made 
the  plan,  and,  fortunately,  his  successors  who  completed 
the  structure,  did  not  modify  its  character.  If  any- 
thing can  give  an  idea  of  the  grandeur,  severity  and 
audacity  of  intellect  which  the  middle  ages  bequeathed 
to  the  free  citizens  of  the  renaissance  it  is  the  aspect 
of  such  a  dwelling  built  by  a  single  individual  for  his 
own  use,  and  the  contrast  of  its  internal  magnificence 
with  its  external  simplicity.  The  Medicis,  become  ab- 
solute princes,  bought  the  palace  in  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury and  decorated  it  as  princes.  It  contains  five  hun- 
dred pictures,  all  selected  among  the  best,  and  several 
are  masterpieces.  They  do  not  form  a  musee  according 
to  schools  or  centuries,  as  in  our  great  modem  collec- 
tions, to  serve  the  purposes  of  study  or  of  history  and 
provide  documents  for  a  democracy  which  recognizes 
science  as  its  guide  and  instruction  as  its  support ;  they 
decorate  the  saloons  of  a  royal  palace,  wherein  the 
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prince  receives  his  courtiers  and  displays  his  luxurious- 
ness  by  festiTities.  The  age  of  creators  is  replaced  by 
the  age  of  connoisseurs,  and  the  pomp  of  golden  vest- 
ments, the  gravity  of  Spanish  etiquette,  the  gallantry  of 
recent  sigisbeism  the  diplomacy  of  official  intercourse 
and  the  license  and  refinements  of  monarchical  habits 
and  tastes  display  themselves  alongside  of  the  noble 
forms  and  Hving  flesh  of  paintings,  before  golden  ara- 
besques on  the  walls  and  a  sumptuous  array  of  furniture 
by  which  the  prince  manifests  and  maintains  his  rank 
and  figure.  Pietro  di  Cortona,  Fedi  and  Marini,  the  last 
of  the  painters  of  the  decadence,  cover  the  ceilings  with 
allegories  in  honor  of  this  reigning  family.  Here  is 
Minerva  rescuing  Cosmo  I.  from  Yenus  and  presenting 
him  to  Hercules,  the  type  of  great  works  and  heroic 
exploits;  he  in  fact,  put  to  death  or  proscribed  the 
leading  citizens  of  Florence,  and  he  it  is  who  said  of  a 
refractory  city  that  he  "would  rather  depopulate  it 
than  lose  it."  Elsewhere,  Glory  and  Virtue  are  leading 
him  to  Apollo,  the  patron  of  arts  and  letters ;  he,  in 
fact,  furnished  magnificent  apartments  and  pensioned 
the  writers  of  sonnets.  -  Farther  on,  Jupiter  and  the  en- 
tire Olympian  group  are  all  astir  to  receive  him ;  he,  in 
fact,  poisoned  his  daughter,  caused  his  daughter's  lover 
to  be  killed  and  slew  his  son  who  had  slain  a  brother  ; 
the  second  daughter  was  stabbed  by  her  husband,  and 
tiie  mother  died  on  account  of  it ;  these  operations  re- 
commence in  the  following  generation :  assassinations 
and  poisonings  are  hereditary  in  this  family.  But  the 
tables  of  malachite  and  of  pietra  dura  are  so  beautiful! 
The  ivory  cabinets,  the  mosaic  furniture,  the  cups  with 
dragon  handles  are  in  such  exquisite  taste !  What 
court  better  enjoys  works  of  art  and  knows  better  how 
to  give  fetes  ?  What  is  there  more  brilliant,  what  more 
ingenious  than  the  mythological  representations  in 
honor  of  the  marriage  of  Francis  di  Medici  with  the 
famous  Bianco  Capello  and  of  Cosmo  di  Medici  with 
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Mary  Magdalen  of  Austria  ?^  What  retreat  could  be 
better  for  academicians  who  purify  language  and  com- 
pose dedications,  for  poets  who  turn  compliments  and 
point  concetti?  Obsequious  politeness  flourishes  here 
with  its  magniloquence,  Uterary  pnrism  with  its  scru- 
pies,  contemptuous  dilettantism  with  its  refinements, 
sensuality  in  satisfied  indifference,  while  "  the  most  il- 
lustrious, most  accomplished,  most  perfect  gentleman," 
becomes  the  cicerone  of  Europe,  explains  with  a  com- 
placent smile  to  barbarians  from  the  N<Mrth,t  "  the  vir- 
tue" of  his  painters  and  "  the  bravery"  of  his  sculptors. 
There  are  too  many  of  them, — I  have  to  say  the  same 
as  at  the  Uffizj,  come  and  see  them.  Five  or  six  pictures 
by  Baphael  stand  out  from  the  rest:  one  is  that 
Madonna  which  the  Grand  Duke  took  with  him  on  his 
travels ;  she  is  standing  in  a  red  robe  and  with  a  long 
green  veil,  the  simplicity  of  the  color  heightening  the 
simplicity  of  the  attitude.  A  small  diaphanous  white 
veil  covers  the  fine  blonde  hair  up  to  the  edge  of  the 
brow,;  the  eyes  are  lowered  and  the  complexion  is  of  ex- 
treme purity ;  a  delicate  tint  like  that  of  the  wild-rose 
tinges  the  cheeks  and  the  small,  mouth  is  closed;  she 
has  the  calmness  and  innocence  of  a  German  virgin. 
Baphael  here  is  still  of  the  school  of  Perugino. — An- 
other picture,  "  The  Madonna  della  Seggiola"  forms  a 
striking  contrast  to  this.  She  is  a  beautiful  Grecian  or 
Circassian  Sultana ;  her  head  is  covered  with  a  sort  of 
turban  while  striped  oriental  stuffs  of  bright  colors  and 
embroidered  with  gold  wind  around  her  form;  she 
bends  over  her  child  with  the  beautiful  action  of  a  wild 
animal  and  her  clear  eyes,  without  thought,  look  you 
full  in  the  face.  Baphael  here  has  become  the  pagan 
and  only  thinks  of  the  beauty  of  physical  being  and 
the  embellishment  of  the  human  figure. — ^Yon  recog- 
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nize  this  in  the  '^Yision  of  Ezekiel/'  a  sjaal]  canvas  a 
foot  high  but  of  the  grandest  character.  Jehovah, 
who  appears  in  a  whirlwind,  is  a  Jupiter  with  nude 
breast,  muscular  anns  and  a  royal  bearing,  and  the 
angels  around  him  have  such  chubby  bodies  as  to  be 
almost  fat.  None  of  the  fury  or  delirium  of  the  He- 
brew seer  subsists  here;  the  angels  are  joyous,  the 
grouping  harmonious  and  the  coloring  healthy  and  beau- 
tiful ;  this  vision  which,  with  the  prophet  makes  the 
teeth  clatter  and  the  flesh  creep,  with  th^  painter  only 
elevates  and  fortifies  the  soul.  That  which  we  find 
with  him  thfoughout  is  perfection  in  the  proportionate.^ 
AH  his  personages,  whether  christian  or  pagan,  are  in 
equilibrium  and  at  peace  with  themselves  and  with  all  the 
world.  They  appear  to  dwell  in  the  azure  as  he 
himself  lived  in  it,  admired  from  the  start,  beloved 
by  everybody,  exempt  from  crosses,  amorous  without 
phrensy,  laboring  without  restlessness  and,  in  this  con- 
stant serenity,  occupied  in  obtaining  a  rounded  arm 
and  a  doubling  thigh  for  an  infant,  a  small  ear  and 
curling  tresses  for  a  woman,  searching,  purifying,  dis- 
covering and  beaming  as  if  only  attentive  to  the  music 
within  his  own  breast.  On  this  account  he  only  feebly 
affects  the  spirits  of  those  who  know  no  repose. 

Hence  it  is  that  subtle  and  impassioned  painters,  those 
that  wield  their  art  with  some  grand  motive,  according 
to  a  special  and  dominant  instruct,  please  me  more. 
Portraits,  from  this  point  of  view,  impress  me  more 
than  all  the  rest,  because  they  fully  bring  out  peculiari- 
ties of  individual  character.  One  of  these,  attributed 
to  Leonardo  da  Yinci,  is  called  "  The  Nun."  A  white 
veil  like  a  wimple,  rests  on  the  head ;  the  breast,  bare 
midway  down  the  bosom,  swells  superbly  passionless 
above  a  black  velvet  robe.     The  face  is  colorless,  ex- 


*  The  original  is  la  perfeeHan  dans  la  msmrs.    The  meaning  I  be- 
lieve is,  perfect  parts  in  perfect  relationship. — TV. 
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cepting  the  powerful  and  strange  red  lips,  and  the  whole 
physiognomy  is  calm  with  a  slight  expression  of  dis- 
quietude.     This  is  not  an  abstract  being,  emanating 
from  the  painter's  brain,  but  an  actual  woman  who  has 
lived,  a  sister  of  Mona  Lisa,  as  complex,  as  full  of 
inward  contrasts,  and  as  inexplicable.    Is  she  a  nun, 
a  princess,  or  a  conrtezan?  Perhaps  all  three  at  once, 
like  that  Yirginia  de  Leyva  whose  history  has  just 
been    exhumed.      With  the  deadened  pallor  of   the 
cloister  she  has  the  splendid  nudity  of  the  outward 
world,  and  the  carnation  of  the  lips  on  the  impassible 
pale  face  seems  like  a  scarlet  flower  blcToming  on  a 
sepulchre.     It  is  a  soul,  a  dangerous,  unfathomable 
soul,  slumbering  or  watchful,  within  that  marble  breast. 
In  this  domain  the  Venetians  are  the  greatest  mas- 
ters, and  Titian  is  of  the  highest  rank.     Baphael's  por- 
traits (of  which  there  are  five  here)  tell  me  less ;  he  gives 
the  essential  of  the  type,  simply,  soberly  and  broadly,  but, 
not  like  the  former,  the  profound  moral  expression,  the 
mobile  physiognomy,  the  personal  originality  utterly  in- 
finite, the  entire  inner  nature  of  a  man.    Titian  has 
here  eight  or  ten  portraits, — ^Andrea  Yesale  the  anato- 
mist}, Aretino,  Luigi  Comaro,  Cardinal  Hippolyte  di 
Medici  in  the  costume  of  a  Hungarian  magnate,  aU 
of  them  full  of  life,  with  a  look  strange,  disquieting 
and  uneasy  but  passive  ; — Philip  II.  of  Spain  standing 
in  an  official  costume,  with  slashed  breeches  and  hose 
reaching  to  the  middle  of  the  thigh,  a  wan,  cool-blooded 
being  with  projecting  jaw,  seeming  to  be  abortive,  dis- 
proportioned,  incomplete,  and  steeped  in  birth  and  eti-  ^ 
quette ;  but  especially  a  Yenetian  patrician  whose  name 
is  not  known,  one  of  the  greatest  masterpieces  I  am 
familiar  with.    He  is  about  thirty-five  years  old,  in 
black,  pale,  and  with  an  intense  look.    The  face  is 
slightly  emaciated,  the  eyes  are  pale  blue,  and  a  deli- 
cate jnoustache  connects  with  a  thin  beard  ;  he  is  of  a 
noble  race,  and  of  high  rank,  but  his  enjoyment  of 
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life  lias  been  less  than  that  of  a  common  laborer; 
accusations,  anxieties  and  the  sentiment  of  danger 
have  wasted  and  undermined  him  with  secret  and  in- 
cessant usury.  It  is  an  energetic,  worn,  and  meditative 
brain,  used  to  sudden  resolves  at  critical  turns  of  Ufe, 
and  glows  in  its  surroundings  of  somb^  hues  like  a 
lamp  gleaming  in  an  atmosphere  of  death. 

Sometimes  truthfulness  is  so  vivid  that  the  painter, 
without  knowing  it,  reaches  the  superlatively  comic. 
Such  is  the  portrait  which  Veronese  has  painted  of  his 
wife.  She  is  forty-eight  years  old,  double-chinned,  has 
the  air  of  a  court  dowager  and  the  coi£Fure  of  a  poodle- 
dog;  with  her  black-velvet  robe  cut  low  and  square  on 
the  neck  in  a  framework  of  lace  she  looks  pompous 
enough  and  proud  of  her  charms;  she  is  a  well-pre- 
served ample  figure,  well-displayed,  majestic  and  good- 
natured,  her  ruddy  flesh,  perfect  contentment  and 
general  roundness  suggesting  a  fine  turkey  ready  for 
the  spit. 

It  is  hard  to  leave  these  Venetians,  the  .deep  blue  of 
their  landscape,  their  luminous  nudities  in  warm  shad- 
ows, their  rotund  shoulders  enveloped  in  palpable 
atmosphere,  quivering  flesh  blooming  like  conservatory 
flowers,  the  changeable  folds  of  lustrous  stuffs,  the 
proud  bearing  of  venerable  men  in  their  simarres,  the 
voluptuous  elegance  of  female  lineaments,  the  force  of 
expression  of  structure  and  of  embrace  with  which 
contorted  or  erect  bodies  display  the  opulence  of  their 
vigor  and  the  vitality  of  their  blood.  A  Giorgone  por- 
trays a  nymph  chased  by  a  satyr, — ^how  can  words 
render  the  enjoyment  of  the  eye  and  the  power  of 
tones  ?  All  is  bathed  in  shadow,  but  the  ardent  motion- 
less face,  lovely  shoulder,  and  bosom  all  issue  forth  like 
an  apparition  ;  one  must  see  the  living  flesh  emerging 
from  the  deep  shadow,  and  the  intense  splendor  of 
scarlet  tones  in  deep  and  bright  gradation  from  the 
blackness  of  night  to  the  radiance  of  open  day.    Facing 
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this,  a  Cleopatra  by  Guido,  pearly  gray  on  a  light 
slaty  background,  is  nothing  but  a  dull  phantom,  the 
vanishing  form  of  a  sentimental  young  damsel. — ^Equally 
animated  as  the  nymph  of  Giorgone  is  the  woman  en- 
titled "  Titian's  mistress,"  in  a  blue  robe  embroidered 
with  gold  and  slashed  with  violet  velvet.  Her  auburn 
tresses  of  a  clear  blonde  glow  amidst  light  scattered 
curls  ;  her  lovely  hands,  of  an  exquisitely  refined  flesh 
tone,  are  in  repose,  because  her  toilet  is  complete, 
while  her  head,  that  of  a  gay  young  girl,  happy  in  her 
splendid  attire,  is  enlivened  by  a  scarcely  perceptible 
half-malicious  smile.  She  resembles  the  "  Venus  with 
the  Dog."  If  she  is  the  same  person,  draped  here  and 
undraped  there,  one  can  comprehend  how  painter,  pa- 
trician and  poet  lost  themselves  in  such  felicity ;  the 
heart  and  the  senses  are  all  absorbed  ;  such  a  woman 
according  to  attitude  and  toilette,  combined  in  herself 
fifty  other  women.  No  soul,  indeed,  was  required  ;  all 
that  was  requisite  were  joyousness,  beauty  and  adorn- 
ment. Bead  in  Aretinos'  letters  the  description  of  his 
own,  and  of  other  households  in  Venice. 

But  I  must  stop  short.  I  have  done  wrong  to  let  my 
own  taste  divert  me ;  I  ought  to  have  confined  myself 
to  the  Florentine  painters.  Of  these  there  are  two, 
Andrea  del  Sarto  and  Fra  Bartolomeo,  whom  we  scarcely 
know  at  home,  and  who  have  reached  the  summit  of 
their  art  through  their  elevation  of  type,  beauty  of 
composition,  simplicity  of  process,  harmony  of  draper- 
ies and  tranquillity  of  expression.  Perhaps  in  these 
average,  complete  geniuses  one  obtains  the  most  accu- 
rate and  purest  idea  of  the  art  and  of  the  taste  of 
Florence.  There  are  sixteen  large  paintings  by  Andrea 
del  Sarto  in  the  Pitti  Palace,  others  in  the  Corsini  Pal- 
ace and  in  the  Uffizj  gallery,  and  frescoes,  still  finer,  in 
the  portico  of  the  Servites.  There  are  five  large  works 
by  Fra  Bartolomeo  in  the  Pitti  Palace  and  especially 
a  colossal  "  St.  Mark,"  less  spirited  and.  impetuous  but 
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as  grave  and  as  grand  as  the  Prophets  of  Michael 
Angelo  ;  others  in  the  Uffizj  and,  finally,  an  admirable 
"  St.  Vincent"  in  the  Acadetnj.  This  monk  is  the  most 
religious  of  the  painters  who  have  been  complete  mas- 
ters of  form ;  none  have  so  perfected  the  alliance  be- 
tween Christian  parity  and  pagan  beauty ;  this  same 
man  designed  his  Madonnas  nude  before  applying  the 
color  in  order  to  secure  a  veritable  and  perfect  body 
beneath  the  falling  drapery  f  and  he  became  a  Domin- 
ican after  the  death  of  Savonarola  in  order  to  secure 
salvation ;  a  stra&ge  imion  of  apparently  contradictory 
actions,  and  which  mark  a  unique  moment  in  history ; 
that  in  which  new  paganism  and  old  Christianity,  meet- 
ing without  struggle  and  uniting  without  distinctiveness, 
permit  art  to  worship  sensuous  beauty  and  to  exalt 
physical  life,  with  the  dingle  condition  that  it  shall  only 
prize  nobleness  and  only  portray  the  serious.  With 
moderate,  attenuated  and  always  sober  coloring,  with  a 
dominant  taste  for  pure  drawing,  with  exquisite  propor- 
tion, balance  and  finesse  of  faculties  and  instincts, 
the  Florentines  have  shown  themselves  better  adapted 
than  others  to  fulfil  this  task.  Italian  art  centred  in 
Florence  as  formerly  Grecian  art  in  Athens.  As  form- 
erly in  Greece  other  cities  were  inadequate  or  eccentric. 
As  formerly  in  Greece  other  developments  remained 
local  or  temporary,  and  like  the  Athens  of  former  days, 
Florence  directed  or  rallied  them  around  herself.  As 
formerly  with  Athens  she  maintained  her  supremacy 
until  the  decadence.  Through  Bronzino,  Pontormo, 
the  AUori,  Oigoli,  Doloi  and  Pietro  da  Oortona,  through 
its  language  and  academies,  through  Galileo  and  Fili- 
caja,  through  its  savants  and  poets  and,  at  length,  later 
through  the  tolerance  of  its  masters  and  the  spirit  of 
its  resurrection,  she  remained  in  Italy  the  capital  of  the 

mind. 

— -  — ■ 

*  See  the  collection  of  original  drawingi  in  the  UfB^. 
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FROM  FLORENCE  TO  BOLOGNA— THE  APENNINES— BOLOGNA— STREETS 
AND  FIGURES— WOMEN  AND  THE  YOUNG— L0VB-8AN  DOMENIOO— 
THE  TOMB  OF  SAN  DOMENICO-SAN  FETRONIO-JACOPO  DKLLA 
QUERCIA-^rOHN  OF  BOLOGNA— END  OF  THE  RENAISSANCB. 

From  Fhreno^  to  Bologna^  AprU  17. — A  more  beauti- 
fal  or  more  fertile  country  could  not  be  imagined. 
After  leaving  Pistoija  the  mountains  commence ;  from 
hill  to  hill,  then  from  crag  to  crag,  the  carriage  slowly 
ascends  for  two  hours  over  a  zigzag  road,  and  from 
the  bottom  to  the  top  all  is  cultivated  and  inhabited. 
At  each  turn  of  the  road,  we  see  houses  and  gardens, 
terraces  of  olive-trees,  fields  sustained  by  walls,  fruit- 
trees  sheltered  in  the  hollows,  bits  of  green  meadow  and, 
everywhere,  sparkling  streams.  Women  on  their  knees 
are  washing  clothes  at  the  mouths  of  bubbling  foun- 
tains, or  in  the  little  wooden  conduits  that  distribute 
freshness  and  moisture  to  the  surrounding  declivities. 
As  far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  both  valleys  and  eleva- 
tions bear  the  marks  of  labor  and  of  human  prosperity. 
Everything  is  turned  to  account ;  chestnut-trees  cover 
the  sharp  points  and  the  steep  portions  of  the  soiL 
The  mountain  is  like  one  enormous  terrace  of  multi- 
plied grades  expressly  arranged  for  diverse  species  of 
culture.  'Even  on  the  summit,  in  the  vicinity  of  snow, 
small  terraces  about  six  feet  wide  furnish  grazing  for 
the  flocks.    Signs  of  this  industry  and  prosperity  are  as 


DANTEAN  SCENERY.  161 

visible  among  the  inhabitants  as  upon  the  soil;  the 
peasantry  wear  shoes  and  the  women,  while  tending  their 
flocks  or  walking,  are  braiding  straw.  The  houses  are 
in  good  condition  and  the  villages  are  numerous  and 
provided  with  communal  schools  and,  on  the  summit  of 
the'Apennines,  is  a  cafe  bearing  the  name  of  the  moun- 
tain range.  This  is  truly  the  heart  of  Italy ;  in  genius, 
power  of  invention,  pro^erity,  beauty  a^d  salubrity; 
Florence  surpasses  Borne,  and  against  foreign  invasion 
this  barrier  of  mountains  would  be  a  defence. 

The  other  slope  forms  a  second  barrier;  the  Apen- 
nines with  its  bastions  is  as  broad  as  it  is  high ;  on  the 
descent  the  road  winds  among  little  wooded  gorges 
trickling  with  water,  all  green  beneath  their  ruddy 
vesture  of  woods  framed  in  by  the  sober  forms  of  bare 
rocks.  Night  comes  on,  and  the  railroad  buries  itself 
in  the  defiles  of  a  new  mountain  :  a  fantastic,  horrible, 
devastated  landscape  like  those  of  Dante :  mountains 
shattered,  rocks  broken,  long  subterranean  passages 
wherein  the  roaring  machine  plunges  as  into  a  vortex, 
and  dismantled  valleys  no  longer  anything  but  a  skele- 
ton ;  the  torrent  rushes  almost  under  the  wheels  of  the 
carriages  and  great  slides  of  gravel  suddenly  appear, 
whitened  in  the  bright  moonlight.  In  this  desert, 
amidst  beds  of  boulders  accumulated  during  the  winter, 
and  in  the  recesses  of  a  sepulchral  gorge  is  occasionally 
seen  a  thorny  tree  like  a  spectre  in  its  crypt,  and  when 
the  train  stops,  all  that  the  ear  catches  is  the  roar  of 
the  icy  water  falling  over  naked  stones. 

Bcloffna,  April  17. — Bologna  is  a  city  of  arcades ;  they 
extend  on  both  sides  of  the  principal  streets.  It  is 
quite  pleasant  to  walk  under  them  in  summer  in  the 
shade,  and,  in  winter,  protected  from  the  rain.  Almost 
all  of  the  Italian  cities  have  thus  some  special  contri- 
vance or  construction  adding  to  the  conveniences  of 
life  and  of  service  to  everybody.  Only  in  Italy  do 
people  really  and  universally  comprehend  the  agree- 
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able ;  for  the  reason,  perhaps,  that  everybody  has  need 
of  it  and  aspires  to  it. 

That  which  strikes  one  among  the  young  men  here, 
as  in  Florence  and  elsewhere,  that  which  is  noticeable 
in  the  faces  at  the  theatre,  on  onr  promenades  and  in 
the  streets  is  a  certain  amorous  air,  a  gracious  smiie 
and  tender  and  e^ipansive  ways;  nothing  is  there  of 
French  hardness  or  irony.  They  utter  the  terms  beZZtx, 
veggosay  vaga^  leggiadra,  with  a  pectdiar  accent  like  that 
of  Don  Ottavio  in  Mozart  or  of  the  young  tenors  of  the 
Italian  Opera.  On  the  stage  in  Florence  the  tenor 
kneeling  to  Marguerite  was  inconsistent  but  he  per- 
fectly expressed  that  state  of  mind.  For' the  same 
reason  people  dress  in  light  colors  pleasitig  to  the  eye 
and  wear  rings  and  heavy  gold  chains ;  their  hair  is 
glossy  and  there  is  something  blooming  and  brilliant 
throughout  their  persons. 

As  to  the  women,  the  bold  and  dark  eye,  their  deep 
black  hair  audaciously  knotted  or  masded  in  lustrous 
plaits,  the  vigorously  defined,  forms  of  cheek  and  chin, 
the  brow  often  square,  the  large  and  well-set  visage 
below  it  and  the  solid  boniness  of  the  skull  forestall 
any  appearance  of  gentleness  or  delicacy  and,  gener- 
ally, even  any  air  of  nobleness  and  purity.  To  make 
amends  the  structure  and  expression  of  their  features 
denote  energy,  brilliancy,  gay  self-confidence,  a  posi- 
tive and  clear  intellect,  and  talent  and  will  to  turn  life 
to  the  best  account.  On  looking  in  the  windows  of  the 
bookstores  at  the  figures  provided  by  the  makers  of 
political  caricatures  for  Italy  and  its  provinces,  we  re- 
cognize this  very  character;  although  goddesses  and 
allegorical  goddesses,  their  heads  are  short  and  round, 
and  grossly  gay  and  sensual.  Nothing  can  be  more 
significant  than  these  popular  personages  and  thede 
recognized  types.  By  way  of  contrast  look  at  the  mild 
English  female  of  "  Punch,"  with  long  curls,  and  bran- 
new  frocks ;  or  the  Frenchwoman  of  Marc^lin,  coquet- 
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ti»b,  sprightly,  and  extravagant,  or  the  candid,  honest, 
primitive  German  woman,  somewhat  stupid,  of  the 
"  Elladderadatsch"  and  the  minor  journals  of  Berlin.  I 
have  just  strolled  through  the  streets  of  Bologna ;  it  is 
nine  o'clock  in  the  morning ;  out  of  four  women  there 
are  always  three  of  them  frizzled  and  nearly  in  full 
dress ;  their  keen  eye  boldly  fixes  itself  on  the  passers- 
by  ;  they  go  bareheaded,  some  of  them  merely  letting  a 
black  veil  hang  down  over  their  shoulders  ;  their  hair 
fiwells  out  superbly  on  both  sides  of  the  head ;  they 
seem  to  be  equipped  for  conquest ;  nobody  could  im- 
agine  a  more  naturaUy  triumphant  physiognomy,  an 
air  more  like  that  of  a  prima-donna  in  the  clouds. 
With  a  character  Uke  this,  the  spirit  and  the  imagina- 
tion of  men,  they  must  control. 

What  can  be  done  at  a  table-d'hote  if  not  to  look 
about  one  ?  In  this  forced  silence  and  society  the  brain 
and  eyes  are  both  busy.  The  lady  facing  me  is  the  wife 
of  a  major  on  garrison  duty  in  the  Abruzzi,  beautiful 
although  mature,  gay,  prompt,  self-confident,  and  what 
a  tongue !  Northern  and  Southern  Europe,  the  latin 
and  the  germanic  races  are  a  thousand  leagues  apart  in 
this  facility  of  expression,  in  bold  judgment  and  in 
promptitude  of  action.  She  argues  and  decides  every- 
thing— the  indolence  of  the  Abruzzi  peasantry,  their 
vendette^  the  embarrassments  of  the  government,  her 
dog,  her  husband,  the  officers  of  the  battalion,  "  our  fine 
regiment,  the  27th."  She  addresses  me  and  then  turns 
to  her  neighbor,  an  ecclesiastic,  who,  like  the  rest,  has 
the  same  Italian  air,  that  is  to  say  he  is  gallant  and 
obsequiously  polite.  Her  sentences  flow  out  with  the 
velocity  and  sonorousness  of  an  inexhaustible  torrent. 
Day  before  yesterday,  another,  about  forty-eight,  in  a 
black  spencer  pufied  with  ribbons,  and  with  a  red  face, 
entirely  absorbed  the  conversation  and  made  the  apart- 
ment ring  with  her  tattle  and  exclamations.  The  other 
day  a  pretty  little  bourgeoise  became  indisposed  in  the 
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diligence  interieure,  and  her  husband  had  her  removed 
up  to  the  imperiale  by  our  side.  She  questioned  us  all, 
and  corrected  my  errors  of  pronunciation ;  after  having 
two  or  three  times  in  succession  misplaced  an  accent 
or  not  having  caught  the  precise  tone,  she  became  im- 
patient and  gave  me  a  scolding.  She  informs  us  that 
she  is  just  married,  that  she  and  her  husband  hadn*t  a 
cent  with  which  to  begin  housekeeping,  etc. ;  there  are 
three  men  alongside  of  her  and  she  it  is  who  takes  and 
keeps  the  lead.  I  have  in  my  mind  fifty  others,  all  of 
whom  may  be  grouped  around  these  three  types.  The 
dominant  trait  is  a  vivacity  and  a  clearness  of  concep- 
tion boldly  eiploding  the  moment  it  is  bom.  Their 
ideas  are  aU  cut  out  at  sharp  angles;  she  is  the 
Frenchwoman,  more  vigorous  and  less  fine ;  like  the 
latter,  and  more  than  the  latter,  she  is  self-willed ;  she 
makes  of  herself  a  centre  ;  she  does  not  await  direction 
from  another,  she  takes  the  initiative.  There  is  noth- 
ing in  her  of  the  mild,  the  timid,  the  modest  or  the  re- 
served, no  capacity  for  burying  herself  in  her  house- 
hold with  her  children  and  husband  in  germanio 
fashion.  I  involuntarily  compare,  her  with  the  Eng- 
lish women  who  are  present.  Some  there  are  very 
pecnUar,  piiritanic  at  heart,  rigid  in  mor<ditj.  the  fmit 
of  mechanical  principles,  one  especially,  in  her  straw- 
hat  like  an  extinguisher,  a  genuine  spinster  in  embryo, 
without  toilet,  grace,  smile  or  sex,  always  silent  or, 
when  she  speaks,  as  keen  as  a  knife-blade.  She  belongs, 
without  doubt,  to  that  species  of  young  lady  who  is 
found  ascending  the  White  Nile  alone  with  her  mother, 
or  clambering  up  Mount  Blanc  at  four  in  the  morning 
tied  to  two  guides  by  a  rope,  her  dress  converted  into 
trowsers  and  striding  along  over  the  glaciers.  In  that 
country  artificial  selection  has  produced  sheep  espe- 
cially for  meat,  and  natural  selection,  women  especially 
for  action.  But  the  same  force  has  operated  more 
frequently  in  another  sense ;  the  despotic  energy  of 
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the  man,  and  the  necessity  of  a  tranquil  home  to  the 
overworked  daily  laborer  have  developed  in  the  woman 
qualities  belonging  to  the  ancient  germanic  stock, 
namely  a  capacity  for  subordination  and  respect, 
timorous  reserve,  aptitudes  for  domestic  life,  and  the 
sentiment  of  duty.  She  remains,  accordingly,  the 
young  girl  even  into  matrimony ;  on  being  spoken  to  she 
blushes ;  if,  with  all  possible  precaution  and  circum- 
spection, one  tries  to  draw  her  out  of  the  silence  in 
which  she  is  immured  she  expresses  her  sentiments 
with  extreme  modesty  and  immediately  relapses.  She 
is  immeasurably  removed  from  any  aspirations  of  com* 
mand,  of  taking  the  initiative,  of  independence  even. 
In  all  the  EngUsh  couples  I  have  recently  met  the  man 
is  chief ;  in  everv  Italian  couple  it  is  the  woman. 

ABd  this  is  not  very  surprisiiig.  People  here  seem 
to  be  lovers  naturally  and  organically.  The  drivers 
and  conductors  of  the  diligences  talk  about  nothing 
else.  Before  a  woman,  as  in  the  presence  of  every 
beautiful  or  brilliant  object,  they  leap  at  a  single  bound 
to  admiration  and  enthusiasm.  0  quanto  heUa  1  Twenty 
times  a  day  I  hear  these  earnest  and  emphatic  expres- 
sions. They  resemble  actors  and  exaggerating  mimics. 
BeHo^  hdloy  beUissimo  palazzol  La  chiesa  e  magn^oay 
stttpenda,  ttdti  di  marTnOy  ttUti  di  moaaica  I  Their  eyes 
ensnare  and  their  senses  transport  them.  The  more 
the  diverse  races  are  studied  the  more  do  aptitudes  for 
enjoyment  appear  unequal.  Some  are  scarcely  moved 
to  pleasure ;  others  are  transported  and  overcome  by 
it.  Enjoyment,  with  some,  resembles  the  taste  of  h 
flavorless  apple ;  with  others  the  melting  and  delicious 
savor  of  clusters  of  golden  grapes.  With  some  the 
effect  of  external  objects  is  an  almost  uniform  series  of 
moderate  sensations;  with  others  it  is  a  tumultuous 
contrast  of  extreme  emotions.  Hence  the  ordinary 
cuirent  of  life  is  changed ;  in  every  breast  the  charm 
is  proportioned  to  the  degree  of  enjoyment.    I  might 
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give,  in  this  connection,  two  or  three  stories,  and  es- 
pecially one,  worthy  of  Bandello  and  Pecorone :  I  was 
a  confidant,  and  almost  an  eye-witness,  in  a  small 
town ; — but  such  stories  are  to  be  told  and  not  written ; 
the  French  language  allows  no  expansion  of  simple 
nude  instinct ;  that  which  is  beautiful  it  pronounces 
crudity.  Here  they  are  more  tolerant ;  they  are  ad- 
dicted to  espionage,  it  is  true,  as  in  our  provincial 
towns,  but  society  is  content  to  laugh ;  it  does  not  ex- 
clude lovers,  and  is  not  prudish. 

Bologna^  Api^U  17. — ^The  churches  are  ordinary,  in- 
complete or  modernized ;  but  the  sculptures  are  strik- 
ing. 

The  most  precious  are  m  San  Domenico,  on  the 
tomb  of  Saint  Dominic  decorated  in  1231  by  the  re- 
storer of  art,  Nicholas  of  Pisa.  This  is  the  first  of  the 
monuments  displaying  the  renaissance  of  beauty  in 
Italy.  Bear  in  mind  that  at  this  period  the  ascetic 
spirit  through  the  Dominicans  and  Franciscans,  gained 
fi*esh  energy ;  that  gothic  art  ruled  throughout  Europe ; 
that  it  crossed  the  Alps  and  built  Assisi.  Just  at  the 
height  of  this  mystic  fever,  and  on  the  marble  tomb  of 
the  first  inquisitor,  a  statuary  revives  the  virile  beauty 
of  pagan  forms.  None  of  his  figures  are  morbid,  ex- 
alted or  emaciated;  on  the  contrary  all  are  robust, 
healthy  and  oftentimes  joyous.  If  they  have  any  de- 
fect it  is  excess  of  vigor.  Ordinarily  their  cheeks  are 
too  full,  the  head  too  massive  and  the  body,  overstout, 
is  too  heavy.  The  grand  Virgin  in  the  centre  has  the 
satisfied  serenity  of  a  good  and  happy  mother  of  a 
family ;  her  bambino  is  chubby  and  is  growing  finely. 
A  mother,  whose  son  hsis  been  killed  by  his  horse  and 
who  is  restored  to  life,  shows  the  liveliest  expression  of 
joy.  Several  figures  of  young  girls,  and  one  in  par- 
ticular on  the  extreme  left  of  the  facade,  seem  to 
be  vigorous,  blooming  Greek  caryatides.  The  most 
ascetic   personages  are  transformed   in   this  artist's 
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bands ;  numbers  of  the  big  hooded  monks'  heads  are 
real  and  humorous ;  the  dominant  traits  of  all  these 
figures  are  placidity,  solidity  and  good-humor.  This- 
beautiful  marble  procession  thus  turns  around  the 
panels  of  the  tomb,  and  the  statuettes  decorating  the 
capitals,  executed  by  Niccolo  dell'  Area,  two  centuries 
later,  only  repeat  with  a  greater  degree  of  skilfulness 
the  same  firm  and  free  conception ;  two  youths  espe* 
cially,  one  in  a  coat  of  mail  and  the  other  booted  like 
the  archangels  of  Perugino,  have  an  admirable  spirited 
attitude.  This  shrine  lacks  nothing  of  the  combina- 
tion in  a  few  square  feet  of  the  entire  deyelopment  of 
sculpture.  A  kneeliog  angel  on  the  left,  noble  and 
serene,  and  a  St.  Petronius,  grandiose  and  seyere, 
holding  the  city  in  his  hand,  were  chiselled  by  Mi- 
chael Angelo,  and  from  the  first  to  the  last  matter,  all 
the  works  are  of  the  same  family,  pagan,  energetic  and 
well  proportioned. — If  now  we  promenade  through  the 
church  we  will  see  that  in  this  great  period  of  three 
centuries  the  primitive  idea  did  not  falter.  A  tomb  of 
Taddeo  Pepoli  in  1337,  substantial  and  beautiful,  dis- 
plays no  gothic  finery ;  on  the  two  sides  two  standing 
saints,  tranquil  and  in  large  mantles,  regard  a  kneeling 
figure  offering  them  a  small  chapel. — ^Farther  on  the 
monument  of  Alexander  Tartegno,  in  1477,  in  an 
arched  niche  decked  with  flowers,  fruits,  animals'  heads 
and  small  Corinthian  columns,  shows,  above  the  re- 
cumbent body,  three  Virtues  with  full  and  cheerful 
countenances  in  richly  carved  drapery  and  in  a  studied 
and  expressive  attitude.  These  are  the  complicated 
groupings,  the  minglings  of  ideas  through  which,  in  the 
fifteenth  century,  the  renaissance  commences ;  but, 
among  the  various  turns  of  thought,  the  sculptor  has 
preserved  the  same  race  of  body  imprinted  on  his 
memory,  and  it  is  always  the  sentiment  of  the  human 
framework,  the  solid  muscularity  and  the  natural  and 
nude  life  which  have  guided  him. 
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This  great  city  is  dull  and  miserable.  Several  qaar* 
ters  seem  to  be  deserted ;  vagabonds  are  playing  and 
wrangling  in  the  open  spaces.  Numbers  of  stately 
mansions  seem  gloomy  like  the  houses  of  our  provin- 
cial towns.  It  was,  in  fact,  a  provincial  city  governed 
by  a  pope's  legate ;  from  an  active  republic  it  was  con- 
verted into  a  city  of  the  dead. — The  best  caSe  is 
pointed  out  to  us  and  we  leave  it  as  soon  as  possible ; 
it  is  simply  a  grog-shop.  We  stop  for  a  moment  be- 
fore two  leaning  towers,  square  and  curious,  built  in 
the  twelfth  century,  and  which  have  none  of  the 
elegance  of  that  of  Pisa.  We  reach  the  principal 
church,  San  Petronio,  an  ogival  basilica  with  a  donie 
of  the  Italian  gothic  and  of  an  inferior  species :  the 
mind  dweUs  with  regret  on  the  fine  monuments  of  Pisa, 
of  Sienna,  and  of  Florence ;  a  republican  government 
and  a  free  creative  energy  did  not  last  long  enough 
here  to  allow  the  edifice  to  be  completed.  The  build- 
ing is  cut  in  two,  and  is  half-finished ;  the  interior  is 
whitewashed;  throe  quarters  of  the  windows  have 
been  closed  up  and  the  fa9ade  is  incomplete.  In  the 
dim  light  which  the  too  few  windows  allow  to  enter 
there  are  some  good  sculptures  perceptible;  ''Adam 
and  Eve"  by  Alfonso  Lombardi,  and  an  ''Annuncia- 
tion,"— ^but  one  has  not  the  courage  to  look  at  them,  as 
the  eye  is  saddened.  We  go  out,  and  from  the  dilapi- 
dated steps,  gaze  on  a  dirty  square  with  its  beggars, 
and  a  crowd  of  idle  vagabonds.  We  retrace  our  steps 
in  order  to  obtain  relief  and  suddenly  get  interested. 
Over  the  central  door  is  a  cordon  of  superb  figures, 
grand  and  vigorous  nude  bodies,  pagan  in  action  and 
in  shape,  an  admirable  new-bom  Eve,  another  Eve 
spinning  while  Adam  ploughs,  Adam  reaching  up  to 
pluck  the  apple  with  a  gesture  of  vigorous  vitality. 
They  are  by  Jacopo  della  Querela,  who  executed  them 
in  1425,  at  the  same  time  that  Ghiberti  chased  -the 
gates    of   the  baptistery;    but  Ghiberti   anticipated 
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Bapliael,  and  Querela  seems  to  have  been  the  pre- 
cursor of  Michael  Angelo. 

This  is  reviving,  and  we  proceed  to  a  fountain  that 
we  discover  on  the  left.  Here  the  renaissance  and  pa- 
ganism reach  their  extreme  point.  On  the  summit  is 
a  superb  Neptune,  in  bronze,  by  John  of  Bologna 
(1668)  and  not  an  antique  god,  calm  and  worthy  of 
adoration,  but  a  mythological  god  serving  as  an  oma- 
ment,  naked  and  displaying  his  muscles.  On  the  four 
comers  of  the  basin  four  children,  joyous  and  well 
posed,  are  seizing  so  many  leaping  dolphins ;  under  the 
feet  of  the  god  are  four  females  with  fishes'  legs  dis- 
playing  the  magnificent  nudity  of  their  bending  forms, 
the  open  sensuality  of  their  bold  heads  and  closely 
clasping  their  swollen  breasts  to  force  out  the  jutting 
water. 


CHAPTER  n. 

THE  PINACOTHECA.— RAPHABL'S  ST.  CECILIA.— THE  CABACCL-STATB 
OF  SOCIETY  AND  OF  AftT  DURING  THE  CATHOLIC  RSSTORATION.— 
DOMENICHINO,  ALBANO  AKD  GUIDO. 

HAvma  once  made  a  tour  of  the  Mus^e,  one  immedi- 
ately feels  himself  led,  re-led  to,  and  arrestcid  before 
the  principal  picture,  the  "  Saint  Cecilia,"  by  BaphaeL 
She  is  standing,  surrounded  by  four  personages  also 
standing,  and  overhead  in  the  sky  are  angels  singing 
from  a  music-book  ;  this  is  all.  The  painter  evidently 
does  not  aim  at  variety  of  attitude,  nor  at  dramatic 
interest ;  there  is  no  elaboration  or  effects  of  color ;  a 
reddish  tone  of  admirable  force  and  simplicity  prevails 
throughout  the  painting.  All  the  merit  lies  in  the 
species  and  quality  of  the  figures ;  color,  drapery,  ac- 
tion and  the  rest  are  there,  like  a  grave  sober  accompa- 
niment, which  serves  only  to  secure  the  solidity  of  the 
body  and  the  nobleness  of  the  type. 

How  define  this  type  ?  The  saint  is  neither  angelio 
nor  ecstatic ;  she  is  a  vigorous,  healthy,  well-developed 
girl,  of  rich  warm  blood,  and  gUded  by  the  ItaKan  sun- 
shine with  glowing  and  beautiful  color.  On  her  left 
another  young  girl,  less  robust  and  more  youthful,  has 
more  innocence,  but  her  purity  is  yet  only  passivity. 
To  my  mind,  however  innocent  and  chaste  they  may 
be  they  are  less  so  through  temperament  than  through 
their  youth ;  their  placid  minds  are  not  yet  disturbed, 
their  tranquillity  is  that  of  ignorance.  And,  as  with 
Baphael,  we  have  to  go  in  quest  of  our  comparisons  to 
the  summit  of  the  ideal,  I  will  say  for  myself  that  but 
two  types  surpass  his,  one  that  ot  the  Greek  goddesses, 
and  the  other  that  of  certain  young  girls  of  the  north. 
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With  the  same  perfection  of  organization  and  the  same 
soul-serenity  they  yet  possess  something  more,  the  for- 
mer the  sovereign  pride  of  aristocratic  races  and  the 
latter  the  sovereign  purity  of  the  spiritualistic  tempera- 
ment. 

One  readily  sees  here  the  exact  moment  in  art  which 
this  painting  represents.  These  five  standing  figures,  no 
more  than  those  of  Perugino  opposite  to  them,  are  not 
allied  to  each  other,  and  impelled  by  a  common  impulse  ; 
each  figure  exists  for  itself ;  the  composition  is  as  simple 
as  possible,  almost  primitive ;  it  is  an  ecclesiastical  pic- 
ture and  not  a  parlor  decoration ;  it  has  been  commis- 
sioned by  some  devout  old  lady  and  ministers  to  piety 
more  than  to  pleasure.  But  again  the  personages  are 
not  as  stiff  as  those  of  Perugino ;  their  immobility 
does  not  interdict  action.  They  are  robust,  muscular 
and  broadly  draped ;  beautiful,  free,  composed,  like 
antique  figures.  The  painter  enjoys  the  unique  ad- 
vantage of  standing  between  a  Christianity  that  is  de- 
cliniDg  and  a  paganism  that  is  becoming  triumphant, 
between  Perugino  and  Julio  Bomano.  In  every  cycle 
of  development  there  is  one  fortunate  moment,  and 
one  alone;  Baphael  benefited  by  one  of  these  like 
Phidias,  Plato  and  Sophocles. 

What  a  distance  between  this  St.  Cecilia  and  the  pic- 
tures of  his  master  Perugino,  and  of  his  friend  Francia 
whom  he  begged  to  correct  his  work !  There  are  six 
of  Francia's  near  it, — ^benevolent  Madonnas  copied 
from  life ;  a  little  less  precise  and  dry  than  those  of 
Perugino,  but  always  instinct  with  Uteral  art  and  the 
hard  hand  of  the  goldsmith.  How  expanded,  noble 
and  free  everything  becomes  in  the  hands  of  the  youth- 
ful painter !  And  how  comprehensible  are  the  admir- 
ing shouts  of  Italy! 

He  has  a  bad  effect  upon  his  successors,  the  Bolo- 
gnese,  who  fill  this  gallery.  On  passing  from  a  picture 
by  Bsphael  to  one  of  their  works  it  seems  like  going 
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from  a  simple  writer  to  a  rhetorician.  Thej  aim  at 
effects,  and  are  extravagant ;  they  no  longer  know  how 
to  use  language  correctly;  they  force  or  falsify  the  sense 
of  terms;  they  refine  or  exaggerate,  their  ambitiooa 
style  contrasting  with  their  feeble  conceptions  and 
their  negligent  diction.  And  yet  they  are  zealous  labor- 
ersy  so  many  restorers  of  the  language.  Ck>mpared 
with  the  Yasaris,  Sabbatinis,  Passerottis  and  Procacin- 
nis,  to  their  predecessors  and  rivals^to  the  degenerate 
disciples  of  the  great  masters,  they  are  painstaking 
and  moderate.  They  are  not  disposed  to  paint  con- 
ventionally, according  to  prescription  like  some  of 
their  contemporaries,  who,  expeditious  artists,  gloried 
in  executing  figures  fifty  feet  high,  in  taming  out  half 
a  mile  of  painting  per  diem,  painting  even  with  both 
hands,  forgetful  of  nature  and  deriving  everything 
from  their  own  genius,  heaping  together  incredible  mus- 
cles, extraordinary  foreshortenings,  theatrical  attitudes 
on  a  grand  scale  and  treating  aU  with  the  indifference 
of  a  manufacturer  and  a  charlatan.  They  stem  this 
tide  ;  they  study  the  old  masters,  remain  poor  and  un- 
employed a  long  time,  and,  finally,  open  a  schooL  Here 
they  labor  and  neglect  nothing  in  order  to  become 
instructed  in  every  department  of  their  art.  They 
copy  living  heads  and  draw  from  the  nude  model ;  casts 
from  the  antique,  medals  and  original  drawings  by  the 
masters  supply  them  with  examples.  They  acquire  a 
knowledge  of  anatomy  from  corpses  and  of  mythology 
from  books.  They  teach  architecture  and  perspec- 
tive; they  discuss  and  compare  the  processes  of  an- 
cient and  modem  masters  ;  they  observe  the  transfor- 
mation of  features  through  which  a  virile  trait  is  con- 
verted into  a  feminine  trait,  an  inanimate  form  into  a 
human  form,  a  tragic  attitude  into  a  comic  attitude. 
They  become  learned,  even  erudite,  eclectic  and  system- 
atic. They  fix  principles  and  devise  canons  for  painters 
as  the  Alexandrians  formerly  did  for  orators  and  for 
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poets.  They  recommend  "  the  drawing  of  the  Boman 
school,  the  action  and  shadows  of  the  Venetians,  the 
beautiful  color  of  Lombardy,  the  terrible  style  of 
Michael  Angelo,  the  truth  and  naturalness  of  Titian, 
the  pure  and  masterly  taste  of  Correggio,  the  dignity 
and  soUdity  of  Pellegrini  the  creativeness  of  the  wise 
Primaticcio  and  a  little  of  the  grace  of  Parmegiano."* 
They  lay  up  stores  and  exercise  themselves.  Let  us 
see  what  fruit  this  patient  culture  is  going  to  produce. 

There  are  thirteen  large  pictures  here  by  Ludovico 
Caracci,  and  among  them,  a  "  Nativity  of  St.  John  the 
Baptist"  and  a  ''Transfiguration  on  Mount  Tabor." 
Pew  personages  can  be  imagined  more  declamatory 
than  the  three  figures  of  the  apostles,  half  thrown  back- 
ward and  especially  the  one  with  a  naked  shoulder ; 
they  are  colossi,  too  rapidly  executed  and  are  without 
substance  or  solidity. — His  nephew,' Augustino,  is  a 
better  painter,  and  his  "  Communion  of  St.  Jerome" 
furmabed  the  principal  points  for  a  sinular  picture  by 
Domenichino ;  nevertheless,  like  his  uncle  he  subordi- 
nates the  essential  to  the  accessory,  truth  to  effect, 
forms  and  tones  to  action  and  expression. — The  second 
nephew,  Annibale  Caracci,  is  the  cleverest  of  all. 
Two  of  his  pictures,  representing  the  Virgin  in  her 
glory,  conform  to  the  sentimental  piety  of  the  age ; 
his  chiaroscuro  and  the  multitude  of  tints  fused  into 
each  other  cater  to  the  ambiguous  emotions  of  effemi- 
nate devotion.  His  St.  John  designating  the  Virgin 
resembles  an  amoroso ;  near  him  a  man  kneeling,  with 
a  large  black  beard,  expresses  his  emotion  with  a  com- 
placent tenderness  not  exempt  from  insipidity.  The 
Virgin  on  her  throne,  the  two  saints  male  and  female 
that  accompany  her,  bend  over  with  languishing  grace. 
That  beautiful  saint  herself  in  a  pale  violet  robe,  with 
parted  fingers  and  plump  hands,  that  Virgin  with  her 

*  From  a  soxmet  by  Aagustino  CaraccL 
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amiable  dreamy  air,  are  half-amorous  and  half-mystic 
ladies.  Seek  for  the  sentiment  which  the  art  restored 
by  the  Caracci  serves  to  manifest,  and  there  it  is.  In 
Italy,  toward  the  end  of  the  sixteenth  century  the 
character  of  man  becomes  transformed.  The  terrible 
shocks  and  infinite  ravages  of  foreign  invasion,  the  rain 
of  the  free  republics  and  the  establishment  of  suspicious 
tyrannies,  the  irremediable  oppression  of  a  rrgorouB 
Spanish  rule,  the  catholic  restoration  under  the  Jesuits, 
the  ascendency  of  bigoted  popes  and  inquisitors,  the 
persecution  of  free  thinkers  and  the  organization  of 
clerical  government  snapped  the  spring  of  the  human 
will ;  society  relaxes  and  grows  enervated ;  people  get 
to  be  epicurean  and  hypocritical,  and  confess  themselves 
and  make  love.  How  great  the  distance  between  the 
geniality,  light  careless  fancy  and  naturally  healthy 
sensuality  of  Ariosto,  and  the  forced  phantasmagoria, 
the  morbid  voluptuous  derangement,  the  chivalry  and 
operatic  piety  found  fifty  years  afterward  in  Tasso ! 
And  poor  Tasso  is  denounced  as  impious  I  He  is  com- 
pelled to  recast  his  crusade,  to  prune  his  love  scenes, 
to  exalt  his  characters,  to  transform  them  into  allego- 
ries. Man  has  become  effeminate  and  perverted ;  pow- 
erful and  pure  ideas  no  longer  please  him,  bnt  a 
medley  of  refinements,  conceits  and  graduated  senti- 
ments compounded  of  pleasure  and  asceticism,  alter- 
nating betwixt  the  stage  and  the  church,  the  crucifix 
and  the  alcove.  The  same  smile  in  this  epoch  rests 
alike  on  the  lips  of  saints  and  of  goddesses ;  the  nudity 
of  christian  Madonnas  is  as  attractively  displayed  as 
that  of  pagan  Yenuses,  the  cavalier  beholding  his  mis- 
tress decked,  smiling  and  with  open  arms  on  the  gild- 
ing of  his  chapel  as  upon  that  of  his  own  palace. 
Love  itself  is  transformed  ;  it  is  no  longer  frank  and 
intense;  Baphael's  Fomarina  to  them  would  seem 
simply  a  sound  well-conditioned  body;  they  would 
prefer  in  her  more  affecting  and  more  oomplex  charms, 
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more  delicate  and  more  intoiJcating  sednctions,  a  mel- 
ancholy and  mystic  sweetness,  the  vagne  and  winning 
grace  of  dreamy  abandonment,  moistened  or  ravished 
eyes  interrogating  space,  soft  forms  melting  away  in 
the  obscurity  of  shadows,  draperies  folded  or  displayed 
with  studied  ingenuity  in  the  languor  of  artificial  light 
or  in  the  magic  of  chiaroscuro.  They  crave  affecta- 
tion and  elaboration  as  their  predecessors  craved  force 
and  siinplicity ;  on  all  sides,  among  the  divergencies  of 
the  schools,  with  Baroche,  Cigoli  and  Dolci,  as  with 
the  Caracci,  Domenichino,  Guido,  Ghiercino  and  Al- 
bano,  we  see  a  style  of  painting  appear  corresponding 
to  the  sugared  beauties  of  the  prevailing  poesy  to 
the  new  sigisbeism  just  introduced  and  to  the  opera 
about  to  commence. 

When  the  soul  has  become  enervated  it  demands 
powerful  emotions ;  over-refinement  leads  to  violence, 
and  the  nerves  which,  habituated  to  action  have  lost 
their  stable  balance,  exact,  after  the  tickling  of  delicate 
sensations,  the  uproar  of  extreme  sentiments.  Hence 
the  extravagance  of  this  sentimental  art.  The  faithful 
have  to  be  revived  here  by  the  pale  face  of  a  corpse, 
there  by  a  butchery  of  martyrs,  and  there  again  by 
grossly  coarse  figures  in  contrast  with  those  of  an  ex- 
quisitely celestial  type  ;  and  always  through  the  use  of 
excessive  gestures,  imposing  attitudes,  a  multitude  of 
characters  and  dramatic  effects.  In  this  direction  the 
Bolognese  squander  their  talent  and  their  art.  A  large 
work  by  Domenichino,  "Our  Lady  of  the  Rosary,'* 
unites  and  masses  together  four  or  five  tragic  episodes 
aiming  to  show  the  efficacy  of  the  sacred  rosary :  two 
females  in  mutual  embrace  and  whom  a  cavalier  tries 
to  pierce  with  his  lance,  a  soldier  attempting  to  stab  a 
shouting  woman,  a  hermit  dying  on  his  straw  pallet,  a 
bishop  in  his  cope  supplicating  Our  Lady,  all  accu- 
mulated together  in  one  frame;  frightened  or  weeping 
figures,  melodramatic    executioners,  pity,  terror   and 
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curiosity  appealed  to  capriciously  and  without  stint ; 
above  all  this,  a  shower  of  flowers  and  falling  chaplets, 
and  the  Madonna  surrounded  by  frolicsome  or  tearful 
angels  bearing  the  crown  of    thorns  with  the  cross. 
Saint  Veronica's  handkerchief,  and  other  insignia  of 
mechanical  devotion;  and, in  the  uppermost  regions, 
the  little  Jesus  holding  up,  as  if  in  triumph,  a  bouquet 
of  roses.    Such  is  the  piety  of  the  day,  as  I  have  seen 
it  in  Home  in  the  Jesuits'  churches,  a  grand-orchestra 
piety,  aiming  at  conquering  its  pubUc  by  dint  of  the 
pleasing  and  by  excitations. — His  celebrated  "  Martyr- 
dom of  St.  Agnes"  is  in  the  same  taste.    In  the  fore- 
groimd  lies  a  heap  of  corpses,  the  mouth  of  one  opened 
by  his  last  cry,  a  horror-stricken  woman  thrown  back- 
ward with  a  theatrical  air  and  her  infant  concealing 
itself  in  her  robe.    The  saint  meanwhile  on  her  blocl^ 
pale,  her  eyes  upturned  to  heaven,  stretches  out  her 
neck  while  a  lamb,  the  symbol  of  her  meekness,  tries  to 
draw  near  and  lick  her  feet.    Behind  her  is  the  execu- 
tioner with  his  skull  illuminated  and  his  face  in  shadow 
all  red  and  brown,  the  strength  of  the  color  and  the 
ferocity  of  his  visage  setting  off  the  pallor  and  gentle- 
ness of  his  victim ;  he  has  a  narrow  hard  head  and  is 
an  excellent  executioner,  studious  to  strike  his  blade 
home.    At  the  top  appears  a  choir  of  noisy  angels, 
while  Christ  bends  forward  witii  an  interested  air  to 
take  the  crown  and  the  palm-branch  which  an  angel,  a 
genuine  domestic,  respectfully  offers  to  him.    And  yet 
it  is  full  of  talent;  this  work  abounds  with  richness, 
truth  and  expression.    Domenichino  is  a  true  artist ; 
he  felt,  studied,  dared  and  found.    Although  bom  in 
a  time  when  types  were  prescribed  and  classified  he 
was  original ;  he  reverted  back  to  observation  and  dis- 
covered a  hitherto  unknown  part  of  human  nature.     In 
his  "  Peter  of  Verona"    the  fright  of   the  saint,  his 
wrinkled  and  contracted  brow,  the  crisped  hands  ex- 
tended to  ward  off  the  blow,  the  terrified  face  of  the 
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other  monk  who  mns  off  raising  his  arms  in  despair 
mingled  with  horror,  every  attitude  and  every  physiog- 
nomy in  the  picture  are  new  creations ;  here,  for  the 
first  time,  is  the  full,  hopeless  expression  of  passion ; 
the  terror,  even,  is  so  true  that  both  the  heads  approach 
the  grotesque.  Domenichino  is  never  afraid  of  vul- 
garity. He  sets  out  from  the  real,  from  the  object 
8een ;  the  contrast  between  his  classic  education  and 
his  native  sincerity,  between  what  he  knows  and  what 
he  feels  is  certainly  a  strange  one. 

Ahnost  all  the  painters  of  this  school  are  here  repre- 
sented. There  are  three  of  the  principal  works  of 
Albano,  all  of  a  religious  character,  but  equally  as  sen- 
timental as  his  pagan  pictures.  For  example,  in  his 
''  Baptism  of  Christ*'  the  angels  are  gallant  pages  of 
good  birth ;  of  all  the  masters  he  is  perhaps  the  one 
who  best  expresses  the  taste  of  this  epoch,  affected  and 
insipid,  fond  of  sentimental  nudities  and  gay  mythologi- 
cal subjects. — ^Five  or  six  pictures  by  Guercino  with 
cadaverous  tones  and  powerful  effects  of  shadows,  are 
striking  but  inferior  to  those  I  saw  at  Borne.  Those 
of  Gruido,  on  the  contrary,  are  superior.  I  was  only 
familiar  with  his  productions  in  his  second  manner, 
almost  all  of  them  being  gray,  pale,  formless  and 
without  substance,  produced  quickly  and  according  to 
prescription,  simple  agreeable  contours  of  easy,  worldly 
elegance  but  without  embodying  a  substantial  animated 
figure.  He  possessed  however,  a  fine  genius,  and  if  his 
character  had  equalled  his  talent  he  would  have  been 
qualified  to  attain  to  the  first  rank  in  his  art.  Here, 
in  the  freshness  and  vigor  of  early  inspiration  he  is 
tragic  and  grand.  He  has  not  yet  fallen  into  a  faded, 
bleached  style  of  coloring ;  he  feels  the  dramatic  power 
of  tones,  and  all  that  strong  contrasts  and  the  lugubri- 
ous moumfulness  of  mingled  dark  tints  speak  to  the 
heart  of  man.  Around  his  Christ  on  the  cross  and  the 
weeping  saints  about  him  the  sky  is  nebulous,  almost 
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black  and  overcast  with  storm-clouds,  the  personages 
standing  in  these  vast  floating  draperies-St.  John  in 
his  enormons  red  mantle,  his  hands  clasped  in  despair, 
the  Magdalen  at  the  foot  of  the  cross  streaming  with 
hair  and  falling  drapery,  the  Virgin  in  her  moumfal 
blue  robe  enveloped  in  an  ash  j  mantle, — all  this  suffer- 
ing choir,  forming,  through  its  color  and  masses,  a  sort 
of  grandiose,  clamorous  declamation  which  ascends  up- 
ward to  heaven.  Still  more  grandiose  is  the  tragedy 
entitled  "  Our  Lady  of  Pity,"  and  which  covers  an  en- 
tire panel  of  the  wall.  Five  colossal  figures,  the  pro- 
tecting saints  of  Bologna,  in  large  damascene  copes, 
earthy-hued  monks*  frocks  and  warriors'  coats,  appear 
together,  and  behind  them,  in  the  distance,  you  can  dis- 
tinguish the  obscure  forms  of  bastions  and  the  towers 
of  the  city  over  which  their  protection  extends.  Above 
them,  as  if  in  an  upper  story  of  the  celestial  world,  a 
dead  Christ  between  two  weeping  angels,  displays  his 
Uvid  pallor ;  still  higher,  at  the  summit  of  the  mystic 
region,  a  grand  mournful  Virgin  enveloped  in  blue  dra- 
peiy,  finds  in  her  own  grief  more  profound  compassion 
for  human  miseries.  This  is  a  chapel  background; 
purer  and  more  christian  subjects  were  executed  in  the 
times  of  perfect  and  primitive  piety ;  but  for  the  exci- 
ted piety  of  subsequent  eras,  for  a  catholic  and  an  epi- 
curean city  suddenly  swept  by  pestilence  and  bowed 
down  by  great  anguish  there  is  no  painting  more  appro- 
priate  or  more  affecting. 


CHAPTER  in. 

FROM  BOLOGNA  TO  RAVKNNA,--LANDSCAPE.— -PEASANTBY.—THH 
TOMB  OF  THEODORIO.— RAVKNNA.— BYZANTINB  ARCEOTBCTURE.— 
SAN  AFOLLINABB  AND  ITS  MOSAICS. 

Api'U  18. — ^This  country  seems  to  be  made  for  the  de- 
light of  a  northern  mftn,  for  eyes  which  satiated  with 
too  distinct  forms  and  wearied  with  too  bright  light, 
gladly  repose  on  a  hazy  indefinite  horizon  covered  with 
a  vapory  atmosphere.  It  has  rained;  heavy  dark 
clonds  sleep  quietly  overhead,  and,  near  the  horizon, 
almost  drag  along  the  ground.  Sometimes,  the  white 
back  of  a  cloud  exposes  its  satin  lustre  in  the  midst 
of  the  pale  mist ;  an  invisible  sun  warms  the  banks  of 
vapor,  while,  here  and  there,  scattered  rays  peer  out 
like  a  diamond  brooch  from  soft  gray  gauze.  Toward 
the  east  extends  an  infinite  flat  plain.  Its  myriads  of 
trees  form  in  the  distance  at  the  edge  of  the  sky  a  pro- 
digious spider's  web  of  innumerable  thin  and  mingled 
threads.  Their  tops  still  brown  are  wedded  to  the 
young  spring  verdure,  to  willows,  budding  poplars,  and 
the  bright  green  grain.  The  earth  has  imbibed  largely ; 
the  water  glistens  in  the  furrows,  ditches  and  lagunes, 
and  league  after  leagxie,  both  right  and  left,  the  eye 
always  falls  on  the  tilled  fields,  and  interminable  r6ws 
of  elms  between  which,  travelling  from  trunk  to  trunk, 
are  interlaced  the  tortuous  stems  of  the  vines. 

I  enter  into  conversation  with  an  ecclesiastic  of  the 
country,  and  formerly  a  director  in  a  college.  The 
clergy  here  support  the  Pope  on  principle  ;  but  all  the 
bourgeoisie,  every  partially  educated  person,  the  laxger 
portion  of  the  nobility,  even  at  Bavenna  where  aris- 
tocratic pride  runs  so  high,  are  for  the  new  order 
of  things. 
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My  ecclesiastical  friend  is  liberal,  strongly  commends 
the  schools  and  army  which  are  the  two  latest  great 
institutions.  According  to  him  "  character  in  this  coun- 
try is  naturally  very  violent ;  people  resort  to  the  sti- 
letto instarUer ;  (Lord  Byron  in  his  letters  calls  them 
superb  two-legged  tigers.)  On  receiving  an  insult  they 
conceal  themselves  at  night  and  kill  the  offender. 
Nothing  can  be  more  serviceable  to  such  people  than 
schools ;  instruction,  reflection  and  reason  are  the  sole 
counterpoises  to  instinct  and  temperament.  As  to  the 
army,  not  only  is  it  a  school  of  obedience  and  honor 
but  again  an  ulcerous  issue  {  nothing  could  be  more 
pertinent  here  than  the  proverb,  oziosi,  visdosi ;  exces- 
sive ferocity  must  be  utilized  against  enemies  instead 
of  being  criminaUy  expended  on  neighbors ;  many  en- 
ergetic  men  who  would  have  been  private  malefactors 
are  thus  converted  into  public  protectors.  The  refrac- 
tory, however,  are  not  numerous ;  their  numbers  dimin- 
ish annually.  In  the  beginning  the  unknown,  and 
transplantation  frightened  them;  since  that  time  the 
narratives  of  their  comrades  have  reassured  them,  and 
a  brilliant  uniform  begins  to  entice  them.  Another 
wholesome  influence  is  the  severity  of  the  tribunals; 
assassinations  are  less  frequent  since  convicts  have 
ceased  to  be  pardoned  at  the  end  of  six  months.  The 
important  thing  in  this  country  is  to  bridle  the  passions 
which  are  quite  savage  and  the  new  regime  labors  in 
this  direction." 

It  is  now  clear  to  me  that  the  promoters  and  sup- 
porters of  the  revolution  throughout  Italy  are  the  en- 
lightened and  intelligent  among  the  middle  and  hour- 
geoia  class ;  and  that  the  difficulty  Ues  in  winning  over 
and  civilizing  or  itaUanizing  the  people.  Lord  Byron 
in  1820,  at  Bavenna,  already  states  that  the  instructed 
alone  are  liberal,  and  that,  in  the  projected  insurrection, 
the  peasantry  would  not  rise. 

The  train  stops,  and,  at  a  quarter  of  a  league  from 
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the  city  a  round  low  dome  appears  between  the  green 
tops  of  the  poplars ;  this  is  the  Tomb  of  Theodoric. 
Its  columns  plunge  down  into  a  morass  ;  its  doors  are 
falling,  rotted  by  dampness ;  the  stones  of  the  rotunda 
seem  to  have  been  knocked  away  by  blows  from  a 
hammer.  The  enormous  cupola,  one  single  mass 
thirty-four  feet  in  diameter,  has  been  riven  by  Ught- 
ning.  There  is  nothing  in  the  interior  save  one  altar 
and  the  names  of  witless  travellers  and  stupid  inscrip- 
tions written  in  lead-pencU  on  the  dripping  waUs.  The 
sarcophagus  in  which  the  body  reposed  has  been  re- 
moved ;  the  old  king  was  driven  out  of  his  sepulchre  at 
the  same  time  as  his  Gothic  subjects  from  their  domain, 
and  only  croaking  frogs  are  heard  in  the  stagnant  pool 
filling  the  empty  crypt. 

On  returning  to  Baveima  the  spectacle  is  stiU  more 
melancholy.  One  cannot  imagine  a  more  deserted, 
more  miserably  provincial,  more  fallen  city.  The 
streets  are  deserts ;  a  few  sharp  stones  serve  as  a  pave- 
ment ;  a  foul  gutter  runs  midway  through  them ; 
there  are  no  palaces  or  shops.  Two  facades  of  public 
edifices,  well  scraped,  the  Academy  and  the  theatre,  are 
all  that  stand  out  in  bold  relief  against  this  desolation 
through  their  cleanliness  and  commonplace  character. 
You  perceive  old,  rusty  and  dilapidated  towers,  the  re- 
mains of  ancient  structures  adapted  to  new  uses,  small 
white  columns  inserted  in  one  of  Theodoric's  walls  and 
plenty  of  nooks  and  comers  for  the  populace.  What 
could  poor  Byron  accomplish  here,  even  with  his  Ooimt- 
ess  Guiccioli?  Sombre  dramas,  conspiracies,  Byron- 
ism.  The  city  has  been  dead  for  I  know  not  how  many 
centuries.  The  sea  has  receded ;  it  is  the  last  station* 
of  the  Boman  empire,  a  sort  of  stranded  waif  which, 
when  Byzantium  withdrew,  she  abandoned  on  the 
strand.  This  city,  on  this  rarely-visited,  unhealthy 
coast  could  not  revive  in  the  middle  ages  like  those  oi 
Tuscany.    Even  to-day  it  is  still  Byzantine,  and  mora 
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desolate  than  a  ruin  because  oormption  is  worse  than 
extinction.  A  canal  leads  .to  the  sea,  and  on  its  sleepy 
waters  a  few  boats  are  seen  and  four  or  five  sailing-craft. 
The  only  beautiful  object  about  the  city  is  a  forest  of 
pines  which  has  taken  root  between  it  and  the  brackish 
waves,  and  whose  distant  tops  like  so  many  dark  circles 
form  a  bar  on  the  line  of  the  horizon. 

Bavenna, — Travellers  who  have  visited  the  Orient 
say  that  Bavenna  is  more  Byzantine  than  Constanti- 
nople itself.  A  city  like  this  is  unique ;  what  can  b& 
more  strange  than  this  Byzantine  world?  We  are  not 
sufficiently  familiar  with  it;  we  have  a  collection  of 
dull  chroniclers  and  Gibbon,  who  gives  of  it  a  very  fair 
idea ;  but  the  distance  is  infinite  between  mere  ideas 
and  a  complete,  colored  image.  What  a  spectacle, 
that  of  a  world  in  which  antique  civilization  drags 
along  for  a  thousand  years  and  ends  imder  a  perverted 
Christianity  and  among  oriental  importations !  Nothing 
like  it  can  be  found  in  history ;  it  is  a  unique  moment 
of  the  human  soid  and  culture.  We  have  a  good 
knowledge  of  the  origins,  growth  and  perfection  of  va* 
rious  peoples,  and  even  of  partial  declines  like  those  of 
Italy  and  Spain ;  but  a  degeneracy  so  long  and  compli- 
cated, a  gigantic  mouldering  away  of  a  thousand  years 
in  a  closed  retort,  aggravated  by  the  fermentations  of 
so  many  and  such  opposite  species,  is  without  example. 
There  are  two  civilizations,  both  of  them  resembling 
the  immense  ulcers,  sweUings  and  deformities  of  hu- 
manity, which  I  would  like  to  see  narrated,  not  by  an 
antiquary  but  by  an  artist,  those  of  Alexandria  and 
Byzantium.  Add  to  these  India  and  China,  when  the 
archsBological^soil  shall  have  been  well  ploughed  up  by 
the  erudites. 

The  first  church  you  encounter,  San  ApoUinare,  is  a 
large  gable-shaped  facade,  furnished  with  a  portico 
that  supports  arcades  resting  on  columna  The  nave 
still  retains  the  form  of  the  latin  basilica  with  a  flat 
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ceiling,  and  tweuty  veined  marble  columns  brought  from 
Constantinople  profile  their  corinthian  capitals,  already 
perverted,  up  to  the  round  apsis.  The  edifice  is  of  the 
sixth  century,  but  the  unchangeable  mosaics  which  on 
both  sides  cover  the  frieze  of  the  nave  show  as  clearly 
as  at  the  first  day  what  Oreek  art  had  got  to  be  in  the 
monastic  hands  of  theological  disputants  and  of  the 
rouged  CsBsars  of  the  Lower  Empire. 

It  is  still  Greek  art.  Ten  centuries  after  their  death 
the  sculptors  of  the  Parthenon  keep  their  hold  on  the 
humem  mind,  and  the  babbling  idiots  who  now  usurp 
the  world's  stage  ever  detect  with  their  blinking  eyes, 
as  through  a  mist,  the  grand  forms  and  noble  drapery 
which  once  ranged  themselves  on  the  pediments  of  pa- 
gan temples.  Two  processions  extend  above  the  capi- 
tals, one  of  twenty-two  saints  ending  with  the  Virgin, 
and  the  other  of  twenty-two  saints  ending  with  Christ, 
and  in  neither  of  them  do  the  extreme  ugliness,  the 
close  imitation  of  vulgar  reality  as  seen  in  the  middle 
ages,  yet  appear.  On  the  contrary  the  figures  of  the 
women,  regular,  rather  tall,  calm  although  sad,  have 
an  almost  antique  dignity ;  their  hair  falls  in  tresses 
and  is  gathered  at  the  top  of  the  brow  as  in  the  coif- 
fure of  nymphs:  their  stoles  depend  in  long,  grave 
folds.  Equally  grave,  a  file  of  grand  virile  figures  de- 
velops itself,  and  near  Christ  and  the  Virgin  are  angels 
praying  in  large  white  vestments  their  foreheads  encir- 
cled with  white  bandlets.  But  here  all  reminiscences 
end :  the  artists  know  traditionally  that  a  form  must  be 
draped,  that  a  certain  adjustment  of  the  hair  is  prefer- 
able and  a  certain  form  of  the  face;  they  no  longer 
know  what  virile  form  and  what  young  and  healthy 
soul  lived  beneath  these  externals.  They  have  un- 
learned observation  of  the  living  model,  the  Fathers 
having  interdicted  it;  they  copy  authorized  types; 
their  mechanical  hands  servilely  repeat,  copy  aftei 
copy,  the  contours  which  their  minds  no  longer  compre* 
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hend,  and  which  unskilful  imitation  is  to  falsify.  From 
artists  they  ha^e  become  mechanics,  and  in  this  fall, 
deeper  and  deeper  every  day,  they  have  forgotten  the 
half  of  their  art.  They  no  longer  recognize  hmuan  di- 
versity; they  repeat  twenty  times  in  succession,  the 
same  costume  and  action;  their  virgins  can  do  no 
more  than  wear  crowns  and  advance  with  an  air  of  im- 
mobility, all  in  great  white  stoles,  one,  especiaUy,  in  a 
striped  or  mottled  gold  cloth  like  a  Chinese  frock,  with 
a  large  white  yeil  attached  to  the  head  and  with  orange- 
colored  shoes,  in  short  the  costume  of  ancient  Greece 
lengthened  in  monastic  fashion  and  embroidered  with 
oriental  spangles.  They  possess  no  physiognomy ;  the 
features,  frequently,  are  as  barbarous  as  those  of  a 
child's  drawing.  The  neck  is  rigid,  the  hands  wood- 
eny  and  the  folds  of  the  drapery  mechanical.  The  per- 
sonages are  rather  indications  of  men  than  men  them- 
selves ;  and  when  the  man  is  got  at  through  the  indica- 
tion the  spectacle  revealed  is  still  more  melancholy, 
which  is  the  debasement  of  the  model  beyond  the  in- 
eptitude of  the  mosaicist  and  the  decadence  of  man  be- 
yond the  decadence  of  art. 

There  is  not,  indeed,  one  of  these  figures  that  is  not 
that  of  a  vacant,  flattened,  sickly  idiot.  Words  are 
wanting  to  express  their  physiognomy,  that  air  of  a 
well-built  man  and  with  ancestors  of  a  fine  race,  now 
half  destroyed,  as  if  dissolved  by  a  system  of  long  fast- 
ing and  paternosters.  They  have  that  dull  aspect, 
that  species  of  lax  debility  and  resignation  in  which  the 
living  creature,  vainly  struck,  returns  no  sound.* 
They  no  longer  possess  action,  will,  thought,  or  spirit ; 
they  are  no  longer  capable  of  standing  up  although 
erect.  One  would  imagine  secret  vices,  so  evident  ia 
the  exhaustion  of  blood  and  human  vitality.  The 
angels  are  great  simpletons  with  staring  eyes,  hollow 

*  See,  in  particular,  the  seventh  figare  alongside  of  Christ 
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cheeks  and  that  prim  and  chilled  air  common  to  peas- 
ants who,  taken  from  the  fields  and  transported  amid 
the  bickerings,  formalities  and  restraints  of  theology 
and  the  seminary,  become  bleached  and  yellow,  stupid 
and  abashed.  Above  the  angels  several  of  the  saints 
seem  to  be  emerging  from  a  long  fit  of  nausea  or  a 
tedious  fever:  nobody  would  believe,  before  having 
seen  them,  that  an  animated  being  could  become  so 
inert  and  flabby  and  lose  to  such  a  degree,  his  physi- 
cal and  moral  substance.  But  that  which  most  inten- 
sifies the  impression  is  the  figure  of  Christ  and  of  the 
Virgih.  Christ  in  a  brown  mantle,  with  the  beard  and 
hair  of  the  ancient  gods,  is  nothing  but  an  impov- 
erished, belittled  god;  his  brow,  the  seat  of  intelli- 
gence, is  contracted  and  almost  effaced ;  his  lips  are 
thin,  the  face  attenuated,  and  his  big  eyes  cavernous. 
This  degradation  is  unequalled  except  by  that  of  the 
Virgin.  The  panagia  has  sunk  away  to  an  extraordi- 
nary degree ;  nothing  is  left  to  her  but  her  eyes ;  the 
nose  and  mouth  are  almost  gone,  while  her  emaciated 
hands  and  fleshless  face  are  those  of  a  dying  consump- 
tive ;  she  has  the  action  of  a  manikin,  or  of  a  skeleton 
whose  bones  and  tendons  just  move,  her  large  violet 
mantle  letting  no  sign  appear  of  the  contracted  body 
beneath  it 


CHAPTER  IV. 

GHABACTBR  OF  THB  CtVIUZATION  OF  OONSTA2rrmOPLB.~CHAKGB 
AND  iLBASEMENT  OF  THB  SOCIAL  AND  ARTISTIC  SPmiT.— SAN 
VITALE,  ITS  ARCHrrKCTURK  AND  MOSAICS.-JU8TINIAN  AND 
THBODORA.-THB  TOMB  OF  FLACIDIA. 

What  kind  of  maoliineiy  is  it  which,  catching  the 
human  sprout  in  its  cogs  insensibly  expresses  all  its 
sap  and  succulence  in  order  to  leave  of  it  simply  an 
empty  form  and  an  inert  detritus?  First  comes  the 
brutal  Boman  republic,  then  the  onerous  imposts  of  the 
Boman  Csasars,  iiien  the  still  more  onerous  imposts  of 
the  Byzantine  Gsesars,  and  a  despotism  in  which  all 
forces  capable  of  depressing  man  are  found  combined. 
— The  emperor  is  a  pacha,  who  may  deprive  any  of  his 
subjects,  even  a  bishop,  of  life  without  trial;  he  may 
confiscate  whatever  private  property  he  covets  or  de- 
clare himself  heir  to  any  fortune  he  likes  ;  all  dignities, 
all  estates,  all  lives  in  this  society  anxiously  hang  upon 
the  caprices  of  his  arbitrary  will. — ^The  emperor  is  an 
inquisitor.  Under  Justinian  twenty  thousand  Jews  are 
massacred  and  twenty  thousand  sold.  The  Montan- 
ists  are  burned  along  with  their  churches.  The  patri* 
cian  Photius,  forced  to  abjure  Hellenism  stabs  himself 
with  a  poniard,  and  in  other  reigns,  we  see  heretics 
exiled,  despoUed,  mutilated  or  burnt  alive. — The  em- 
peror is  the  head  of  a  fskction  or  sect,  at  one  time 
orthodox,  and  at  another  heretic,  now  persecuting  the 
"Blues"  and  now  the  "Greens,"  allowing  his  own 
party  to  commit  robberies,  assassinations  and  other  out- 
rages on  the  public  highways. — The  emperor  is  a  pre- 
fect over  morals  and  manners.    Under  Justinian  vo* 
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luptaousi^ess  is  punished  the  same  as  assassination^ 
and  parricides,  and  debauchees  are  paraded  bleeding 
through  the  streets  of  Constantinople. — The  emperor 
is  a  bureaucrat.  His  systematic  administration, 
extending  downward  through  all  provinces,  every- 
where stifles  human  enterprise  in  order  to  leave  on  the 
soil  nothing  but  functionaries  and  tributaries. — The 
emperor  is  a  professor  of  etiquette.  A  complicated 
ceremonial  prescribes  under  him  a  hierarchy  of  offi- 
cials who  are  machines  only,  and  whose  actions,  like 
his  own,  are  subordinated  to  empty  forms^  the  signifi- 
cance of  which  is  often  quite  unknown  to  them.'''' 
Every  mechanical  contrivance  which  can  suppress  in 
man  his  power  of  will  and  activity  work  together  con- 
tinuously and  for  centuries,  the  violent  ones  that  crush, 
and  the  enfeebling  ones  that  undermine,  terror  as  in 
ori^atal  monarchies,  denunciations  as  in  Imperial 
Borne,  orthodox  persecutions  as  in  Spain,  legal  rigor- 
ism as  in  Geneva,  the  oamorra  as  in  Naples,  and  offi- 
cial routine  and  bureaucratic  enrollment  as  in  China. 
Like  an  axe  that  fells,  like  a  file  that  wears,  like  an 
acid  that  corrodes,  like  a  rust  that  defaces,  the  various 
elements  of  despotism  in  turn,  hack,  break,  decompose 
or  soften  the  solid  and  trenchant  steel  subjected  to 
their  action.  This  is  readily  apparent  in  the  language 
of  their  writers ;  they  no  longer  know  how  to  praise  or 
to  blame.  Trebonius,  associated  with  Justinian,  says 
that  he  fears  that  he  will  see  him  disappear,  borne  ofi 
by  angels  because  he  is  too  celestial  Procopius 
thinks  that  Justinian  and  Theodora  are  not  human 
beings  but  demcms  and  vampires  sent  to  desolate  the 
earth ;  after  eight  books  of  adulation  he  at  last  lets 
loose  his  hatred  and  heaps  up  furious  detractions  with 
the  blind  awkwardness  and  mechanical  rage  of  a  des- 
perado who,  having  escaped  torture,  stammers,  repeats 

*  CodinuB  GuTopalatea. 
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himself  and  remains  dumb*  Others  are  couriers,  cav- 
illers, and  scribes,  and  the  nation  is  the  same  as  its 
writers.  The  characters  which  such  a  regime  mnltipUes 
or  brings  forward  consists  first  of  palace  domestics,  em- 
broidered chamberlains,  flaanting  mercenaries,  the 
eunuchs,t  the  intriguers,  the  extortioners  and  after 
these  the  scribblers,  the  casuists,  the  bigots,  the 
pedants  and  the  rhetoricians,  and,  bj  their  side  on 
the  broad  stage  of  society,  horse-drivers,  buffoons, 
actresses,  loretfces  and  garhdina. 

Such,  ind^d,  are  the  conspicuous  characters  in  the 
play.  Old  Boman  iniquity  subsists  under  the  monkiah 
crust  which  Christianity  has  formed  over  it;  the  con- 
demned are  still  given  up  to  lions  in  the  arena ;  tiie  en- 
tire city  takes  sides  in  the  chariot-races,  and  the 
"  Gbreens"  like  the  "  Blues"  bear  the  colors  of  their  dri- 
vers as  badges,  and  conceal  daggers  in  baskets  of  fruit 
in  order  to  assassinate  each  other  lit  their  leisure.  As 
formerly  in  the  Floral  Games,  women  appear  naked  on 
the  stage ;  if  new  regulations  impose  a  girdle  on  them, 
Theodora,  the  bear-keeper's  daughter,  and  the  future 
empress,  takes  advantage  of  the  prohibition  to  invent 
lascivious  refinements  under  the  spectators*  eyes.  And 
these  are  the  same  people  that  surrender  themselveB 
furiously  to  theological  passions.  "  Ask  a  man,*'  says 
Gregory  of  Nazianza, "  to  change  a  coin  for  you  and  he 
will  inform  you  how  the  Son  differs  from  (he  Father. 
Demand  of  another  the  price  of  bread  and  he  will  reply 
that  the  Son  is  inferior  to  the  Father.  Try  to  ascertain 
if  your  bath  is  ready,  and  you  will  be  told  that  the  Son 
is  created  without  substance."  They  massacre  each 
other  on  account  of  these  doctrines,  and  the  only  point 
of  interest  likely  to  excite  a  revolt  at  Constantinople  is 

*  Compare  in  Procopius  and  in  Tacitus  a  dunce^s  hatred  with  that 
of  a  man. 

t  A  wealthy  widow  bequeathed  to  the  Emperor  Theophilns  three 
hmidred  of  these  characters. 
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the  question  of  azymite  wafers  or  the  twofold  nature  of 
Jesus  Christ.  The  trisagwriy  simple  or  complete,  is  sung 
simultaneously  in  the  cathedral  by  two  inimical  choirs, 
and  the  adversaries  fall  to  belaboring  each  other  with 
stones  and  clubs.  Justinian  passes  entire  nights  with 
graybeards  examining  ecclesiastical  documents  while 

in  order  to  defend  images  agamst  Leo  the  Isaurian. 
These  circus  snnateiurs  and  the  young  beaux  who  dress 
like  Huns  through  a  &shionable  caprice,  these  courte- 
zans worn  out  with  vices,  these  languid  voluptuaries 
who  people  the  summer  palaces  of  the  Bosphorus,  all 
fast,  form  processions,  recite  religious  symbols  and 
demand  persecutions  of  newly  installed  emperors.* 
''Xiong  live  the  Emperor  1  Long  hve  the  Empress! 
Unearth  the  bones  of  the  Manichseans !  He  who  will 
not  curse  Severus  is  a  Manichsaan  i  Cast  Severus  out  1 
Cast  out  the  new  Judas !  Put  down  the  enemies  of  the 
Trinity  I  Unearth  the  bones  of  the  Eutychians !  Cast 
the  ManichsBans  out  of  the  Church !  Oast  out  the  two 
Stephens !"  Licompetent  to  fight,  to  rule;  to  labor  or 
to  think  they  still  know  how  to  wrangle  and  to  enjoy 
themselves.  The  sophist  and  the  epicurean  live  on  the 
remnants  of  human  dissolution ;  the  play  of  formulas 
in  vacant  minds,  and  the  cravings  of  the  senses  m 
degenerate  bodies  are  the  last  springs  of  activity,  and 
the  two  works  to  which  this  civilization  tends,  both 
marked  with  the  same  imprint,  both  artificial,  vast  and 
void,  both  formed  without  taste  or  reason  by  the  rou- 
tine of  logical  or  industrial  processes  are,  first,  the 
complicated  minute  scalSblding  of  the  symbolry  and 
distinctions  of  theology,  and,  second,  the  glittering 
composite  scaffolding  of  accumulated  wealth  and  ex- 
travagant luxury. 

*  Ckxlinas,  notes  to  page  281.  Compare  the  acclamations  of  the 
Senate  on  the  death  of  Commodus,  set  forth  in  the  history  of  Au 
gustos. 
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Whoever  could  have  visited  Constantinople  before  its 
pillage  by  the  Crusaders  would  have  witnessed  a 
strange  spectacle.*  After  passing  the  enclosure  of 
high  crenelated  walls  and  the  towers  which  defended 
the  city  like  a  mediroval  fortress,  he  would  have  found 
an  image  of  ancient  Imperial  Borne  consisting  of  ranges 
of  two-story  porticoes  traversing  the  city  in  every  sense 
and  from  one  extremity  to  another,  domes  whose  gilded 
metal  glittered  in  the  sunlight,  gigantic  pillars  support- 
ing colossal  equestrian  statues,  eleven  forums,  twenty- 
four  baths,  so  many  monuments,  palaces,  columns  and 
statues  that  antique  civilization,  eradicated  elsewhere 
in  the  world,  seems  to  have  collected  in  this  last  asylum 
all  its  masterpieces  and  all  its  treasures.  Effigies  of 
victorious  athletes  brought  from  Olympus,  statues  of 
ancient  gods  wrested  from  sanctuaries  and  figures  of 
emperors  multiplied  by  public  adulation,  covered  the 
squares  and  filled  the  baths  and  amphitheatres.  A 
bronze  Justinian  arose  on  a'  pillar  of  seventy  cubits 
high,  its  base  vomiting  forth  water.  A  sculptured  col- 
nmn  within 'which  ran  a  spiral  staircase,  bore  on  its  top 
the  equestrian  statue  of  Theodosius  in  gilded  silver. 
Figures  of  tortoises,  crocodiles  and  sphinxes  placed 
upon  other  pillars  lifted  in  the  air  the  emblems  of 
conquered  nations.  The  sombre  bronze  of  colossi,  the 
pallid  whiteness  of  statues  gleamed  between  shafts  of 
porphyry  under  the  variegated  marbles  of  the  porticoes, 
amidst  tiie  luminous  rotundities  of  the  cupolas,  among 
the  long  silken  robes,  embroidered  simarres,  and  the 
gilded  and  motley  costumes  of  an  innumerable  popu- 
lace. In  a  marble  circus  chariots  raced  around  an 
Eg3rptian  obelisk.  Outside,  a  brazen  column  around 
which  wound  enormous  serpents,  and  farther  on,  fian- 
tastic  figures  of  Scylla  and  Charybdis,  the  antique  boar 


*  Du  Cange,  "  Dedcriplion  of  Constantinople,"     All  anthoritiefl 
are  here  combined. 
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of  Calydon  and  yarious  marble  and  bronze  monstersj 
indicated  the  fetes  where  lions,  bears,  panthers  and 
wild  asses  let  into  the  arena,  amused  the  people  with 
their  yells  and  combats.  There  on  a  throne  supported 
by  twenty-four  columns  the  Emperor,  on  Christmas-day, 
gaye  the  signal,  and  men  of  all  nations  delighted  the 
eyes  of  the  crowd  with  the  noyelty  of  their  costumes 
in  form  and  in  color.  Farther  on  an  amphitheatre 
afforded  the  spectacle  of  criminals  abandoned  to  wild 
beasts.  Toward  the  east  St.  Sophia  displayed  its 
glittering  domes,  its  hundred  columns  of  jasper  and 
porphyry,  ite  precious  marbles  yeined  with  rose,  striped 
with  green  and  starred  with  purple  whose  saffron, 
snowy  and  metallic  tints  commingled  as  in  Asiatic 
flow^ors  among  balustrades  and  capitals  of  gUded 
br(M]ize  before  a  sdlyer  sanctuary  facing  a  tabernacle 
of  massiye  gold,  near  golden  yases  incrusted  with 
gems  and  beneath  innumerable  mosaics  decking  its 
walls  with  lustrous  stones  and  spangles  of  gold.  The 
dominant  characteristics  of  this  church,  as  throughout 
the  city,  were  disorderly  accumulation  and  unintelligent 
wealth.  Magnificence  was  regarded  as  art  and  people 
sought  not  beauty  but  bewilderment.  Precious  materi- 
als were  accumulated  and  fashioned  into  barbarous 
capitals.  Greek  models  whose  simplicity  they  could 
not  comprehend  were  abandoned  for  oriental  prodigali- 
ty the  display  of  which  could  be  imitated.  The  em- 
peror Theophilus  had  the  palace  of  the  Caliphs  of 
Bagdad  copied,  and  the  luxury  of  his  new  dwelling,  in 
its  oddities  and  extrayagance,  announced  the  puerilities 
and  dotage  of  a  peryerted  intellect  reyerting  back  in 
old  age  to  the  toys  of  its  infancy.  In  the  throne-room 
a  tree  of  gold  sheltered  with  its  branches  and  leayes  a 
flock  of  golden  birds  whose  diyerse  yoices  imitated  the 
warbling  of  liying  birds.  At  the  foot  of  the  platform 
stood  two  golden  lions  of  natural  size  which  roared 
when  foreign  enyoys  were  presented.    The  high  digni- 


193  FROM  FLOBENOE  TO  "VENICE. 

taries  of  the  palace  formed  rows  each  with  its  special 
costume,  its  right  of  precedence,  its  attitude  and  other 
details  prescribed  in  a  book  written  bj  the  hand  of  an 
emperor.  Ambassadors  bowed  their  foreheads  to  the 
ground  three  times  and  while  in  this  prostrate  attitude 
a  theatrical  machine  elevated  the  prince  and  his  throne 
to  the  ceiling  in  order  that  he  might  descend  again  in  a 
more  sumptuous  apparel.  His  bootees  were  of  purple 
and  his  robe  was  starred  with  jewels ;  on  his  head 
glittered  a  high  Persian  tiara  strewn  with  diamonds, 
attached  to  the  cheeks  by  two  strings  of  pearls  and  sur- 
mounted by  a  globe  and  a  cross ;  the  most  ddlful 
coiffeurs  had  arranged  fake  hair  in  tiers  above  his 
head  and  his  face  was  painted.  Thus  bedizened  he 
remained  mute  and  impassible  with  fixed  eyes  in  the 
attitude  of  a  god  revealing  himself  to  mortal  eyes ;  he 
was  worshipped  as  an  idol  and  paraded  himsell  like  a 
manikin.* 

Some  idea  of  this  luxuriousness,  and  of  this  worship 
and  society,  can  be  had  in  the  church  of  San  Yitale  in 
Bavenna.  It  was  built  in  the  reign  of  Justinian  and 
to-day,  although  defaced  on  the  exterior,  miserably 
repainted  within,  ruined  in  many  places,  or  plastered 
with  discordant  additions,  is  still  the  most  byzantine  of 
western  churches.  It  is  a  singular  structure,  and  in  it 
we  find  a  new  type  of  architecture  as  remote  from  Gre- 
cian as  it  is  from  Gkthic  conceptions.  The  edifice  con- 
sists of  a  roimd  dome  surmounted  by  a  cupola  through 
which  the  light  descends.  On  the  cornice  turns  a  two- 
story  circular  gallery  composed  of  seven  smaller  half- 
domes,  the  eighth,  lai^ely  expanded,  forming  an  apse 
and  containing  the  altar,  in  such  a  way  that  the  central 
rotundity  is  enveloped  in  an  enclosure  of  smaller  ones, 
the  globular  form  prevailing  throughout  like  the  pointed 


*  These  proceedings  and  Uiis  attitude  are  already  encountered  with 
Constantine  and  Constance. 
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form  in  mediaeval  cathedrals  and  the  square  form  in  an- 
tique temples. 

In  order  to  support  the  cupola  eight  heavy  polygonal 
pillars,  connected  by  round  arcades,  form  a  circle,  while 
smaller  columns,  two  and  two,  bind  together  the  inter- 
mediate spaces.  The  effect  is  peculiar ;  the  eye  accus- 
tomed to  following  columns  in  rows  is  here  surprised 
with  curious  intersections,  an  odd  diversity  of  profiles, 
witii  upright  forms  cut  off  by  round  arches  and  other 
changing  aspects  at  every  turn  presented  by  its  discord- 
ant features.  This  edifice  is  the  organism  of  another 
kingdom,  arranged  according  to  unknown  symmetries 
and  for  other  conditions  of  being,  like  a  lustrous  spiral 
shell  for  one  of  the  articulata  or  vertebrata,  pompous 
and  strange  if  you  please,  but  of  a  less  simple  type  and 
of  a  less  healthy  construction.  Degeneracy  is  visible 
at  once  in  the  capitals  of  the  pillars  and  columns.  They 
are  covered  with  clumsy  flowers  and  by  a  coarse  net- 
work; others,  still  more  changed,  present  a  cypher; 
the  elegant  corinthian  capital  is  so  deformed  in  the 
hands  of  these  masons  and  embroiderers  as  to  be  noth- 
ing but  a  jumble  of  barbaric  designs.  The  impression 
is  stamped  at  once  on  contemplating  the  mosaics.  You 
see  the  empress  Theodora,  the  ancient  stage-tumbler 
and  circus  prostitute,  bearing  offerings  along  with  her 
female  attendants :  the  face  is  pallid  and  almost  gone 
like  that  of  a  consumptive  lorette  ;  there  are  only  enor- 
mous eyes,  eyebrows  joined  together  and  a  mouth ;  the 
rest  of  the  visage  is  reduced  and  thin ;  the  brow  and 
chin  are  too  small,  and  the  head  and  body  are  lost  un- 
der their  ornamentation.  There  is  nothing  left  of  her 
but  her  ardent  gaze  and  the  feverish  energy  of  a  mea- 
gre and  satiated  courtezan,  now  enveloped -in  and  over- 
burdened ^ith  the  monstrous  luxury  of  an  empress ;  a 
glittering  diadem  displays  on  her  head  stories  of  ruby 
and  emerald  stars ;  pearls  and  diamonds  are  scattered 
in  embroideries  upon  her  robe,  and  her  purple  mantle 
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and  shoes  are  embroidered  with  gold.  The  women 
around  her  sparkle  like  herself,  striped  with  gold  and 
strewn  with  pearls :  the  same  fulness  of  eje  absorbing 
the  entire  face,  the  same  contraction  of  brow  invaded 
by  the  hair,  the  same  pallor  of  the  blanched  and  plas- 
tered countenance.  It  matters  little  whether  the  mosa- 
icist  is  a  mechanic  copying  a  recognized  type  or  a 
painter  executing  a  portrait ;  we  have  here  an  idea  of 
the  woman  such  as  he  beheld  her  or  aa  she  represented 
herself  to  him,  an  exhausted  lorette  bedizened  with 
gold. 

On  the  other  side  appears  Justinian,  with  his  war- 
riors on  his  right  and  his  clergy  on  the  left,  a  sort  of 
solemn  simpleton  in  a  grand  brown  mantle  and  purple 
bootees,  decked  and  gilded  like  a  shrine.  He  is  an  inert 
wooden  figure  ;  his  two  ministers  on  the  right  are  about 
to  fall ;  and  his  warriors,  with  their  large  oriental  buck- 
lei's  are  marionettes.  The  artist  is  fallen  as  low  as  his 
model. 

Back  of  the  apse  and  on  both  flanks  of  the  chapel 
run  files  of  sacred  personages :  Christ  between  two  an- 
gels and  two  saints  holding  a  book ;  near  by  diverse 
episodes  from  the  Bible ;  Abel  sacrificing,  Abraham  en- 
tertaining his  celestial  visitants,  and,  on  the  vault 
above,  peacocks,  urns  and  animals.  The  art  of  group- 
ing figures  is  not  yet  extinct, — at  least  they  know  how 
to  arrange  a  symmetrical  composition.  One  can  occa- 
sionally detect  in  a  head  of  St.  Peter  or  of  St.  Paul  the 
remains  of  an  antique  type ;  but  the  figures  are  stiff 
and  jointless,  closely  resembling  those  of  feudal  tapes* 
tries.  Ever  the  same  large  hollow  eyes,  the  same  cor- 
nea, the  same  brown,  livid,  deathly  visage:  Christ 
seems  like  a  corpse  resuscitated  from  the  tomb,  the 
vision  of  a  diseased  intellect. 

I  visited  two  or  three  other  churches,  Santa  Agatha 
and  the  Baptistery.  The  latter  is  of  the  fifth  centuiy, 
somewhat  like  that  of  Florence,  upheld  by  two  stories 
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of  arcades,  the  columns  and  capitals  of  which  seem^ 
through  their  incongruities,  to  have  been  taken  from 
pagan  temples  ;  already  in  the  time  of  Constantine  im- 
potent architects,  despoil  pagan  edifices  of  their  mar- 
bles and  sotdptures.  Clumsy  arabesques  cover  the 
walls,  and  on  the  vault  appears  the  baptism  of  Jesus 
Christ  around  which  the  twelve  apostles  are  ranged  in 
a  'circle,  so  many  figures  of  gigantic  proportions  in 
white  tunics  and  gilded  mantles.  Thdr  heads  are 
small  and  of  extraordinary  length  ;  their  shoulders  are 
narrow  and  their  eyes  are  buried  in  their  great  arched 
concavities.  Nevertheless  the  ascetic  regime  has  not 
yet  narrowed  them  down  to  the  same  extent  as  their 
descendants  of  the  succeeding  centuiy  at  San  Yitale ; 
St.  Thomas  still  preserves  a  trace  of  energy ;  St.  John 
the  Baptist,  half-naked,  is  still  half-alive ;  his  thigh, 
shoulder  and  head  are  sound.  You  see  in  the  water 
the  entire  nudity  of  Jesus;  excepting  his  arm  the  mus- 
cles still  contract.  Perhaps  the  christian  artist  had 
some  pagan  painting  before  him  and  his  eyes,  obscured 
by  the  tyranny  of  mystic  ideas,  followed  contours 
whida  his  dull  trembling  hand  could  not  or  dared  not 
more  than  partially  trace. 

Three  or  four  other  monuments  fuUy  demonstrate 
this  decadence^  That  Placidia,  an  imperial  princess 
to  whom  the  Goth  Ataulf  her  husband  made  a  wedding 
present  of  fifty  slaves^  each  bearing  a  basin  filled  with 
gold  and  another  with  precious  stones,  has  her  monu- 
ment near  San  Yitale.  It  is  a  small  low  temple  in  the 
shape  of  a  cross  into  which  one  descends  by  several 
steps  into  a  sort  of  sombre  reddish  subterranean  cham- 
ber decked  with  mosaics.  Bosaces,  leaves,  fantastic 
birds,  fawns  at  the  foot  of  the  cross,  evangelists,  a  rude 
figure  of  the  good  shepherd  surrounded  by  his  lambs, 
the  entire  work  is  savage  and  of  barbaric,  extravagant 
luxuriousness.  Several  tombs  find  shelter  in  the  humid 
shadows ;  one  of  them  represents  the  divine  lamb,  with 
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a  fleece  of  shells,  and  under  the  cross  of  Flacidia's 
septdchre  yon.  perceive  a  flock— -of  what — ^sheep,  horses 
or  asses  ?  ibiother  cave  contains  a  tomb  of  the  Exarch 
Isaac  Avho  died  in  the  middle  of  the  seventh  century. 
You  see  bas-reliefs  here  which  a  modem  mason  would 
repudiate ;  the  three  magi  dressed  as  barbarians  with 
the  pantaloons,  cloaks  and  caps  of  German  shepherds,  a 
Daniel,  and  a  Lazarus  whose  head  forms  a  quarter  of 
his  body,  and  peacocks  that  can  scarcely  be  recognized. 
All  this  art  is  feebleness  and  decomposition,  like  a  de- 
cayed building  tottering  and  going  to  pieces.  Ba- 
venna,  at  this  period,  in  passing  into  Lombard  hands, 
only  falls  from  one  barbaric  stage  to  another ;  whether 
Byzantine  or  Gothic  the  two  arts  are  equivalent.  Along 
with  man  the  soil  becomes  perverted;  the  fevers  of 
summer  kill  the  inhabitants,  the  marshes  spread  oat 
and  the  city  sinks  in  the  earth.  They  have  been 
obliged  to  raise  the  pavement  of  San  Yitale  in  order  to 
protect  it  from  water.  On  visiting  San  Apollinare  in 
Classe,  half  a  league  from  the  city,  you  see  on  your 
way  a  marble  column ;  this  is  the  remnant  of  an  entire 
city,  the  last  fragment  of  a  ruined  basilica.  The  church 
itself  seems  to  be  abandoned;  it  subsists  alone  in  a 
desert,  formerly  one  of  the  three  quarters  of  Bavenna ; 
the  crypt  is  often  invaded  by  the  tide,  while  near  it  a 
forest  of  pines,  mute  and  the  sojourn  of  vipers,  has  re- 
placed, on  the  side  of  the  sea,  the  cultivation  and  habi* 
tations  of  man. 


CHAPTER  V. 

FROM  BOLOGNA  TO  PADUA.— ASPECT  OF  THE  COUNTRY.— PADTJA.— 
STATE  OF  SOCIETY  IN  THE  FOURTEENTH  CENTURY  AND  OP  ART 
IN  THE  FIFTEENTH  CENTURY.— SANTA  MARIA  DELL'  ARENE  AND 
THE  WORKS  OF  GIOTTO. 

It  seems  as  if  this  country  was  entirely  alluvial.  It 
is  an  Italian  Flanders.  On  both  sides  of  the  railway 
extends  an  immense  plain,  entirely  green,  filled  with 
cattle  and  horses  pasturing.  The  yemal  sun  every- 
where diffuses  its  joyous  beams ;  nothing  impedes  them 
exoept,  on  the  horizon,  a  belt  of  slender  trees  like  a 
delicate  silken  fringe ;  the  broad  cupola  of  the  sky  is 
of  the  tenderest  azure. 

The  soil  is  thoroughly  soaked  with  water  and,  soon,  the 
canals  commence.  After  leaving  Ferrara  the  road 
forms  an  elevated  causeway  protected  from  inunda- 
tions ;  ditches  abound  everywhere,  and  pools  of  water 
filled  with  rushes ;  on  the  right  is  the  silvery  surface 
of  the  Po,  so  placid  that  it  seems  to  be  motionless ; 
thus  does  it  glide  along  amply  expanded  amidst  the 
universal  freshness  among  polished  sands  and  islands 
covered  with  wood.  You  travel  along  a  straight  road 
compact  and  clean  as  in  Flanders,  between  poplars  of 
a  charming  green.  The  trees  are  all  budding  ;  spring 
as  far  as  the  eye  can  se^  is  diffusing  itself  over  all 
things. 

Often,  at  the  end  of  a  long  white  ribbon  of  road  rises 
a  bell-tower,  and  then  a  cluster  of  houses  appears  on  a 
flat  piece  of  ground ;  this  is  a  village ;  the  houses,  plas- 
tered white  and  the  ruddy  bricks  of  the  campanile 
relieve  sharply  on  the  sky.  Excepting  the  light  it 
might  be  called  a  Dutch  landscape.    Calm  and  spark- 
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ling  water  is  everywhere  visible  and,  as  evening  ap- 
proaches, the  frogs  croak. 

Meanwhile,  on  the  left,  rises  a  lofty  blue  barrier,  a 
drapery  of  mountains  fringed  with  snow  and  relieving 
with  exquisite  delicaoy ;  the  sky  arches  clear  and  pale 
and  the  young  verdure  overspreads  the  plain  with  an 
almost  equally  delicate  tint. 

Podxia,  April  20. — Here  I  am  in  an  Austrian  country. 
One  would  scarcely  believe  it  on  seeing  the  books  and 
engravings  displayed  in  the  shops  of  the  bookseUers, 
the  most  prominent  being  "le  Maudit,"  the  "Vie  de 
Jesus"  by  Benan  and  by  Strauss,  (the  latter  translated 
by  Littr^,)  Victor  Hugo,  Hegel,  etc.  One  engraving 
represents  Garibaldi  asleep,  and  Alexander  Dumas 
contemplating  him ;  Garibaldi  lies  on  a  floor  and  near 
him  is  a  pitcher  of  water  and  a  crust  of  bread, 
the  epigraph,  by  Alexander  Dumas,  comparing  him  to 
Cincinnatus. — The  bookseller  tells  me,  with  a  smile, 
that  "le  Maudit"  is  prohibited  in  Italian,  but  is  not 
yet  forbidden  in  French ;  portraits  of  Garibaldi  are  in- 
terdicted but  not  lithographs  that  contain  a  number  of 
figures.  Under  this  systematic  administration  the  law 
is  executed  to  the  letter,  and  before  making  any  inno- 
vations instructions  are  awaited  from  Vienna. 

Proceeding  onward  we  find  a  city  in  good  order, 
provincial  in  aspect,  provided  with  arcades  and  a  green 
grassy  prato.  Its  tranquillity,  its  respectable  appear- 
ance and  its  gray-coated  sentinels  remind  the  traveller 
that  here,  as  in  every  well-governed  city,  the  people 
must  eat  well,  sleep  better,  take  ice-creams  at  caf^s, 
amuse  themselves  without  disturbances  and  attend 
lectures  at  a  university  which  create  no  excitement; 
the  only  matter  of  serious  import  to  the  inhabitants  is 
the  payment  of  their  taxes  on  the  day  prescribed. 
Thereupon  he  ponders  over  what  it  was  in  tiie  middle- 
ages  ;  on  its  podestat  Ezzelin  the  terror  of  children ;  on 
the  8ufi*erings  of  its  nobles  who  day  and  night  screeobed 
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with  tortures;  on  those  condemned  young  seigneurs 
who  escaped  from  their  guards,  stabbed  their  judge 
and  ripped  up  the  face  of  their  persecutor  with  their 
teeth ;  on  its  sanguinary  struggle  and  the  romantic 
adventures  of  the  Carrari.  And  here,  as  at  Bologna, 
Florence,  Sienna,  Perugia,  and  Pisa,  he  cannot  avoid 
contrasting  the  terrible,  hazardous  and  energetic  life  of 
feudal  cities  and  principalities  with  the  orderly  pre- 
cision and  tameness  of  modem  monarchies. 

Here  all  that  remains  of  the  picturesque  and  the 
grand  proceeds  from  the  reaction  of  this  great  epoch. 
In  every  country  a  rich  invention  in  the  field  of  art  is 
preceded  by  indomitable  energy  in  the  field  of  action. 
A  father  has  fought,  founded  and  suffered,  heroically 
and  tragicaUy ;  the  son  gathers  from  the  lips  of  the  old 
heroic  and  tragic  traditions,  and,  protected  by  the 
efforts  of  a  previous  generation,  less  menaced  by 
danger,  installed  on  paternal  foundations,  he  imagines, 
expresses,  narrates,  sculptures  or  paints  the  mighty 
deeds  of  which  his  heart,  still  throbbing,  feels  the  last 
vibration.  *  This  is  why  works  of  art  are  so  numerous 
in  Italy ;  each  town  has  its  own ;  there  are  so  many 
that  the  visitor  is  overwhelmed  by  them ;  one  wotdd  be 
obliged  to  rewrite  his  descriptions  constantly.  I  am 
quite  content  not  to  go  to  Modena,  Brescia  or  Mantua ; 
all  I  regret  is  Parma.  I  shall  leave  Italy  with  but  a 
partial  idea  of  Correggio ;  but  I  shall  compensate  my- 
self with  the  Venetian  masters. 

Even  at  Padua,  which  is  a  second-class  city,  it  is 
necessary  to  make  a  choice.    We  go  accordingly  to  the 


*  Take,  for  example,  the  generation  between  1820  and  1830  after 
the  Revolution  and  the  wars  of  the  Empire;  Dut^h  art  after  the 
stro^le  of  the  Nettierkadfl  with  Spain;  Gothic  anshiteetiue  and 
mediffival  poesy  aite  the  conBolidation  of  feodal  society ;  the  litera- 
ture of  the  XVII  century  in  France  after  the  establishment  of  a  regu- 
lar monarchy ;  Greek  tragedy,  architecture  and  sculpture  after  the 
defeat  of  the  Persians,  etc. 
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church  of  Santa  Maria  dell'  Arena,  situated  at  the  end 
of  the  city  in  a  quiet  comer.  It  is  a  private  chapel, 
and  stands  in  a  large  bourgeois  garden,  enclosed  by 
walls,  somewhat  neglected,  where  vines  on  a  green 
grass-plot  are  climbing  up  the  fruit-trees.  A  servant 
pushes  back  a  bolt,  and  the  visitor  is  introduced  into  a 
nave  which  Giotto  (1304)  has  covered  with  paintings. 
He  was  twenty-eight  years  old,  and  he  has  here  por- 
brayed  in  thirty-seven  great  frescoes,  the  entire  story  of 
Christ  and  the  Virgin.  No  moniunent  better  repre- 
sents the  dawn  of  the  Italian  Benaissance.  Several 
traces  of  barbarism  still  remain ;  for  example,  he  does 
not  know  how  to  render  all  actions ;  in  his  "  CSirist  at 
the  Sepulchre,"  the  attendants  expressing  their  grief 
open  their  mouths  with  a  grimace,  and  his  *'  Hell,"  like 
that  of  Bernardo  Orcagna,  is  filled  with  the  grotesque. 
The  big  hairy  Satan  is  a  scarecrow  like  those  of  our 
ancient  mysteries,  and  inferior  demons  are  consuming 
or  sawing  up  small  naked  bodies  with  meagre  legs 
heaped  togettier  as  in  a  salting-tub.  Near  by  the  re- 
suscitated leaving  their  tombs,  have  spare  and  twisted 
claws,  and,  what  is  still  more  repulsive,  the  huge  dis- 
proportioned  heads  of  tadpoles ;  the  quaint  and  impo- 
tent fancy  of  the  middle  ages  peers  out  and  flourishes 
here  as  on  the  doors  of  the  cathedrals.  Jacomino  of 
Verona,  a  minor  friar  of  this  epoch,  described  these 
torments  of  the  damned  with  still  greater  triviality. 
Satan,  according  to  him,  commands  "  the  wicked  to  be 
roasted  like  a  pig  on  an  iron  turnspit ;"  then,  when  the 
charred  figure  is  brought  to  him,  he  replies :  "  Begone, 
tell  that  miserable  cook  that  the  morsel  is  not  well 
done ;  put  it  back  on  the  fire  and  let  it  stay  there.*' 
Dante  alone  cotdd  free  himself  from  this  popular  buf- 
foonery and  endow  his  condemned  ones  with  souls  as 
proud  as  bis  own.  He  was  here  in  Padua  the  same 
time  as  Giotto  and,  it  is  said,  stayed  at  his  house,  both 
being  friends.    But  the  domain  of  painting  is  not  the 
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same  as  that  of  poesy,  and  what  one  accomplished 
with  words  the  other  could  not  aocomphsh  with  colors. 
People  were  not  yet  familiar  enotigh  with  the  muscles 
and  energies  of  the  human  organism  to  combine,  like 
Michael  Angelo,  in  a  few  colossal  and  contorted  figures 
the  tragic  elements  which  Dante  displayed  in  his  nu- 
merous *vi8ions  and  in  his  lugubrious  scenery.  More- 
over, the  telent  and  humor  of  the  painter  were  not 
those  of  the  poet;  Giotto  was  as  gay  as  Dante  was 
sad ;  his  fine  genius,  facile  invention,  his  love  of  noble- 
ness and  pathos,  led  him  toward  ideal  personages  and 
affecting  expressions,  and  it  is  in  this  field,  peculiar  to 
him,  that  here,  for  the  first  time,  with  extraordinary 
richness  and  success,  he  innovated  and  created. 

Here,  for  the  first  time  in  ^  fresco,  .we  find  almost 
antique  heads ;  it  is  the  same  stroke  of  genius  as  that 
of  Nicholas  of  Pisa :  after  a  lapse  of  fifty  years  paint- 
ing and  sculpture  imite,  and  healthy,  regular  beauty 
reappears  on  the  waUs  of  churches  as  on  the  tombs  of 
the  saints.  Around  Christ  on  the  Gross  and  in  the 
Last  Judgment,  the  noble  heads  of  the  saints  have  the 
solidity  of  structure  and  the  firm  chin^  of  the  Greek 
statues :  nothing  can  be  graver  and  simpler  than  the 
draperies,  and  nothing  more  beautiful  than  the  figures 
of  the  ten  seraphims  crowned  with  glories.  Extending 
along  the  entire  nave,  at  the  base  of  the  wall,  is  a  range 
of  ideal  women  representing,  in  gray,  the  different  vir- 
tues, all  robust  and  calm,  ample  and  finely  draped ;  two 
especially.  Charity  and  Hope,  seem  to  be  Boman  em- 
presses; another.  Justice,  possesses  p,  face  of  the 
sweetest  and  purest  type.  You  feel  that  the  painter 
lovingly  seeks  after  and  discovers  perfection  of  form ; 
his  Christs  are  not  portraits ;  their  features  are  too  reg- 
idar  and  too  serene;  one  of  them  in  the  ''Marriage 
Feast  at  Cana,"  in  a  wine-colored  mantle  reminds  one 
of  that  which  Baphael  has  placed  in  his  "  Transfigura- 
tion."   The  artist,  evidently,  does  not  paint  from  the 
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model  before  him  but,  like  Baphael,  '^  according  to  a 
certain  conception  of  his  own."  This  inyentiveness  is 
observable  on  all  sides,  in  his  landscapes,  in  his  archi- 
tecture, in  the  careful  composition  of  his  groups,  and, 
above  all,  in  the  expressions.  Some  there  are  which 
come  direct  from  the  heart,  so  spontaneous,  so  true 
that  none  more  genuine  can  be  found.  At  the  foot  of 
the  cross  the  Virgin  in  a  blue  hood,  her  brow  wrinkled 
and  pale,  swoons  and  jet,  through  a  supreme  effort,  re- 
mains erect.*  The  Magdalen  extends  her  arms  to  the 
resuscitated  Ohrist,  witii  stupor  and  tenderness,  as  if 
desirous  of  advancing  and  jet  remaining  fixed  to  the 
ground.  Lazarus,  enveloped  in  his  bandages,  and 
rigid  like  a  mummy  in  its  coffer,  but  erect  and  with  an- 
imated eyes,  is  an  overpowering  apparition. — ^This  man 
possessed  genius,  ideas,  feeling  everything,  save  science 
which  is  the  fruit  of  time,  and  finish  in  his  execution ; 
his  drawings  were  generalizations,  consisting  simply  of 
outlines  and  folds  of  drapery ;  in  address,  and  in  the 
art  of  the  hand  he  was  deficient.  In  a  neighboring 
church,  that  of  the  Eremitani,  are  some  fresooes  by 
Mantegna,  quite  perfect,  admirable  in  relief  and  of 
studied  correctness;  this  is  what  a  century  and  a  half 
would  have  taught  Qiotto;  what  a  painter  he  would 
have  been  had  he  mastered  such  processes  1  Perhaps 
tiie  world  would  have  seen  a  second  BaphaeL 

*  This  remlndB  us  of  one  of  Comeille's  lines  deecribinghiB  F^wwim 
heroine  saddenly  fidling  like  a  etstue : 

**Non,  Je  ne  pleura  pM,  maflMM,  maU  J»  i 
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CHAPTEE  VI- 

PADUA,  COini27C7ED.->«AN  OrOBTINA.-^AH  ANTONIO.— THE  fiCtJLP- 
TORS  AND  DECORATORS  OF  THB  FIFTEENTH  AND  SIXTEENTH 
CENTURIES.— THE  MUNICIPAL  SYSTEM  COMPARED  WITH  THB 
EXTENDED  GOVERNMENTS  OF  MODERN  TIMES.— THB  ADYANTA- 
QES  AND  DRAWBACKS  OF  CONTEMPORARY  CIVILIZATION. 

We  return  to  the  Prato,  which  is  green  and  radiant 
with  Spring.  A  canal  crosses  it  and  statues  are  ranged 
among  the  trunks  of  the  trees.  Around  it  rise  high 
walls  of  red  brick  ;  blue  domes  profile  themselves  in 
powerful  masses  against  the  pure  blue  sky,  and,  on  the 
cornices  of  the  churches,  birds  are  carolhng  in  the  midst 
of  the  solitude  and  the  silence. 

In  front,  is  San  Giustina  and  its  eight  domes.  Al- 
though built  in  the  sixteenth  century  the  bjzantine 
form,  with  its  rotundities,  prevails.  Spherical  projec- 
tions form  a  circle  around  the  cupolas ;  within,  between 
round  arcades,  the  roof  hollows  out  into  concave  buck- 
lers, its  ample  vault  expanding  like  an  interior  firma- 
ment filled  with  light.  One  comprehends  immediately 
here  the  expressive  force  of  lines.  According  as  the 
ruling  form  differs  so  does  the  general  sentiment  differ. 
The  acute  angle  and  upspringing  ogive  excite  mystic 
emotion  ;  the  right  angle  and  the  solid  square  pose  of 
the  Greek  construction  suggest  an  idea  of  calm  serenity  ; 
the  byzantine  imperial  or  modem  curve  of  the  round 
arch  gives  a  decorative  aspect.  Such  is  the  impression 
made  by  this  church ;  with  its  portal  of  black,  red  and 
white  marbles,  its  square  pilasters,  its  projecting  entab- 
latures, its  Boman  capitals,  its  grand  proportions  and 
its  fine  light  it  imposes  on  you  not  without  a  certain 
degree  of   quaintness    and  pomposity.      Behind    the 
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choir,  and  by  the  hand  of  Yeronese,  a  deluge  of  little 
angels,  amidst  strong  contrasts  of  light  and  shadow,  is 
precipitating  itself  on  the  spot  where  the  saint,  in  a 
splendid  robe  of  yellow  silk,  surrenders  himself  to  the 
executioner  about  to  sever  his  throat.  The  rest  of  the 
edifice  is  filled  with  theatrical  sculptures,  gesticulating 
martyrs,  rumpled  draperies  and  writhing  flesh-forms  in 
the  style  of  Bernini,  only  still  more  insipid.  The 
grandiose  of  the  sixteenth  century  thus  termLtes  with 
the  affectation  of  the  eighteenth. 

But  the  principal  monument,  the  most  celebrated  for 
its  sanctdty  and  the  richest  in  works  of  art,  is  the  ohnrch 
of  San  Antonio.  On  the  solitary  square  surrounding 
it  stands  the  bronze  equestrian  statue  of  the  condotfciero 
Guattemalata,  executed  by  Donatello,  and  the  first  that 
was  cast  in  Italy  (1463).  In  his  cuirass,  with  his  head 
bare  and  his  baton  of  command  in  his  hand,  he  aits 
firmly  on  a  stout-limbed  charger,  a  vigorous  animal  for 
use  and  for  war,  and  not  for  show ;  his  bust  is  full  and 
square ;  his  great  two-handed  sword  hangs  below  his 
horse's  belly ;  his  long  spurs  with  big  rowels  can  bury 
themselves  deep  in  the  flesh  when  a  perilous  leap  is  to 
be  made  over  a  fosse,  or  to  surmount  a  palisade ;  he 
is  a  rude  warrior ;  and  as  he  sits  th^e  in  his  harness 
you  see  that,  like  Sf orza  his  adversary,  he  has  passed 
his  life  in  the  saddle.  Here,  as  at  Eloranee,  Donatello 
dares  to  risk  the  entire  truth,  the  crude  details  that 
seem  ungracious  to  the  vulgar,  the  faithful  imitation  of 
the  actual  person  with  his  own  features  and  prof essionai 
traits ;  the  result  of  which  is,  here  as  in  Florence,  a 
fragment  of  living  humanity,  snatched  breathing  out  of 
his  century,  and  prolonging,  through  its  originality  and 
enei^,  the  life  of  that  century  down  to  our  own* 

As  to  the  church  it  is  very  peculiar,  it  being  an  Italian- 
Gothic  structure  complicated  with  Byzantine  cupolas ; 
round  domes,  pointed  spires,  little  columns  surmounted 
with  ogive  arcades,  a  facade  borrowed  from  the  Boman 
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basilica,  a  balcony  modelled  after  Venetian  palaces 
fase  together  in  one  composite  medley  the  ideas  of 
three  or  four  centuries,  and  of  three  or  four  countries. 
The  great  saint  of  the  city,  St.  Anthony,  lies  here,  one 
of  the  leading  characters  of  the  twelfth  century,  a 
mystic  preacher  who  addressed  himself  to  fishcSs  as  St. 
Francis  did  to  birds,  the  fishes  flocking  to  him  in  shoab 
and  signifying  to  him  that  they  comprehended  him. 
The  sanctuary  contains  bis  tongue  and  chin ;  at  the 
most  flourishing  period  of  Jesuitic  deyotion,  in  1690,  it 
was  decorated  by  Parodi  with  an  incredible  expenditure 
of  magnificence  and  affectation.  The  windows  are  em- 
bossed with  silver,  and  a  profusion  of  gay  and  animated 
marble  figures  with  arch  expressions  and  su£Piised  eyes 
cover  the  walls  with  their  sentimental  graces.  Back  of 
the  chapel  a  legion  of  angels  bear  away  the  saint  in 
glory.  There  are  perhaps  sixty  of  them  crowded  and 
piled  together  like  a  swarm  of  cupids  on  a  boudoir 
ceiling,  with  trim  legs,  smooth  little  bodies,  pouting 
visages,  demure,  and  with  plump  dimpled  cheeks; 
some,  leaning  on  the  cross  have  the  lively  and  tender 
smile  of  a  grisette  asleep  and  dreaming.  The  whole 
chapel  seems  to  be  an  enormous  console  of  ornamental 
marble,  and,  to  complete  the  impression,  here  and 
there  throughout  the  church,  are  gallant  virgins  coquet- 
tishly  lowering  their  coifis  and  playing  with  their  fat 
tambinoe.  The  vapid  devotion  of  the  decadence  evi- 
dently usurped  for  its  own  use  the  sanctuary  of  mmple 
old  piety  and  overspread  the  popular  faith  witii  its  Own 
veneering  and  varnish. 

Other  chapels  show  another  age  of  the  same  senti- 
ment ;  one,  on  the  left,  dedicated  to  the  saint,  was  built 
and  decorated  by  ten  sculptors  of  the  sixteenth  century, 
Biccio,  Sansovino,  Falcbnetto,  Ai^»etti,  Giovanni  di 
Milano,  Tullio  Lombardo  and  others.  Bichness  of 
imagination,  the  superb  sentiment  of  a  pagan,  natural 
life,  the  entire  spirit  of  the  renaissance  here  shows  itself 
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in  striking  characteristics.  The  facade  of  white  marble^ 
sewn  with  caissons  of  colored  marble  framed  by  black 
marble,  resembles  an  antique  triumphal  arch.  Marble 
columns  ooyered  with  bas-reliefs  and  surmounted  by 
round  arcades  give  to  it  a  monumental  entrance.  Shell 
niches/  friezes  of  foliage>  bucklers,  horses,  naked  men, 
swans,  fishes  and  cupids  expose  in  the  baekground  the 
full  diversity  and  breadth  of  heroic  or  animated  nature. 
A  multitude  of  petty  sculptured  figures  embroider  the 
walls  and  pillars ;  here  the  naked  Fates  among  grapes 
and  flowers,  with  a  somewhat  lank  and  literal  imitation 
of  ^the  human  figure  for  the  first  time  comprehended ; 
there  a  resurrection  in  which  a  studied  aim  at  pictur- 
esque form  mingles  with  the  poetic  sentimant  of  ideal 
form.  And,  as  if  to  testify  to  the  ardent  laith  which 
ever  endures  the  same  through  all  artistic  transforms 
tions,  you  find  amidst  this  imposing  sensual  decoration 
hundreds  of  ex-^otos^  in  the  shape  of  crutches,  litUe 
ten-sous  pictures  and  a  quantity  of  charity  boxes  ap- 
pealing for  contributions. 

Nothing  is  wanting  here  for  the  assemblage  on  one 
spot  of  the  entire  series  of  human  sentiments.  Facing 
this  monument  built  by  the  pagan  renaissance,  is  a 
chapel  of  the  fourteenth  century,  that  of  St.  Felix,  ogival, 
painted  and  gilded,  whose  niches,  similar  to  trefoik  or 
bishops'  bonnets,  place  gotfaic  art  before  the  eye  bright- 
ened with  oriental  reflections  through  its  proximity  to 
Venice.  It  is  red  and  sombre ;  its  azure  vaults  deflect 
into  small  arches ;  arabesques  run  over  the  entire  arch- 
way ;  sculptured  stalls  with  gilded  canopies  divide  into 
finials;  ancient  paintings  by  Altiehierri  and  Jacopo 
Avanzi,  figures  draped  and  armed  as  in  the  middle 
ages,  crowd  together  stiff,  as  yet,  and  awkward,  among 
gothic  castles  covered  with  Saracenic  omamentatiaB. 
Venice,  at  this  time,  had  a  foothokl  in  the  Orient^  and 
at  Pyprus  she  alone  carried  on  the  christian  cmsade. 

But  what  makes  this  ohuroh  a  really  unique  monumeBt, 
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a  memorial  of  all  ages,  are  the  tombe  it  oontains.  In  the 
church  of  the  Erematani  I  had  just  seen  those  of  the 
Oarrari.  No  work  i»  better  fitted  to  make  ns  compre- 
hend the  tastes  and  ideas  of  a  century ;  the  architect's 
hand  has  labored  at  it  as  well  as  the  sculptor's,  and 
whatever  diyeiBity  there  may  be  in  the  monuments  all 
symbolize  the  same  idea^  one  of  simple  and  prime  sig^ 
nificance,  that  of  death,  in  snoh  a  way  that  the  specta- 
tor follows  in  tiieir  differences  the  different  modes  in 
which  man  regarded  the  most  formidable  moment  of 
life,  the  most  poignant,  the  most  omTersal  and  the  most 
intelligible  of  his  interests.  The  series  here  is  com- 
plete. A  lady  deceased  in  1427  sleeps,  reclining  in  an 
alcove ;  tmdemeath  her  three  small  figares  in  a  diell 
niche  grarely  meditate,  and  their  heavy  heads,  their 
attitudes  and  their  drapery  are  as  simple  as  the  funereal 
chamber  in  which  her  dead  body  repose&  Near  this  are 
tombs  of  the  sbcte^oith  centnry*  that  of  Cardinal  Bem- 
bo,  a  grand  figure  somewhat  bald  with  a  superb  beard 
and  the  spirited  air  of  a  portrait  by  Titian ;  the  other, 
as  grandiose  and  pompous  as  a  triumph,  that  of  the 
Venetian  general  Contarini.  A  frieze  of  vessels,  cui- 
rasses, arms  and  bucklers  winds  around  the  courses  of 
marble.  Shouting  tritons  and  caryatides  of  chained 
captives  display  tiie  emblems  and  insignia  of  maritime 
victory.  A  series  of  nude  bodies,  and  heads  having  a 
simple  air  rise  upwaard,  possessing  tibe  vigor  and  frank- 
ness of  expression  characteristic  of  a  healthy  art  in  its 
bloom  and  vitality.  On  the  sides  are  diajdayed  two  fig- 
ures of  women,  one  young  and  spirited  in  a  close-fitting 
tunic,  the  breasts  siJient,  and  the  other  aged  and  weep- 
iag  but  not  less  robust  and  muscular.  On  tibe  top  of 
the  pyramid  a  beautiful  Yiitue  with  downoaet  eyes,  but 
with  leg  and  breast  exposed,  seems  like  <Ae  of  the 
youthful  and  glorious  divinities  of  Veronese.  You  con- 
tinue on,  and  suddenly,  at  the  end  of  the  seventeenth 
century,  the  change  in  taste  appeaza ;  art  beecnnes  de- 
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Yotional,  worldly^  pretentious  and  rapid.  A  tomb  of 
1684  combines  figures  half  naked  or  cuirassed  in  pagan 
panoply,  but  bending  over,  affected,  and  in  a  flutter  of 
curtains,  garlands  and  skulls.  Another  oi  1690|  is 
a  scaffolding  of  men,  angels,  busts  and  pennons,  be- 
ginniug  vith  a  desiccated  skull  and  crossbones  and 
ending  with,  at  the  top,  a  winged  skeleton  blowing  a 
blast  on  a  trumpet.  After  the  plain  memorial  repre- 
senting actual  death  comes  the  pagan  memorial  over- 
spreading death  with  heroic  pomp ;  then  the  dcTotional 
memorial  which  puts  into  the  same  parade  the  horrors 
of  the  sepulchre  and  all  mundane  elegancies. 

How  gladly-one  reverts  back  to  the  works  of  the  Be- 
naissance  1  How  noble,  how  vigorous,  how  grand  man 
seems  between  gothio  insuffidency  and  modem  arti- 
ficiality  1  The  rest  of  the  day  I  passed  in  the  choir. 
Large  bronze  statuettes  stand  on  a  bronze  balustrade 
near  bronze  gates.  Bronze  carpets  the  enclosure,  cov- 
ers the  altar^  bristles  in  bas-reliefs,  rises  on  the  pillars, 
and  mounts  upward  in  candelabras.  Crowds  of  ener- 
getic figures  display  themselves  everywhere  in  multi- 
plied bosses  on  the  sombre  and  lustrous  tints  of  the 
gleaming  metaL  Here  the  apostles  of  Aspetti  (1693) 
through  their  proud  stature  and  disordered  drapery, 
seem  the  grandchildren  of  Michael  Angelo ;  there  a  can- 
delabra by  Biocio  (1488)  twice  a  man's  height,  with  a 
base  three  feet  square,  rears  itself  upward  in  tier  upon 
tier  of  figures  ;  we  cannot  imagine  greater  richness  of 
invention,  so  many  and  such  diverse  scenes,  such  luxury 
of  ornamentation,  such  a  complete  world  both  christiaii 
and  pagan  magnificently  combined  in  a  single  mass  and 
yet  distributed  witii  so  much  art  that  every  tier  en- 
hances the  value  of  the  others,  its  swarm  of  details  pro- 
ducing groupings  and  its  multitudes  a  unity.  On  the 
square  sides  are  displayed  stories  of  the  New  Testament, 
the  interment  of  Jesus  amidst  the  despairing  cries  and 
gestures  of  a  weeping  crowd,  and,  again,  Jesus  in  limbo, 
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amongst  the  stout  bodies  and  fine  naked  limbs  of  re- 
deemed sinners.  On  the  cornices,  and,  here  and  there, 
on  the  angles  and  monldings  are  pagan  forms  framing 
in  the  christian  tragedy.  Renaissance  fancy  has  fall 
play  in  a  profusion  of  tritons,  horses,  twining  ser- 
pents and  torsos  of  women  and  children.  Oentanrs 
bear  naked  cupids  on  their  omppers  brandishing  torch- 
es ;  other  cnpids  sport  with  masks  or  hold  musical  in- 
struments ;  fawns  and  satyrs  bound  amidst  the  foliage ; 
invention  oyerflows,  all  this  triumph  of  natural  life, 
these  panathenaio  poesies  of  an  unfettered  creative  hu- 
man imagination  displaying  their  action  and  exuber- 
ance in  order  to  deck  the  candelabra  which  bears  the 
pascal  taper. 

What  the  worker  in  bronze  did  in  those  days  is  in- 
comparable. This  art,  that  of  the  goldsmith,  antici- 
pates painting  a  century,  and  attains  to  its  perfection 
while  the  other  is  just  beginning.  Master  of  all  its 
processes  it  encroaches  on  those  of  its  rivals.  Knowl- 
edge of  types,  familiarity  with  the  nude,  the  movement 
of  draperies,  study  of  expression,  of  composition,  of  per- 
spective,— ^nothing  is  lacking.  The  modeller's  thumb 
dispatches  a  picture  complete,^-thirty  or  forty  figures 
grouped  on  different  planes,  active  and  excited  multi- 
tudes, the  entire  human  tragedy  spread  out  on  the 
public  square  between  porticoes  and  temples.*'  Two 
by  Donatello  on  the  altar  panels,t  and  twelve  by 
Yelano  and  Andrea  Briosco  on  the  panels  of  the  choir, 
for  fecundity  of  genias,  boldness  of  conception,  the 
management  and  arrangement  of  crowds,  surpass  any- 
thing I  have  ever  encountered.  Judith  and  the  entire 
army  of  Holofomes  are  massacred  and  put  to  flight ; 
Samson  is  wrenching  away  the  columns  of  the  temple 

*  See  the  **  Martyrdom  of  St  Lawrence"  by  Baccio  Bandinelli  in 
tlie  well-known  engraving, 
t  1440-1449. 
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crumbling  under  its  crowded  galleries;  Solomon  is 
seen  under  three  stories  of  arclutectare  surrounded  by 
the  assembled  people;  the  ten  tribes  of  Israelites 
crowd  around  the  brazen  serpent  their  bodies  writhing 
and  swollen  with  the  bite  of  reptiles,  suppliant  women 
handing  forward  their  infants  to  be  cured,  wounded 
men  in  heaps  and  in  contortions,  aU  in  a  vast  land- 
scape  of  rocks,  palm-trees  and  flocks  which  difiuses  the 
grandeur  of  a  tranquil  nature  around  the  agitations  of 
sujBfering  humanity.  All  these  souls  and  bodies  lire, 
and  their  energy  reacta  and  communicates  itaelf  to  the 
spectator.  One  feels  exalted  after  a  contemplation  of 
them.  Hence  the  nobleness  of  this  art»  Let  the  por- 
traits and  history  of  the  men  of  this  day  be  oontem- 
plated  and  we  find  that  they  fought  the  battle  of  life 
well,  and  that  among  artists,  this  exalts  them  to  the 
highest  rank.  Let  man  strive  and  suff^,  be  wounded 
and  downstricken,  it  matters  not ;  it  is  his  lot  and  he 
is  made  for  trial  and  struggle.  The  great  thing  is  to 
struggle  bravely,  to  will,  to  work,  and  to  create;  the 
great  source  of  action  in  him  must  not  be  wasted  in  a 
stagnant  pool  or  in  an  administrative  canal;  it  mnat 
flow  on  and  steadily  expand,  not  like  a  oapricioos 
torrent  but  like  a  broad  river;  the  current  once  free 
should  flow  always,  disturbed  and  tempestuous  if 
necessary,  but  fertilizing,  inexhaustible,  and,  from 
time  to  time,  bright  beneath  celestial  splendor  alid 
joy.  At  the  last  hour  he  may  disappear  in  the  sea; 
his  career  is  over.  At  each  turn  of  the  century  death 
swallows  up  and  disperses  the  living  generation ;  but 
it  has  no  hold  on  its  past.  The  dead  may  rest  tran- 
quilly; their  work  is  done  and  their  posterity  in  its 
turn,  clearing  its  own  pathway,  must  be  content,  when, 
aiter  similar  labor  it  Hes  down  in  similar  repose. 

On  contemplating  the  great  works  which  fill  all  Italy, 
on  pondering  over  the  decadence  which  followed  their 
production,  on  remarking  how  greatly  the  generation 


MODERN  STATES.  211 

which  produced  them  surpassed  ours  in  active  vigoz 
and  in  spontaneous  invention,  on  reflecting  that,  thus 
far,  all  civilizations  have  flourished  only  to  wither 
and  to  turn  to  dust,  one  asks  himself  whether  that  in 
which  we  Uve  will  not  meet  with  the  same  fate  and 
whether  the  great  monument  which  protects  us  will  not 
in  its  turn  provide  fragments  for  some  unknown  con- 
struction in  which  a  renewed  humanity  will  secure  pro- 
tection of  a  superior  order.  Sentiment,  in  this  connec- 
tion, must  not  be  listened  to ;  our  response  must  come 
from  history  and  from  analysis.  Here  are  the  founda- 
tions of  our  edifice,  and,  at  first  view,  they  seem  to 
guarantee  its  solidity. 

The  States  of  modem  times  are  not  simple  cities 
provided  with  a  territcHy  and  which  extermination  or 
conquest  may  destroy,  like  Sienna,  Florence,  Carthage, 
Crotona  or  Athens.  They  embrace  thirty  or  forty  mil- 
lions of  men  forming  distinct  races  and  nations,  and, 
so  regarded,  may  resist  invasions.  Napoleon  could  not 
make  a  subject  of  Spain,  so  weak,  nor  put  down  Ger- 
many, so  divided.  When  in  1815  William  Humboldt 
proposed  to  partition  France,  too  strong  as  he  thought, 
the  allies  drew  back,  aware  that  at  the  end  of  twenty- 
five  years  the  pieces  would  of  themselves  again  unite. 
Look  at  the  difficulties  of  Bussia  in  these  days  in  re- 
spect to  a  third  of  Poland.  A  garrison  of  five  hundred 
thousand  men,  the  half  of  a  nation,  is  necessary  to  re- 
strain the  other  half,  and  the  profit  is  not  worth  the 
expense. 

In  the  second  place,  the  European  states  are  formed 
of  diverse  races  and  nations ;  hence  one  may  replace 
or  restore  its  neighbor  if  its  neighbor  falls.  When 
Portugal,  Spain  and  Italy  fell  in  the  seventeenth  cen- 
tury, England,  France  and  Holland  resumed  and  con- 
tinned  in  their  own  way  and  for  their  own  account  the 
work  they  began.  If  in  the  course  of  a  hundred  years 
France  should  become  a  common  administrative  camp, 
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the  protestant  nations  of  England,  Germany,  the 
United  States  and  Australia  would  individually  develop 
and  their  civilization  flow  back  on  France  at  the  end  of 
two  or  three  centuries,  as  that  of  France,  after  two  or 
three  centuries,  now  flows  bock  on  Italy  and  Spain.  A 
monarchy,  on  the  contrary,  like  that  of  China,  a  the- 
ocracy like  that  of  India,  a  group  of  cities  like  Greece, 
a  grand  unique  organization  like  the  Boman  Empire, 
wholly  perish  for  the  lack  of  equal  and  independent 
neighbors  to  subsist  after  them  and  renew  their  exist- 
ence. 

Three-quarters  of  the  labor  of  humanity  is  now  done 
by  machinery,  and  the  number  of  machines  like  the 
perfectibility  of  processes,  is  constantly  increasing. 
Manual  labor  diminishes  in  the  same  ratio,  and,  conse- 
quently, the  number  of  thinking  beings  increases.  We 
are  accordingly  exempt  from  the  scourge  which  de- 
stroyed the  Greek  and  Boman  world,  that  is  to  say  the 
reduction  of  nine-tenths  of  the  human  race  to  the  con- 
dition of  beasts  of  burden,  overtasked,  and  perishing, 
their  destruction  or  gradual  debasement  allowing  only 
a  small  number  of  the  dite  in  each  state  to  subsist 
Almost  all  of  the  republics  of  Greece  and  of  ancient 
and  modem  Italy*  have  perished  for  want  of  citi2en8. 
At  the  present  day  the  machinery  now  substituted  for 
subjects  and  slaves  prepares  multitudes  of  intelligent 
beings. 

In  addition  to  this,  again,  the  experimental  and  pro- 
gressive sciences  are  now  recognized  as  the  sole  legiti- 
mate mistresses  of  the  human  intellect,  and  the  only 
safe  guides  for  human  activity.  This  is  unique  in  the 
world.    Among  the  Islamites,  under  the  Ptolemies,  and 

*  Sparta  perished  di  oXtyar^poomar,  says  Aristotle.  At  Flor- 
ence, there  were  but  2,500  yoting  citizens  in  the  time  of  Savooarola. 
See  Venice  also.  At  the  commencement  of  the  sixteenth  centoiy  the 
number  of  citizens  enjoying  piolitical  rights  of  all  kinds  in  Italy  waa 
estimated  at  18,000. 
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in  Italy  in  the  sixteenth  century,  the  sciences  were 
confined  to  a  small  circle  of  the  curious  who  might  at 
any  time  have  been  extinguished  by  a  proscription. 
Now  they  have  obtained  control,  and  as  they  have  yisi- 
bly  ameliorated  practical  life  public  assent  and  all  pri- 
vate interests  rally  around  them.  Moreover,  as  their 
methods  are  fixed,  and  their  discoveries  constantly 
augmenting,  it  may  be  demonstrated  that  they  will  go  on 
indefinitely  renewing  and  completing  the  human  under- 
standing. Other  developments  of  the  mind,  art, 
poetiy,  and  religion  may  fail,  diverge  or  languish ;  but 
this  one  cannot  fail  to  endure,  to  diffuse  itself,  and  to 
suggest  to  man  forever  concrete  views  with  which  to 
regulate  his  faiths  and  govern  his  actions. 

These  very  sciences,  having  finaUy  embraced  in  tiieir 
domain  moral  and  political  affairs,  and  daily  pene- 
trating into  education,  transform  the  idea  entertained 
by  man  of  society  and  of  life :  from  a  militant  brute 
who  regards  others  as  prey  and  their  prosperity  as  a 
danger,'they  Ixansform  M^  into  a  pacific  being  who 
considers  others  as  auxiliaries  and  their  prosperity  as 
an  advantage.  Every  blade  of  wheat  produced,  and 
every  yard  of  cloth  manufactured  in  England  dimin- 
ishes so  much  the  more  the  price  I  pay  for  my 
wheat  and  for  my  cloth.  It  is  for  my  interest  there- 
fore not  only  not  to  kill  the  Englishman  who  pro- 
duces the  wheat,  or  manufactures  the  cloth,  but  to 
encourage  him  to  produce  and  manufacture  twice  as 
much  more. 

Never  has  human  civilization  encountered  similar 
conditions.  For  this  reason  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  the 
civilization  now  existing,  more  soUdly  based  than  others, 
will  not  decay  and  melt  away  like  the  others ;  at  least 
tiiere  is  rea^n  to  believe  that  amidst  partial  convnl- 
sions  and  failures,  as  in  Poland  and  in  Turkey,  it  will 
subsist  and  perfect  itself  on  the  principal  areas  whereon 
its  constructions  are  now  seen  rising. 
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But,  on  the  other  hand,  the  magnitude  of  states,  the 
development  of  industry,  the  organization  of  the 
sciences,  in  consolidating  the  edifice,  prove  detrimental 
to  the  individuals  who  Uve  in  it,  every  man  finding  him- 
self belittled  through  the  enormous  extension  of  the 
system  in  which  he  is  comprised. 

Societies,  in  the  first  place,  in  order  to  become  more 
stable  have  become  too  large,  and  most  of  them  in 
order  the  better  to  resist  foreign  attack  hav^  too 
greatly  subordinated  themselves  to  their  governments. 
Among  the  men  who  compose  them  nine  out  of  ten^ 
and  commonly  ninety-nine  out  of  a  hundred,  do  not 
concern  themselves  about  public  affairs ;  they  are  in- 
different to  general  passions,  and  enter  into  the  com- 
munity like  beams  in  a  building,  or  at  least  vegetate, 
discontented  and  inert,  in  petty  pleasures  and  in  petty 
ideas  after  the  fashion  of  parasite  mosses  on  an  old 
roof.  Compare  this  life  to  that  of  the  Athenians  in 
the  fifth  century,  and  to  that  of  the  Florentines  in 
the  fourteenth. 

Moreover,  in  order  to  become  efficacious,  industry 
has  become  too  subdivided  and  man,  transformed  into 
a  drudge,  becomes  a  revolving  wheeL  Fourier  used  to 
say  that  man,  in  the  ideal  partnership  of  the  globe,  on 
finding  that  little  pies  had  not  yet  arisen  to  a  level  with 
civilization,  would  collect  two  caravans  of  a  hundred 
thousand  culinary  artists  on  a  suitable  spot,  say  on 
the  banks  of  the  Euphrates,  and  there  compete  under 
grand  combinations  of  genius  and  of  experiences ; 
the  victor  on  receiving  a  centime  per  head  for  every 
person,  would  become  very  rich  and,  moreover,  receive 
a  medal.  This  is  the  grotesque  image  of  our  indus- 
trialism. Consider,  in  a  universal  exposition,  the  enor- 
mous effort  directed  to  the  perfecting  of  wash-bowls, 
boots  and  elastic  cushions,  along  with  their  propor- 
tionate recompenses.  It  is  sad  to  see  a  hundred 
thousand  families  employing  their  aims  and  thirty 
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superior  men  expending  their  genius  in  efforts  to  in- 
crease the  lustre  of  a  piece  of  muslin ! 

In  the  last  place,  science,  in  order  to  become  experi- 
mental and  sure,  being  subdivided  ioto  proTinces  grow- 
ing smaller  and  smaller,  the  truly  thoughtful,  who  are 
the  inventors,  are  obliged  to  restrict  themselves  each  to 
a  special  compartment,  and  there  live  confined  to  a 
chemical  or  philological  recess  like  a  cook  in  his  kitchen. 
In  the  mean  time,  facts  having  accumulated  to  a  vast 
extent  the  human  head  becomes  overcharged ;  there  is 
no  longer  an  Aristotle  :  those  who  desire  to  attain  to 
an  approximative  idea  of  the  whole  are  forced  to 
abandon  the  life  of  the  body  and  overburden  their 
brain ;  the  contagion  spreading  through  the  rest  of 
society,  a  too  highly  developed  cerebral  Hfe  undermines 
the  health  both  physical  and  moral.  Compare  the 
German  doctors,  the  men  of  letters,  even  our  pale  and 
polished  men  of  the  world,  all  our  amateurs,  all  our 
learned  specialists,  to  Greek  citizens, — philosophers, 
artists,  warriors  and  gymnasts, — to  those  Italians  of 
the  sixteenth  century  who  each  possessed,  besides  a 
military  education,  five  or  six  arts  or  talents,  and,  many 
of  them,  a  perfect  encyclopsedia. 

The  work  of  man,  in  brief,  has  become  stable  because 
it  has  expanded;  but  it  has  expanded  only  because 
man  has  become  special^  and  a  specioltj  narrows.  Hence 
it  is  that  we  now  see  the  great  works  declining  which 
demand  the  natural  comprehension  and  lively  senti- 
ment of  a  complete  whole,  that  is  to  say,  art,  religion 
and  poetry.  The  way  the  Greeks  and  the  Italians 
of  the  Benaissance  regarded  life  was  at  once  better 
and  worse;  it  produced  a  civilization  less  enduring, 
less  comfortable,  and  less  humane,  but  more  complete 
souls  and  more  men  of  genius. 

For  these  evils  there  are  palliatives,  perhaps,  but  no 
remedies,  for  they  are  produced  and  maintained 
through  the  very  structure  of  the  society,  of  the  indus- 
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try  and  of  the  science  upon  which  we  live.  The  samo 
sap  produces,  on  the  one  hand,  the  fruit,  and  on  the 
other  the  poison ;  whoever  desires  to  taste  one  must 
drink  the  other.  In  this,  as  in  every  other  constitu- 
tional complaint,  the  physician  dresses  the  ulcer,  recom- 
mends  soothing  applications,  opposes  the  disease  symp- 
tom by  symptom,  warns  his  patient  to  avoid  excesses 
and,  above  all,  enjoins  patience.  Nothing  more  can 
be  done,  for  he  is  incurable  and  to  cure  him  would 
be  equivalent  to  recasting  him.  In  writing  this,  what  do 
I  show  myself  but  an  exemplification  of  the  evil  ?  To 
travel  as  a  critic  with  eyes  fixed  on  history,  to  analyze, 
reason  and  define  instead  of  living  gaily  and  creating 
with  imaginative  power,  what  is  it  but  the  mania  of  a 
man  of  letters  and  the  routine  of  an  anatomist  ? 
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CHAPTER  I. 

FBOH   PADUA    TO    VENICE.— THE  LAGUNBS.— PROMENADE  IN  TEN 
ICE.— THE    GRAND    CANAL.— THE    PIAZZA  DI    SAN    MARCO.— THE 
DUCAL   PALACE.- "VENICE,  QUEEN,"    BY   PAUL  VERONESE.— DAY 
AND    NIGHT    LANDSCAPES    ON   THE    SEA.— SQUARES,    STREETS, 
FIGURES  AND  CAFES. 

April  20, 1864. — The  railroad  enters  on  the  lagunes, 
and  suddenly  the  landscape  assumes  a  peculiar  color 
and  aspect.  There  is  no  grass  or  trees ;  all  is  sea  and 
sand ;  as  far  as  the  eye  can  see  banks  emerge,  low  and 
flat,  some  of  them  half-washed  by  the  waves.  A  light 
breeze  wrinkles  the  glittering  pools,  and  gentle  undula- 
tions die  away  at  intervals  on  the  uniform  strand.  The 
setting  sun  throws  over  it  purple  tints,  which  the  swell 
of  a  wave  now  darkens,  and  now  makes  changeable. 
In  this  continuous  motion  all  tones  are  transformed  and 
melt  away.  Dark  and  brick-hued  depths  become  blue 
or  green,  according  to  the  sea  which  covers  them ;  ac- 
cording to  the  aspects  of  the  sky  the  water  itself  changes, 
all  mingling  together  amid  bright  coruscations  and 
golden  stars  bespangling  the  light  waves,  under  silvery 
threads  fringing  the  falling  crests,  under  broad  illumina- 
tions and  sudden  flashes  reflected  from  the  side  of  a 
billow.  The  domain  and  the  habits  of  the  eye  are  trans- 
formed and  renewed.  The  sense  of  vision  encounters 
another  world.  Instead  of  the  strong,  clean  and  dry 
tints  of  solid  earth,  it  is  a  flickering,  a  softening,  an  in- 
cessant glow  of  dissolving  tints — a  second  sky  as  lumin- 
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ous  as  the  other  but  more  diversified,  more  changeable, 
more  rich  and  more  intense,  formed  of  superposed  tones, 
the  combination  of  which  is  a  harmony.  Hours  might 
be'  passed  in  contemplating  these  gradations,  these 
delicate  shades,  this  splendor.  Is  it  to  a  spectacle  like 
this  contemplated  daily,  is  it  to  this  nature  involunta- 
rily accepted  as  mistress,  is  it  to  the  imagination  forci* 
bly  charged  by  these  fluctuating  and  voluptuous  ap- 
pearances of  things  that  the  Venetian  coloring  is  due  ? 

April  21. — A  day  in  a  gondola.  It  is  necessary  to 
wander  about  and  see  the  whole. 

Venice  is  the  pearl  of  Italy.  I  have  seen  nothing 
equal  to  it.  I  know  of  but  one  city  that  approaches  it, 
— very  remotely,  and  only  on  account  of  its  architec- 
ture— and  that  is,  Oxford.  None  can  be  compared  to 
it  throughout  the  peninsula.  On  recurring  to  the  dirty 
streets  of  Home  and  Naples  ;  on  thinking  of  the  dry  and 
narrow  streets  of  Floremce  and  of  Sienna,  and  then  on 
contemplating  these  marble  palaces,  these  marble 
bridges,  these  marble  churches,  this  superb  embroidery 
of  columns,  balconies  and  windows,  these  gothic,  moor- 
ish, and  byzantine  cornices,  and  the  universal  presence 
of  the  moving  and  glittering  water,  one  wonders  why 
he  did  not  come  here  first ;  why  he  lost  two  months  in 
other  cities,  and  why  he  did  not  devote  all  his  time  to 
Yenice.  One  begins  to  think  of  making  it  his  home, 
and  vows,  at  least,  that  he  will  return  here.  For  the 
first  time  one  admires  not  only  .nth  the  brain,  but  also 
with  the  heart,  the  senses  and  the  entire  being.  One 
feels  fully  disposed  to  be  happy;  one  confesses  that 
life  is  beautiful  and  good.  All  that  is  essential  is  to 
open  the  eyes,  there  being  no  need  of  effort ;  the  gon- 
dola glides  along  insensibly,  and,  reclining  in  it^  one 
wholly  abandons  himself  physically  and  mentally.  A 
bland  and  gentle  breeze  caresses  the  cheeks.  The  broad 
surface  of  the  canal  undulates  with  the  rosy  and  white 
forms  of  the  palaces  asleep  in  the  freshness  and  silence 
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of  dawn ;  everything  is  forgotten,  profession,  projects, 
self ;  one  gazes,  becomes  absorbed,  and  revels  as  if  sud- 
denly released  from  life  and  soaring  aerially  above  all 
things  in  li^t  and  in  azjire. 

The  curve  of  the  Qrand  Canal  sweeps  between  two 
ranges  of  palaoes,  which,  built  each  apart  and  for  it* 
self,  involuntarily  combine  their  diversities  for  its  em- 
bellishment. Most  of  them  are  of  the  middle  ages, 
with  ogive  windows  capped  with  trefoils,  and  balconies 
trellised  with  foliage  and  rosaces,  all  this  rich  gothic 
fancy  blooming  forth  in  the  midst  of  its  marble  lace- 
work,  without  ever  subsiding  into  the  dull  or  the  ijgly ; 
others,  of  the  renaissance,  display  their  three  super- 
posed ranges  of  antique  columns.  Porphyry  and  ser- 
pentine incrust  the  upper  sections  of  the  doors  with 
their  polished  and  precious  material.  Several  fegades 
are  rosy,  or  mottled  with  delicate  hues»  their  ara- 
besques resembling  the  foam  of  waves  delineated  on  the 
finest  sand.  Time  has  clothed  these  forms  with  gray, 
melting  livery,  and  the  morning  light  sports  in  gladness 
over  the  broad  expanse  at  their  feet. 

The  canal  turns,  and  you  see  rising  from  the  water, 
like  a  rich  marine  vegetation,  or  some  strange  and  mag- 
nificent piece  of  white  coral,  Santa  Maria  delta  Salute, 
with  its  domes,  its  clusters  of  sculpture  and  its  pedi- 
ment loaded  with  statues,  and  beyond,  on  another 
island,  San  Giorgio  Maggiore,  rotund  and  bristling  like 
a  pompous  mother-of-pearl  conch.  You  carry  your  eye 
to  the  left,  and  there  is  St.  Marks,  the  Campanile,  the 
Piazza,  and  the  Ducal  Palace.  Probably  no  gem  in  the 
world  equals  it. 

It  is  not  to  be  described  ;  you  must  go  to  engravings 
— but  what  are  engravings  without  color?  There  are 
too  many  forms,  too  vast  an  accumulation  of  master- 
pieces, too  great  prodigahty  of  invention ;  all  one  can 
do  is  to  abstract  from  it  some  dry,  general  impression 
like  a  broken  branch  picked  up  and  preserved  in  order 
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to  convej  some  idea  of  a  blooming  tree.  Supreme  over 
all  is  a  rich  exuberant  fancy,  parts  that  glide  into  a 
whole,  a  diversity  and  contrasts  that  terminate  in 
harmony.  Imagine  eight  or  ten  jewels  encircling  the 
neck  or  the  arms  of  a  woman,  and  all  in  harmony 
through  their  own  magnificence  or  through  her  beauty. 
The  admirable  piazza,  bordered  with  porticoes  and 
palaces,  extends  rectangularly  its  forests  of  columns,  its 
Corinthian  capitals,  its  statues,  its  noble  and  varied  ar- 
rangement of  classic  forms.  At  its  extremity,  half 
gothic,  half  byzantine,  rises  the  Basilica,  under  bulbous 
dom^s  and  tapering  belfries,  its  arcades  festooned  with 
figures,  its  porches  laced  with  light  columns,  its  arches 
wainscoted  with  mosaics,  its  pavements  incrusted  with 
colored  marbles,  and  its  cupolas  scintillating  with  gold ; 
a  strange  mysterious  sanctuary,  a  sort  of  chiistian 
mosque  in  which  cascades  of  light  vacillate  in  ruddy 
shadows  like  the  wings  of  genii  within  the  purple,  me- 
tallic walls  of  subterranean  abodes.  All  this  teems 
with  sparks  and  radiance.  A  few  paces  off,  bare  and 
erect  like  a  ship's  mast,  the  gigantic  Campanile  towers 
in  the  air  and  announces  to  distant  mariners  the  time- 
honored  royalty  of  Yenice.  At  its  base,  closely  pressed 
to  it,  the  delicate  loggia  of  Sansovino  seems  like  a 
flower,  so  many  statues,  bas-relie&,  bronzes  and  mar- 
bles, whatever  is  rich  and  imaginative  of  living  and  ele- 
gant art,  crowd  around  it  to  adorn  it.  Famous  frag- 
ments, scattered  about,  form  in  the  open  air  a  museum 
and  a  memorial :  quadrangular  columns  brought  from  SI 
Jean  d'Acre,  four  bronze  horses  taken  from  Constanti- 
nople, bronze  pillars  to  which  the  city  standards  were 
attached,  two  granite  shafts  bearing  on  their  tops  the 
dragon  and  winged  Hon  of  the  Bepublic,  and,  in  fronts 
a  wide  marble  quay  and  steps  to  which  the  black  flo- 
tilla of  gondolas  lies  moored.  The  eye  turns  to  the 
sea  and  you  no  longer  desire  to  contemplate  anything 
else ;  it  may  be  seen  in  the  pictures  of  Canaletti,  but 
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only  through  a  TeiL  Fainted  light  is  not  actual  light. 
Around  the  architecture,  the  water,  expanded  into  a 
lake,  entwines  its  magical  frame  with  its  green  and 
blue  tones  and  its  flickering  sea-green  crystal.  Myriads 
of  little  waves  sport  and  gleam  in  the  breeze,  and  their 
crests  palpitate  with  scintillations.  On  the  horizon  to- 
ward ihe  east,  at  the  end  of  the  Slaves'  quay  appear 
masts  of  vessels,  tops  of  churches  and  the  pointed  ver- 
dure of  an  extensive  garden.  All  this  issues  from  the 
water ;  on  every  side  the  flood  fills  the  canals,  sweep- 
ing along  the  quays,  losing  itseU  on  the  horizon,  rush- 
ing between  the  houses,  and  skirting  the  sides  of  the 
churches.  The  lustrous,  luminous,  enveloping  sea  pen* 
etrates  into  and  encircles  Venice  as  if  with  a  halo. 

Like  a  magnificent  diamond  in  a  brilliant  setting 
the  Ducal  Palace  effaces  the  rest.  I  can  describe 
nothing  to-day — all  I  care  to  do  is  to  enjoy  myself. 
Never  has  the  like  architecture  been  seen ;  all,  here,  is 
novel ;  you  feel  yourself  drawn  out  of  the  conventional  ; 
you  realize  that  outside  of  classic  or  gothic  forms, 
which  we  repeat  and  impose  on  ourselves,  there  is  an 
entire  world ;  that  human  invention  is  illimitable ;  that, 
like  nature,  it  may  break  all  the  rules  and  produce  a 
perfect  work  after  a  model  opposed  to  that  to  which  we 
are  told  to  conform.  Every  habit  of  the  eye  is  reversed, 
imd  we  see  herewith  surprise  and  delight,  oriental  fancy 
grafting  the  full  on  the  empty  instead  of  the  empty  on 
tiie  fulL  A  colonnade  of  robust  shafts  bears  a  second 
luid  a  lighter  one  decorated  with  ogives  and  with  trefoils, 
while  above  this  support,  so  frail,  expands  a  massive 
wall  of  red  and  white  marble  whose  courses  interlace 
each  other  in  designs  and  reflect  the  light.  Above,  a 
cornice  of  open  pyramids,  pinnacles,  spiracles  and  fes- 
toons intersects  the  sky  vidth  its  border,  forming  a 
marble  vegetation  bristling  and  blooming  above  the 
vermilion  and  pearly  tones  of  the  fa9ade,  reminding 
one  of  the  luxuriant  Asiatic  or  African  cactus  which  oq 
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its  native  soil  mingles  its  leafy  poniards  and  purplcf 
petals. 

You  enter  and  immediately  the  eyes  are  filled  with 
forms.  Around  two  cisterns  covered  with  scolptored 
bronze,  four  fafades  develop  their  statues  and  architec- 
tural details  glowing  with  the  freshness  of  the  early 
Benaissance.  There  is  nothing  bare  or  cold ;  every- 
thing is  decked  with  reliefs  and  figures,  the  pedantry 
of  erudites  and  critics  not  having  yet  intervened,  under 
the  pretext  of  purity  and  correctness,  to  restrain  a 
lively  imagination  and  the  craving  for  visual  enjoyment. 
People  are  not  austere  in  Venice  ;  they  5o  not  restrict 
themselves  to  the  prescriptions  of  books ;  they  do  not 
make  up  their  minds  to  go  and  yawn  admiringly  at  a 
fagade  sanctioned  by  Yitruvius  ;  they  want  an  architec- 
tural work  to  absorb  and  to  delight  the  whole  sentient 
being;  they  deck  it  with  ornaments,  columns  and 
statues,  they  render  it  luxurious  and  joyous.  They 
place  colossal  pagans  like  Mars  and  Neptune  on  it, 
and  biblical  figures  like  Adam  and  Eve ;  the  scnlptors 
of  the  fifteenth  centuiy  enliven  it  with  their  somewhat 
realistic  and  lank  bodies,  and  those  of  the  sixteenth, 
with  their  animated  and  muscular  forms.  Bizzo  and 
Sansovino  here  rear  the  precious  marbles  of  their  stair* 
ways,  the  delicate  stuccoes  and  elegant  caprices  of  their 
arabesques :  armor  and  boughs,  griffins  and  fawns, 
fantastic  flowers  and  capering  goats,  a  profusion  of 
poetic  plants  and  joyous,  boimding  animals.  You 
mount  these  princely  steps  with  a  sort  of  timidity  and 
respect,  ashamed  of  the  dull  black  coat  you  wear,  re- 
minding one  by  contrast  of  the  embroidered  silk  gowns, 
the  sweeping  pompous  dalmatics,  the  byzantine  tiaras 
and  brodekins,  all  that  seigneurial  magnificence  for 
which  these  marble  staircases  were  designed ;  and,  at 
the  top,  is  Tintoretto's  "  St.  Mark"  to  greet  you, 
launched  in  the  air  like  an  old  Saturn,  also  two  superb 
women,  "  Power"  and  "  Justice,"  and  a  doge  who  is 
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receiving  from  them  the  sword  of  command  and  of 
battle.  At  the  top  of  the  staircase  open  the  two  halls, 
the  government  and  state  saloons,  and  both  are  lined 
with  paintings ;  here  Tintoretto,  Veronese,  Fordenone, 
Palma  the  younger,  Titian,  Bonifazio  and  twenty  others 
have  covered  with  mastei-pieces  the  walls  of  which 
Palladio,  Aspetti,  Scamozsd  and  Sansovino  made  the 
designs  and  ornaments.  All  the  genitis  of  the  city  at 
its  brightest  period  assembled  here  to  glorify  the  coun- 
try in  the  erection  of  a  memorial  of  its  victories  and  an 
apotheosis  of  its  grandeur.  There  is  no  similar  trophy 
in  the  world  :  naval  combats,  ships  with  curved  prows 
like  swans'  necks,  galleys  with  crowded  banks  of  oars, 
battlements  discharging  showers  of  arrows,  floating 
standards  amidst  masts,  a  tumultuous  strife  of  strug- 
ghng  and  engulphed  combatants,  crowds  of  Illyrians, 
Saracens  and  Greeks,  naked  bodies  bronzed  by  the  sun 
and  deformed  by  contests,  stufis  of  gold,  damascene 
armor,  silks  staired  with  pearls,  all  the  strange  medley 
of  that  heroic,  luxurious  display  which  transpires  in  its 
histoiy  from  Zara  to  Damietta  and  from  Padua  to  the 
Dardanelles ;  here  and  there,  grand  nudities  of  allegori- 
cal goddesses ;  in  the  triangles  the  "Virtues"  of  Porde- 
none,  a  species  of  colossal  virago  with  hercidean, 
sanguine  and  choleric  body ;  throughout,  a  display  of 
virile  strength,  active  energy,  sensual  gaiety,  and,  pre- 
paring the  way  for  this  bewildering  procession,  the 
grandest  of  modem  paintings,  a  "Paradise"  by  Tinto- 
retto, eighty  feet  in  length  by  twenty  feet  wide,  with 
six  hundred  figures  whirling  about  in  a  ruddy  illumina- 
tion as  if  the  glowing  volumes  of  a  conflagration. 

The  intellect  seems  to  reel — blinded  as  it  were ; — ^the 
senses  stagger.  You  stop  and  close  your  eyes,  and 
then,  after  a  few  moments,  make  your  selection.  I  have 
to-day  seen  but  one  picture  well,  the  "Triumph  of 
Venice"  by  Paul  Veronese.  This  work  is  not  merely 
food  for  the  eye  but  a  feast.    Amidst  grand  arohiteo- 
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tural  forms  of  balconies  and  spiral  columns  sits  Yenicey 
the  blonde,  on  a  throne,  radiant  with  beauty,  with  that 
fresh  and  rosy  carnation  peculiar  to  the  daughters  of 
humid  climates,  her  silken  skirt  spreading  out  beneath 
a  silken  mantle.  Around  her  a  circle  of  young  women 
bend  over  with  a  voluptuous  and  yet  haughty  smile, 
possessing  that  Venetian  charm  peculiar  to  a  goddess 
who  has  a  courtezan's  blood  in  her  veins,  but  who  rests 
on  her  cloud  and  attracts  men  to  her  instead  of  de* 
scending  to  them.  Believing  on  their  pale  violet  dra- 
peries and  on  mantles  of  azure  and  of  gold,  their  liv- 
ing flesh,  their  backs  and  shoulders,  are  impregnated 
with  light  or  swim  in  the  penumbra,  the  soft  roundness 
of  their  nudity  harmonizing  with  the  tranquil  gaiety 
of  their  attitudes  and  features.  Venice,  in  their  midst, 
ostentatious  and  yet  gentle,  seems  like  a  queen  whoso 
rank  merely  gives  her  the  right  to  be  happy,  and  whose 
only  desire  is  to  render  happy  those  who  contemplate 
her.  On  her  serene  head  two  angels,  ]thrown  back- 
ward, place  a  crown. 

What  a  miserable  instrumentality  is  words !  A  tone 
of  satiny  flesh,  a  luminous  shadow  on  a  nude  shoulder, 
a  flickering  light  on  floating  silk,  attract,  retain  and 
recall  the  eye  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  and  yet  there  is 
only  a  vague  phrase  to  express  it.  With  what  can  one 
convey  the  harmony  of  blue  relieving  on  yellow  dra- 
pery, or  of  an  arm  one  half  of  which  is  in  shadow  and 
the  rest  in  sunshine  ?  And  yet  almost  all  the  power  of 
painting  lies  there ;  in  the  effect  of  one  tone  on  an- 
other as  in  music  that  of  one  note  on  another,  the 
eye  enjoying  corporeally  like  the  ear,  a  piece  of  writing 
which  reaches  the  intellect  having  no  effect  upon  the 
nerves. 

Beneath  this  ideal  sky  and  behind  a  balustrade  are 
Venetian  ladies  in  the  costume  of  the  time,  in  low- 
neck  dresses  cut  square  and  closely  fitting  the  body. 
It  is  actual  society,  and  it  is  as  seductive  as  the  other. 
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They  are  gazing,  leaning  over  and  smiling,  the  light 
which  illuminates  portions  of  their  clothes  and  faces 
falling  on  or  diffusing  itself  in  such  exquisite  con- 
trasts that  one  feels  himself  moved  with  transports  of 
delight.  At  one  time  a  brow,  at  another  a  delicate  ear, 
or  a  necklace,  or  a  pearl,  issues  from  the  warm  shadow. 
One,  in  the  flower  of  youth,  has  the  archest  of  looks. 
Another,  about  forty  and  amply  developed,  glances  up- 
ward and  smiles  in  the  best  possible  humor.  This 
one,  a  superb  creature,  with  red  sleeves  striped  with 
gold,  stops  and  her  swelling  breasts  expand  the  chemise 
of  her  bodice.  A  little  blonde  and  curly-headed  girl 
in  the  arms  of  an  old  woman  raises  her  charming  little 
'  hand  with  the  most  mutmous  air  and  her  fresh  Uttle 
visage  is  a  rose.  There  is  not  one  of  them  who  is  not 
happy  IQ  living,«and  who  is  not,  I  do  not  say  merely 
cheerful,  but  joyous.  And  how  well  these  rumpled 
changeable  silks,  these  white  and  diaphanous  pearls  ac- 
cord with  these  transparent  tints  as  delicate  as  the  pet- 
als of  flowers ! 

Away  below,  finally,  is  the  restless  activity  of  the 
sturdy  and  noisy  crowd:  warriors,  prancing  horses, 
grand  flowing  togas,  a  soldier  sounding  a  trumpet  be- 
dizened with  drapery,  a  man's  naked  back  near  a  cui- 
rass, and  in  the  intervals,  a  dense  throng  of  vigorous 
and  animated  heads ;  in  one  comer  a  young  mother 
and  her  infant,  all  being  disposed  and  diversified  with 
the  facility  and  opulence  of  genius,  and  all  illuminated 
like  the  sea  in  summer  with  superabundant  sunshine. 
This  is  what  one  would  have  to  bear  away  with  him  in 
order  to  retain  an  idea  of  Yenice 

I  got  some  one  to  show  me  the  way  to  the  public 
garden  ;  after  such  a  picture  one  can  only  contemplate 
natural  objects.  This  is  an  embankment  at  the  end  of 
the  city,  and  facing  the  lido.  Green  shrubbery  forms 
hedges ;  red  and  yellow  flowers  are  already  blooming 
on  the  parterres;  smooth  plateaus  and  knotty  oaks. 
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with  their  budding  tops,  reflect  themselves  in  the  lamin- 
ous  water.  To  the  east  is  a  terrace  commanding  a 
view  of  the  horizon,  and  of  the  remoter  islands.  From 
this  one  contemplates  the  sea  at  his  feet,  rolling  up  in 
long  thin  waves  on  the  ruddy  sand  ;  exquisite  melting 
silken  tints,  veined  roses  and  pale  violets,  like  the  dra- 
peries of  Veronese,  golden  orange,  yellows,  vinous  and 
intense,  like  Titian's  simarres,  tender  greens  drowned 
in  dark  blue,  sea-green  shades  striped  with  silver  or 
flashing  with  sparks,  undulate,  conflict,  and  lose  them- 
selves under  the  innumerable  flaming  darts  descending 
from  above  «t  every  discharge  of  the  sun's  rays.  A 
vast  sky  of  tender  azure  forms  an  arch  of  which  one 
end  rests  on  the  Lido,  while  three  or  four  motiosiless 
clouds  seem  to  be  banks  of  pearl. 

I  strolled  on  farther,  and  finished  my  day  on  the  sea. 
Toward  night  the  wind  arose  and  it  became  dark* 
Wan  hues  of  a  yellowish  gray  and  of  a  purple  green 
overspread  the  water ;  this  sends  forth  an  infinite,  in* 
distinct  murmur,  its  blackening  surge  exciting  a  pro- 
longed sentiment  of  disquietude.  The  wind  moans  and 
roars,  and  heavy  clouds  whirl  across  the  sky ;  all  r^nains 
of  the  conflagration  reddening  the  west  are  gone.  Oc- 
casionally the  moon  glimmers  through  the  rents  in  tiie 
clouds,  and  thus  drifts  from  opening  to  opening,  extin-* 
guished  almost  as  soon  as  lighted,  and  shedding  for  a 
moment  only  its  flickering  beams  on  the  restless  flood. 
The  rotundity  and  enormity  of  the  celestial  cupola  are 
however  still  discernible ;  the  land  on  the  horizon  is 
but  a  thin  black  band;  the  agitated  sea,  the  vague 
mist,  and  overhead  opaque  masses  of  moving  clouds 
alone  fill  all  space. 

No  words  can  define  the  tint  of  the  water  on  such  a 
night:  brown  and  of  dark  jasper,  at  times  ashy  but 
audible  through  innumerable  murmurings,  one  first 
hears  it  almost  without  seeing  it,  unable  to  distinguish 
objects  in  this  vast  desert  of  floating  forms.    Gradually 


SCENERY.  337 

the  eyes  beoome  accustomed  to  it,  and  sensitive  to  the 
imperishable  light  ever  emitted  from  it.  Like  icicles 
in  a  close  and  gloomy  vault,  or  one  of  those  magic  mir- 
rors of  unfathomable  depth  which  legends  describe, 
it  gleams  obscurely,  mysteriously,  but  it  always  gleams ; 
at  one  time  the  point  of  a  wave  emerges,  at  another  the 
back  of  a  broad  billow,  now  the  smooth  side  of  a  tran- 
quil concavity,  now  the  whirl  of  a  flashing  eddy,  some 
distant  reflection,  or  the  sudden  break  and  dash  of  foam. 
All  these  feeble  glimmerings  cross,  override  each  other 
and  commingle  steadily,  emitting  from  this  great  black- 
ness a  dubious  luminousness  like  the  lustre  of  metal 
seen  in  shadow,  an  infinite  field  of  pallid  brightness,  the 
inextinguishable  glow  of  living  water  vainly  bedimmed 
by  the  deadened  sky. 

Two  or  three  times  the  moon  shines  out  clear,  and  its 
long  vacillating  train  seems  like  that  of  a  funereal  lamp 
beaming  among  pendent  draperies,  before  the  black  pall 
of  some  prodigious  catafalque.  On  the  horizon,  like  a 
procession  of  torches  and  of  tombs  in  limitless  perspec- 
tive, appears  Yenice  with  its  lamps  and  its  buildings,  a 
group  of  lights  here  and  there  crowding  together  like 
clusters  of  tapers  around  a  bier. 

The  boat  approaches.  On  the  left,  in  extraordinary 
silence,  the  Orfano  canal  recedes  motionless  and  desert- 
ed ;  this  calm  of  the  dark  and  gleaming  water,  thrills 
the  nerves  with  pleasure  and  likewise  with  horror.  The 
mind  involuntarily  plunges  into  these  cold  depths. 
What  a  strange  life,  that  of  this  mute  nocturnal  ele- 
ment!— ^Meanwhile  the  churches  and  palaces  grow  and 
swim  on  the  water  with  the  air  of  spectres.  San  Marco 
looms  up,  its  architecture  raying  the  gloomy  deep  with 
its  multiplied  domes  and  pinnacles.  like  the  phantasm 
of  a  magician,  or  the  aerial  splendor  of  an  imaginary 
palace,  the  piazza  with  its  columns  and  campanile  bursts 
out  between  two  ranges  of  light.  Then  the  boat  buries 
itself  in  suspicious  lanes,where,  at  long  intervals,  a  street 
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lamp  casts  on  the  water  its  flickering  radiance :  not  a 
figure,  not  a  sound,  save  the  warning  of  the  gondolier 
on  turning  the  corners ;  every  few  moments  the  gondola 
pierces  the  obscurity  of  a  bridge,  and  slowly,  like  a 
crawling  worm,  glides  by  the  foundations  of  a  palace, 
invisible  in  the  dense  cavern-like  shadow.  Suddenly 
it  emerges,  and  an  isolated  lantern  appears  ahead  Inga- 
briously  trembling  in  the  darkness,  kindling  a  reflection, 
or  casting  a  fugitive  scintillation  on  the  livid  back  of  a 
wave.  At  other  times  the  water  plashes  against  dis- 
jointed steps  and  crumbling  masonry ;  the  eye  discerns 
a  grated  window,  some  leprous  wall,  and  all  around,  a 
labyrinth  of  intersecting  canals  and  tortuous  streams, 
ceaselessly  burying  themselves  in  each  other  amidst 
unintelligible  forms. 

Streets  and  Sqvarea. — ^All  is  beauty ;  I  suppose  that 
there  are  sympathies  of  temperament, — ^I  find  one  of 
these  here ;  give  me  a  grand  forest  on  a  river-bank,  or 
Venice.  ' 

Even  to  these  watery  lanes,  even  to  the  most  insig- 
nificant places,  there  is  nothing  here  which  does  not 
please.  From  the  Loredan  palace  where  I  lodge,  one 
winds  around,  in  order  to  reach  St.  Mark's,  quaint  and 
charming  caUe  tapestried  with  shops,  drygoods,  mel- 
ons, vegetables  and  oranges,  and  thronged  with  gay 
costumes,  sensual  insinuating  faces  and  a  noisy  and 
ever-changing  crowd.  These  passages  are  so  narrow,  so 
oddly  contracted  between  their  irregular  walls  that  one 
can  scarcely  see  the  ragged  strip  of  blue  sky  above 
them.  You  emerge  on  some  passed,  some  deserted 
campo  all  white  beneath  a  sky  white  with  light.  Flag- 
ging, walls,  enclosures,  pavement  all  is  of  stone :  round 
about  are  closed  houses,  and  their  rows  form  a  triangle 
or  a  bulging  square  through  the  necessities  of  enlarge- 
ment or  the  chances  of  construction;  a  delicately 
carved  cistern  forms  the  centre  and  sculptured  lions, 
and  little  nude  figures  sport  around  the  margin.    In 
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one  comer  is  some  odd  church,  SaB  Mose— a  Jesuit 
fa9ade — or  San  Apostoli,  or  San  Lnca,  so  many  portals 
covered  with  statues  browned  by  the  damp  salt  air  and 
by  the  prolonged  action  of  the  blazing  sun  ; — a  jet  of 
light  falling  obliquely  on  the  edifice  cuts  it  into  two 
portions,  and  one  half  of  the  figures  seem  to  be  moving 
about  on  the  pediments  or  issuing  from  the  niches, 
whilst  others  remain  tranquil  in  the  blue  transparency 
of  the  shadow.  You  advance  and,  in  a  long  outlet 
traversed  by  a  bridge,  gondolas  are  furrowing  the  mar- 
bled surface  of  the  water  with  silver ;  quite  at  the  end 
of  the  perspective  a  golden  flash  marks  the  stream  of 
sunshine',  which,  from  a  roof-top,  makes  the  striped 
flank  of  the  wave  dance  with  Ughtning.  An  arch 
springs  over  the  canal  and  a  grisette  in  a  black  man- 
tilla raises  her  petticoat,  exposing  her  white  stocking, 
trim  ankle  and  heelless  shoe.  She  has  not  the  spirited 
and  hard  air  of  her  Boman  sisters ;  she  trips  along 
T^avingly  tmder  her  veil  and  exposes  her  snowy  neck  be- 
neath  the  curls  of  her  auburn  tresses.  Plump,  smiling 
and  soft  she  has  the  air  of  a  peacock,  or  rather  of  a 
pigeon  pluming  his  neck  in  the  sunshine.  I  get  lost — and 
so  much  the  better ;  without  a  cicerone  I  find  my  way 
by  the  sun  and  the  inclination  of  the  shadows.  Before 
every  church,  at  every  spot  within  reach  of  a  gondola, 
are  groups  of  picturesque  rogues,  true  lazzaroni,  whose 
sole  occupation  consists  in  holding  the  boat  close 
against  the  steps,  and  in  summoning  the  gondoUer 
when  the  passenger  returns  to  it,  or  in  loitering  about 
in  the  sun,  or  sleeping,  or  begging.  They  stretch  forth 
their  palms,  and  we  regard  their  dusty,  dingy,  mottled 
rags  through  which  their  ruddy  flesh  projects ;  they  are 
of  a  fine,  low,  transparent  tone  and  they  harmonize 
well  with  the  sculptured  recesses,  or  afar  with  the  va- 
cant quays.  We  reach  the  square  of  San  Marco ;  the 
sun  has  disappeared ;  but  San  Giorgio,  the  towers,  and 
the  brick  structures  are  as  rosy  as  a  peach  blossom, 
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and,  tow£^d  sunset,  a  purple  vapor,  a  sort  of  luminous 
dust,  a  furnace-glow  inflames  the  horizon.  To  the 
west  each  dome  and  pinnacle  emerges  from  thesea, 
gleaming  like  cups  and  candelabra  of  agate  and  por- 
phyry ;  all  these  points  and  all  these  crests  intersect 
the  ^d  oeleBtial  conch  with  extraordiniuy  clearness, 
and  quite  low  down  on  the  sky  we  see  a  distant  and 
growing  tinge  of  emerald. 

Garlands  of  light  begin  to  shine  beneath  the  fiurcades 
of  the  Procurates.  Taking  a  seat  in  the  caf^  Florian, 
in  a  small  cabinet  wainscoted  with  mirrors  and  decked 
with  agreeable  allegorical  subjects,  one  muses  with 
half-closed  eyes  over  the  imagery  of  the  day  falling 
into  the  order  of  and  transformed  as  in  a  dream; 
odorous  sorbets  melt  on  the  tongue  and  are  rewarmed 
with  exquisite  coffee  such  as  is  found  nowhere  else  in 
Europe ;  one  smokes  tobacco  of  the  Orient  and  be- 
holds flower-girls  approaching,  graceful  and  hand- 
somely attired  in  robes  of  silk,  who  silently  place  on  the 
table  violets  and  the  narcissus.  Meanwhile  the  square 
fills  up  with  people ;  a  dark  crowd  buzzes  and  moves 
about  in  the  shadow  rayed  with  light;  strolling 
musicians  sing  or  give  a  concert  of  violins  and  haips. — 
On  getting  up,  behind  the  square  thronged  with  moving 
shadows,  at  the  end  of  a  double  fringe  of  gay  and 
brilliant  shops,  appears  San  Marco  with  its  strange 
oriental  vegetation,  its  bulbs,  its  thorns,  its  filigree  of 
statuary  and  the  darkening  recesses  of  its  porches  be- 
neath the  trembling  glimmer  of  two  or  three  lost 
lamps. 


CHAPTER  n. 

ANCIBNT  VENICE.— PROLONGATION  OP  THE  MUNICIPAL  SYSTEM— 
ORIGlNALrrY  AND  RICHNESS  OP  INVENTION  IN  SMALL  FREE 
STATES.-/rHB  RENAISSANCE  OF  ARCHTTECTURB.— SAN  MARCO.— 
IMPORTATION  AND  TRANSFORMATION  OF  THE  BYZANTINE  STYLE. 
—MOSAICS  AND  SCULPTURES. 

That  which  is  peculiar  and  special  to  Venice,  that 
which  makes  her  a  unique  city,  is  that  she  alone  in 
Europe,  after  the  fall  of  the  Boman  empire,  continued 
a  free  city  and  maintained  uninterruptedly  the  regime 
and  the  social  and  intellectual  characteristics  of  the 
ancient  republics.  Imagine  Cyrene,  Utica,  Gorcyra  or 
any  other  Greek  or  Punic  colony  miraculously  escap- 
ing invasion  or  universal  regeneration,  and  prolonging 
down  to  the  French  Bevolution  the  ancient  form  of 
humanity.  The  history  of  Yenice  is  as  wonderful  as 
Yenice  itself. 

Yenice,  in  fact,  is  a  colony  from  Padua,  which  took 
refuge  from  Alaric  and  Attila  in  an  iaacoessible  spot, 
as  formerly  Phocea  transferred  itself  to  Marseilles  in 
order  to  escape  similar  devastators  in  Gyrus  and 
Darius.  Like  the  Greek  colonies  she  at  first  maintains 
the  liens  which  bind  her  to  the  metropolis.  In  421 
Padua  decrees  the  formation  of  a  city  at  the  iBialto, 
sends  consuls  and  constructs  a  church.  The  daughter 
grows  up  under  the  protection  of  the  mother  and  then 
abandons  her.  From  this  time  forth,  and  for  thirteen 
centuries,  no  barbarian,  no  German  or  Saracen  mon- 
arch lays  his  hand  on  her.  She  is  not  included  in  the 
great  feudal  organization;  Gharlemagne's  son  fails 
before  her  lagunes;  the  German  or  Frank  emperors 
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regard  her  as  not  depending  on  them  but  on  Constanti- 
nople. And  this  dependence  which  is  only  nominal 
soon  disappears.  Between  the  gilded  CsBsars  of 
Byzantium  and  the  cuirassed  OsBsars  of  Aix-la-Chapelle, 
against  the  ponderous  vessels  of  the  degenerate 
Oreek  and  the  heavy  Gbrmanic  cavalry,  her  marshes, 
her  bravery  and  her  skill  maintained  her  free  and 
latin.  Her  old  historians  begin  their  annals  with  the 
boast  of  being  Boman,  much  more  Boman  than  the 
Bomans  of  Bome  so  many  times  vanquished  and  so 
repeatedly  stained  with  foreign  blood.  In  fact  she 
withdrew  in  time  from  imperial  corruption  in  order  to 
revive  in  the  laborious  and  militant  £ashion  of  the  an- 
cient cities,  in  a  safe  retreat  where  the  inundation  of 
feudal  brutes  could  not  reach  her.  Man,  with  her,  did 
not  become  enervated  in  the  simarre  of  Byzantium 
silk,  or  rigid  in  a  German  suit  of  mail.  Instead  of 
becoming  a  scribe  in  the  hands  of  palace  eunuchs,  or  a 
soldier  obeying  the  baron  of  a  fortified  castle,  he  works, 
navigates,  constructs,  deliberates  and  votes  like  an 
Athenian  or  Oorinthian  of  old  with  no  other  master 
than  himself  among  his  fellow-citizens  and  his  equals. 
From  the  very  beginning,  for  two  centuries  and  a  half, 
each  islet  appoints  a  tribune,  a  sort  of  mayor  renewa- 
ble every  year  and  respolisible  to  a  general  assembly 
of  all  the  islands.  Early  chroniclers  state  that  ali- 
ments and  habitations  are  everywhere  alike.  In  the 
sixth  century  Oassiodorus  says  that  "  the  poor  man  is 
the  equal  of  the  rich,  that  their  houses  are  uniEorm, 
that  with  them  there  are  no  quarrels  and  no  jealous- 
ies." We  see  reappearing  an  image  of  the  sober  and 
active  Greek  democracies.  When  in  697,  they  give 
themselves  a  doge  their  liberty  only  becomes  the 
more  tempestuous.  There  are  conflicts  between  fami- 
lies and  personal  encounters  in  the  assemblies.  If  the 
doge  becomes  tyrannical  and  aims  to  perpetuate  the 
office  in  his  family  they  banish  him,  force  him  to  be- 
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come  a  monk,  or  put  out  his  eyes,  and  sometimes 
massacre  him  according  to  the  custom  of  the  cities 
of  antiquity.  In  1172,  out  of  fifty  doges,  nineteen 
had  been  slain,  banished,  mutilated  or  deposed.  The 
city  has  its  local  god,  a  sort  of  Jupiter  Gapitolinus  or 
Athene  Polias ;  at  first  St.  Theodore  with  his  crocodile, 
then  St.  Mark  with  his  winged  lion,  while  the  apostle's 
body,  craftily  obtained  from  Alexandria,  protects  and 
sanctifies  the  soil  of  the  state  as  formerly  (Edipus, 
interred  at  Oolonna,  sanctified  and  protected  the  Athe- 
nian soil.  Public  spirit  is  as  yigorous  as  in  the  times 
of  Miltiades  and  Cimon.  Urseolo  I.  founded  a  hos- 
pital and  rebuilt  the  palace  and  church  of  St.  Mark  at 
his  own  expense.  His  son  Urseolo  11.  leaves  two 
thirds  of  his  property  to  the  state,  and  the  rest  to  his 
family.  Behold  a  second  growth  of  the  antique  olive, 
fresh  and  green  in  the  midst  of  feudal  frost  1  In  the 
form  of  his  government  and  in  the  limitations  of  his 
faith,  in  his  usages  and  sentiments,  in  his  perils  and 
enterprises,  in  the  motives  which  stimulate  and  in  the 
conceptions  which  guide  him  man  here  finds  himself 
once  more  launched  forth  on  a  career  which  other 
htunan  societies  have  forever  abandoned. 

We  no  longer  comprehend  the  force  with  which  they 
ran  on  this  narrow  field.  We  no  longer  behold  the  en- 
ergies developed  by  limited  societies.  We  are  lost  in 
an  over-large  state.  We  cannot  imagine  the  constant 
provocations  to  bravery  and  to  enterprise  which  com- 
ports with  a  community  reduced  to  a  town.  We  can 
no  longer  conjecture  the  inventive  resources,  the  patri- 
otic outbursts,  the  treasures  of  genius,  the  marvels  of 
devotion,  the  magnificent  development  of  human  pow- 
ers and  of  generosity  to  which  the  individual  attains 
when  moving  in  a  sphere  proportioned  to  his  faculties 
and  adapted  to  his  activity.  What  is  rarer  nowadays 
than  to  feel,  being  a  citizen,  that  one  belongs  to  his 
country !    It  is  necessary  for  it  to  be  in  danger  which 
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happens  but  once  in  a  century.*  Ordinarily  we  do  not 
see  it ;  it  is  for  us  only  an  abstract  entity ;  we  interest 
ourselves  in  it  only  through  a  rational  process  of  the 
brain.  We  appreciate  it  simply  as  a  piece  of  complex 
mechanism  which  incommodes  us  and  is  useful  to  us 
but  which,  on  the  whole,  lasts  and  does  not  go  to 
pieces.  A  wheel  broken  or  an  accident,  however  grave 
it  may  be,  merely  depresses  the  funds  and  that  is  alL 
Our  own  life  and  that  of  our  neighbors  is  not  affiscted 
by  it ;  we  always  find  policemen  in  the  streets  to  pro- 
tect us ;  our  business  suffers  but  little  and  our  pleasures 
not  at  all.  Since  private  life  became  divorced  from 
public  life,  the  State,  transferred  to  the  hands  of  the 
government,  no  longer  seems  to  be  an  individual  con- 
cern. On  the  coiitrary,  at  this  epoch,  a  blow  given  to 
the  community  deeply  wounds  the  individual ;  national 
matters  are  personal  matters.  When  the  Hungarians 
arrive  before  Venice  there  is  no  need  of  stimukting  the 
Venetian  to  rush  off  to  the  Malamocco  channel ;  his 
house,  his  children,  his  wiie  are  at  stake,  and  he  man- 
ages his  boat  himself  as  we  of  to-day  work  fire-engines 
on  a  fire  breaking  out  a  couple  of  yards  from  our  own 
door.  One  hundred  and  sixty  years  of  war  against 
Dalmatian  pirates  is  not  a  matter  of  government  cal- 
culation, the  plan  of  a  cabinet,  a  system  elaborated  bj 
a  dozen  political  craniums  and  embroidered  uniforms^ 
like  our  African  expeditions.  Vessels  intercepted, 
brides  torn  from  churches,  captive  citizens  chained  to 
the  oars,  individual  wounds  on  all  sides  bleed  and 
bleed  afresh  in  order  to  transform  private  persons 
into  so  many  citizens.  When  the  city,  lat^,  sorrounds 
the  Mediterranean  with  its  colonies,  the  same  situation 
maintains  the  same  patriotic  ardor.  The  Navagieri, 
dukes  of  Lemnos,  the  Sanudo,  princes  of  Naxos  and 


♦France  in  1594  under  Henry  IV.,  in  1712  under  Louis  XIV.  And 
during  the  Convention. 
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of  Paros,  the  five  hundred  and  thirtj-Beyen  families  of 
cayaliers  and  foot-soldiers  who  have  received  a  third  of 
Crete  in  fief,  know  that  their  own  security  depends 
on  that  of  the  public.  A  defeat  of  Venice  iiivolves 
with  them  invasion,  conflagrations,  mutilations  and  im- 
palement. When  Greeks,  Egyptians  and  Genoese 
launch  their  flotillas  or  when  Germans,  Turks  or  Dal- 
matians move  their  armies,  the  humblest  inhabitant, 
whether  trader,  sailor  or  boat-calker,  knows  that  his 
trade,  his  wages  and  his  limbs  are  in  danger.  Through 
constant  absorption  of  himself  in  the  common  weal  he 
becomes  accustomed  to  act  with  the  entire  body,  to 
feel  himself  incorporated  with  the  coimtry,  to  be  in* 
suited  and  wounded  in  and  through  her,  to  admire  her 
and  disdain  others,  to  become  enamored  of  himself 
as  the  soldier  of  a  noble,  conquering  and  intelligent 
army  led  by  St.  Mark,  the  favorite  of  the  Deity,  as  its 
general.  A  man,  thus  exalted,  is  very  strong.  Feeling 
great  he  does  great  things ;  generosity  doubles  the  power 
of  the  spring  which  personal  interest  had  already  tem- 
pered. Consider  the  life  of  a  modem  city  like  iU)uen  or 
Toulouse,  a  simple  collection  of  individuals  each  of  whom, 
under  a  passable  police,  vegetates  alone,  sohcitous  only 
about  himself,  languidly  occupied  in  "getting  rich  or  with 
pleasures,  and,  more  frequently,  in  self-compression  and 
in  self-extinction.  Contemplate  the  enterprising  life  of 
a  free  city  like  ancient  Athens  or  old  Borne,  or  Genoa 
or  Pisa  in  the  middle  ages,  like  this  Venice  a  borough  of 
fishmongers,  planted  on  mud,  without  earth,  without 
water,  without  stone,  without  wood,  which  conquers 
the  ooafits  of  its  own  gulf,  Constantinople,  the  Archi- 
pelago, the  Peloponnesus  and  Cyprus,  which  sup- 
presses seven  rebellions  in  Zara  and  sixteen  rebellions 
in  Crete,  which  defeats  the  Dalmatians,  the  Byzantines, 
the  sultans  of  Cairo  and  the  kings  of  Hungary,  which 
launches  on  the  Bosphorus  flotillas  of  five  hundred 
sail,  which  arms  squadrons  of  two  htmdred  galleys, 
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which  keeps  eifloat  at  one  time  three  thousand  yesselsy 
which  annually  with  four  fleets  of  galleys  unites  Tre* 
bizond,  Alexandria,  Tunis,  Tangiers,  Lisbon  and  Lon- 
don; which  finally,  creating  manufactures,  an  archi- 
tecture, a  school  of  painting  and  an  original  society, 
transforms  itself  into  a  magnificent  jewel  of  art  whilst 
its  vessels  and  its  soldiers  in  Crete  and  in  the  Morea 
defend  Europe  against  the  last  of  barbarian  invasions. 
We  can  comprehend  by  this  contrast  between  its  activ- 
ity and  our  inertia  what  society  can  force  out  of  man ; 
what  man  may  dare  and  create  when  the  State  makes 
him  sovereign  and  a  patriot ;  what  the  ancient  munici- 
pal regime,  which  we  have  abandoned  and  which  Yen- 
ice  revived,  develops  of  courage  and  of  genius  in  erect- 
ing and  binding  together  in  one  single  sheaf,  the  facul- 
ties which  we  allow  to  become  insulated  and  wasted  in 
our  overgrown  states. 

When  a  society  thus  develops  itself  through  itself  it 
has  its  own  taste  and  art ;  spontaneous  life  generates 
original  productions,  and  invention  stimulates  the 
spring  of  the  mind  after  invigorating  that  of  aotian. 
But  one  thing  is  necessary  to  man,  and  that  is  respect 
for  the  source  of  inspiration  within  his  own  breast ;  let 
each  one  guard  his  own,  keep  it  from  being  impeded  or 
disturbed,  and  see  that  it  is  made  to  flow  freely ;  the 
rest,  work,  fame  and  power,  will  come  afterward  and 
through  increase.  These  Venetians  betook  themselves 
to  Constantinople  and  brought  back  for  tiieir  diurch 
the  round  forms,  vaulted  arcades  and  globular  cnpolaa 
in  which  Byzantine  architecture  delighted ;  but  in  re- 
peating them  on  their  own  soil,  they  transformed  them, 
and  the  church  of  San  Marco  differs  as.  much  from  Sk 
Sophia  as  a  young  and  simple  nation,  creative  and  vio- 
torious,  differs  from  a  punctilious  and  grandiose  old 
empire.  Architects  murmur  on  contemplating  it ;  rules 
are  violated  at  every  step,  and  styles  are  commingled. 
They  were  ignorant  of  the  way  or,  perhaps,  did  not 
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dare  to  oopj,  on  this  shifting  soil  the  vast  dome  of  St. 
Sophia ;  but  its  rotundities  pleased  them  and,  instead  of 
one  single  grand  dome  they  erected  five  small  ones, 
expanding  them  on  the  outside  in  bulbous  form  with 
pinnacles  and  singular  curvatures.  An  exuberant  fancy 
indulged  itself  to  the  utmo^.  From  the  peristyle 
throughout  one  is  impressed  with  its  overflowing  rich- 
ness. The  antique  arch  of  the  porches  is  capped  with 
a  vaulted  casing  setting  off  in  gothic  points  its  garland 
of  statues.  Delicate  spires  are  introduced  on  the  but- 
tresses. Five  hundred  porphyry,  verd-antique  and 
serpentine  columns  bind  together  and  support  on  the 
fagades  their  incoherent  stories,  their  barbaric  or  classic 
capitals  and  the  magnificent  medley  of  their  polychro- 
matic marbles.  Saracenic  gates  glitter  with  small 
horse-shoe  trellises  between  quaint  capitals  where 
birds,  lions,  foliage,  grapes,  thorns  and  crosses  inter- 
mingle their  gross  and  fantastic  designs.  On  the  arch 
innumerable  mosaics  display  stiff  realistic  bodies, 
meagre  Eves  with  pendent  breasts,  lank  Adams,  all  so 
many  undressed  laborers,  numerous  biblical  subjects  as 
naively  indecent  and  as  childishly  awkward  as  the  illu- 
minations of  the  most  ancient  missals.  You  recognize 
the  mediaeval  man  who  embroiders  an  original  gothic 
decoration  on  an  imported  classic  background;  who, 
refined  and  disturbed  by  Christianity,  no  longer  loves 
simplicity  and  unity  but  the  complex  and  the  multiple  ; 
who  has  to  cover  the  field  of  his  vision  with  the 
saliency  and  confusion  of  a  prodigality  of  forms,  with 
the  novelty,  luxury  and  search  for  capricious  ornamen- 
tation ;  who,  becoming  more  imaginative  as  well  as  more 
sensitive,  can  only  satisfy  his  eye  with  an  illimitable 
swarm  of  populous  surfaces  and  with  the  brusque 
overflow  of  curious  irregularity;  who,  finally,  led  by 
his  maritime  destiny  to  Byzantine  basilicas  and  Ma- 
hometan mosques  heaps  up  marbles,  bronzes,  purple 
hues  and  golden  gleams  in  order  to  express  through 
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his  Christianity  the  composite  and  gorgeoas  poesy  with 
which  the  spectacle  of  the  Orient  has  imbued  him. 

To-day  is  St.  Mark's  fete  day.  Women  and  yonng 
girls  in  black  veils,  yiolet-colored  shawls,  and  long 
loose  petticoats,  forming  a  gay  crowd,  throng  the 
porches,  and  surge  to  aikl  fro  within  the  ohnrch.  They 
kneel  on  the  pavement,  touch  the  feet  of  a  bronze 
Obrist  with  their  fingers,  and  make  the  sign  of  the 
cross ;  others  mumble  prayers  and  drop  pennies  in  a 
box  carried  around  for  alms  "in  behalf  of  the  poor 
dead."  A  procession  of  prelates  passes,  and  you  see 
their  white  and  gold  mitres,  and  sparkling  damask 
copes  winding  around  amount  the  pillars.  A  chant  is 
heard,  quaint,  and  beautiful,  composed  of  extreme  high 
and  low  voices,  a  sort  of  monotonous  melopoeia  and 
which,  perhaps,  comes  from  Byzantium.  The  singers 
are  invisible,  nobody  knowing  from  whence  the  nmsic 
issues  as  it  floats  about  ascending  into  the  sombre,  ruddy 
atmosphere  like  an  incorporeal  voice  in  a  gleaming  grot 
of  fairies  and  genii. 

Nothing  can  be  compared  to  this  spectacle  for 
strangeness  and  magnificence.  We  had  just  seen  the 
square  of  St.  Mark  so  gay  and  beautiful,  its  elegant  col- 
onnades, the  rich  azure  of  the  sky,  and  the  broad  lumi«> 
nous  expanse  of  light.  We  descend  one  step  and  the 
eye  plunges  suddenly  into  the  purple  gloom  of  a  small 
sanctuary  of  unknown  form  filled  with  smothered  gleams 
and  reflections,  surcharged  and  confined,  like  the  low 
vaulted  chamber  in  which  a  Jew  or  a  pacha  conceals  his 
treasures.  Two  colors,  the  most  powerful  of  all,  oov^ 
it  from  pavement  to  dome  ;  one,  that  of  tiie  red-veined 
marble  shimmering  on  the  shafts  of  the  columns,  decks 
the  walls  and  displays  itself  on  the  floor ;  the  other, 
that  of  gold,  tapeetries  the  cupolas  and  overspreads  the 
mosaics,  reflecting  the  light  with  its  myriads  of  square 
cubes.  Bed  on  gold  in  shadow, — nobody  can  imagine 
such  a  tone  I    Time  has  deepened  and  fused  them  to- 
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gefher;  over  the  marble  pavement,  cracked  by  depres- 
sions,  the  quivering  domes  flash  with  ruddy  brightness ; 
ihere  is  no  daylight  except  that  from  the  little  rounded 
bays  enclosed  with  stained  glass.  Innumerable  forms, 
pillars  seamed  with  scidptures,  bronzes,  candelabras, 
asd  with  hundreds  of  mosaics,  an  asiatic  luxuriousness 
of  complicated  decorations  and  barbarous  figures,  blend 
together  in  an  atmosphere  filled  with  spiral  threads  of 
incenae,  and  floating  with  luminous  atoms  of  sunny 
and  nocturnal  contrasts.  Language  cannot  express 
the  power  of  the  light  imprisoned  in  and  scattered 
throughout  this  gloom.  A  chapel  on  the  right  is  as 
sombre  as  a  subterranean  cavern ;  a  gleaiA  of  hght 
flickers  on  the  curvature  of  the  arches.  Al<me,  three 
brass  lamps  emerge  from  the  palpable  obscurity ;  the 
eye  dwells  on  their  round  forms,  and  follows  the  as* 
cending  chains  scintillating  overhead  and  losing  them- 
selves in  unintelligible  gloom;  thus  visible,  pendent 
from  a  train  of  coruscations,  they  might  be  taken  for 
the  mysterious  corolla  of  magical  flowers.  These  archi- 
tects of  the  tenth  and  twelfth  centuries  had  a  sentiment 
peculiarly  their  own.  It  matters  little  whether  they 
imitated  the  Byzantine  or  the  Arab;  this  St.  Mark, 
whom  they  brought  from  Alexandria,  this  Syrian  apos- 
tle whose  country  and  sky  they  were  familiar  with, 
filled  their  imagination  with  a  poesy  unknown  to  the 
barbarians  of  the  north.  They  do  not  seek  to  express 
a  melancholy  sentiment,  or  go  in  quest  of  the  enor- 
mous ;  there  is  a  groundwork  of  southern  joyousness 
in  their  fancy,  in  Ihe  warm  coloring  which  they  infuse 
into  their  church,  in  that  universal  coating  of  lustrous 
mosaics,  in  that  marble  marquetry,  in  those  sculptured 
galleries,  in  those  pulpits,  those  balconies,  and  in  those 
rich  arab  or  gothic  doors,  each  surrounded  wiih  its  cor- 
don of  apostles.  In  this  vision-like  fete  all  discords 
harmonize  and  awkwardness  is  no  longer  felt.  The 
four  columns  around  the  high  altar  supporting  the 
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baldachin  disappear  benealii  a  profasion  of  figures 
which  from  base  to  capital,  each  in  its  niche,  coyer  the 
entire  shaft.  If  we  take  them  one  by  one  thej  are  bar- 
barian ;  we  are  repelled  by  their  lack  of  force  and  the 
evidences  they  famish  of  fruitless  groping.  The  hands 
are  out  of  proportion  and  the  beads  oftentimes  absorb 
a  third  or  quarter  of  the  whole  body ;  almost  all  are 
commonplace,  and  frequently  stupid  and  vulgar  look- 
ing. The  sculptor  was  some  boorish  monk  who  copied 
boorish  people.  His  hand  wanders  and  unconsciously 
lapses  into  caricature.  One  saint  is  a  grotesque  figure 
with  a  swollen  cheek,  a  hectic  dropsical  subject ;  others 
are  shapeless  monsters  that  are  not  likely  to  live,  and 
similar  to  the  specimens  preserved  in  an  anatomical 
cabinet.  And  yet,  a  few  paces  off  the  general  effect  is 
admirable ;  you  are  struck  by  the  superabundance  of  iJus 
indistinct  dusky  multitude  tier  upon  tier  under  capitals 
of  golden  leaves,  and  dimly  wavering  in  the  tremor  of 
the  lampUght.  The  medisBval  artist,  unable  to  render 
the  individual  has  a  feeling  for  masses  and  ensemlies. 
He  does  not  comprehend,  as  did  the  ancient  Greek,  the 
perfection  of  the  isolated  figure,  of  the  god,  of  the  self- 
sufficing  hero;  he  goes  outside  of  that  beautiful  en- 
closure ;  what  he  perceives  is  the  people,  the  multitude, 
the  poor  human  species  utterly  humbled,  like  a  vast 
throng  in  the  presence  of  the  Supreme  Buler.  He 
leaves  to  it  its  ugliness,  its  deformities,  its  servility ;  he 
even  frequentiy  exaggerates  these ;  but  sublime,  intense 
reverie,  joy  mingled  with  anguish,  all  that  belongs  to 
spiritual  emotion  and  aspiration  he  understands  and 
expresses ;  and,  if  we  do  not  find  in  his  work  the  vigors 
ous  and  healthy  body  of  the  independent  and  complete 
man,  we  distinguish  ^the  profound  emotion  of  crowds 
and  the  impassioned  religion  of  the  heart. 

This  is  what  gives  life  to  the  rigid  mosaics  witii 
which  all  the  walls,  the  arches  and  the  smallest  angles 
are  covered.    It  is  evident  that  they  have  imported 
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iheir  workmen  from  Constantinople ;  the  pneriUty  of  a 
superannuated  art  and  the  insufficiencies  of  an  infantile 
art  have  on  all  sides  multiplied  manikins  whose 
enamel  eyes  no  longer  see.  A  virgin  over  the  door  at 
the  entrance  has  no  body ;  she  is  simply  a  skeleton 
under  a  mantle*  A  Christ  oyer  the  altar  in  the  chapel 
of  the  baptismal  fonts  has  no  longer  a  human  form ; 
we  would  say  that  he  had  been  disemboweled  and 
emptied :  there  is  nothing  left  of  him  but  a  wan  skin 
badly  filled  with  an  indescribable  soft  stuffing.  A 
Herodias  in  a  red  robe  starred  with  gold  displays  at 
the  end  of  her  ermine  sleeyes  the  dried-up  joints  of  a 
consumptive  patient.  The  extraordinary  feet  of  the 
angels  must  be  seen ;  also  the  large  cavernous  eyes  of 
the  saints,  and  the  absorbed,  inert,  sunken  features  of 
the  entire  group.  And  yet,  miserable  as  these  figures 
are,  the  young  who  are  obliged  to  borrow  them  from 
the  old  make  of  them  a  beautiful  and  harmonious 
whole.  Lifeless,  hieratic  work  enters  as  a  fragment 
into  work  full  of  sincerity  and  inspiration.  At  this 
distance  and  in  such  profusion  one  ceases  to  note 
meagre  and  mechanical  forms.  They  simply  appear  as 
so  many  heads  in  a  crowd.  The  eye  feels  that  it  is 
surrounded  by  an  assemblage  of  saints,  an  infinite  his- 
tory, an  entire  legendary  paradise ;  it  is  insensible  to 
detail;  it  beholds  a  kingdom  and  does  not  dream  of 
enumerating  or  criticizing  its  inhabitants.  Ancient, 
pious  and  heroic  Venice  thus  regarded  them ;  and 
hence  it  is  that,  for  centuries,  she  lavished  her  treasures, 
her  labor  and  her  conquests.  It  is  the  ideal  world  as 
her  faith  conceived  it,  as  animated  for  her,  as  popu- 
lated as  the  real  world;  such  are  her  patrons,  her 
patriarchs,  her  angels,  her  Madonna  whom  she  contem- 
plates through  these  figures  vivified  by  the  empurpled 

light  and  the  rustling  gold  of  her  cupolas. 
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SAN  OIOYANNI  E  PAOLO.~I  FRARI-THB  MA08OLBUV  OF  GFITATTEIIA- 
LATA.— MONUMENTS  OF  THE  DOOES.— THE  SPIBTT  OF  DIVSIBK 
CENTURIES  AS  STAMPED  ON  SCULPTURE.— THE  MIDDLE  AGES. 
THE  RBNAiaSANCB,  THE  SEVBNTBRNTH  OENTORT,  AND  THE 
MODERN  EPOCH.— ** ST.  PBTBR  MARTYR"  BY  TITIAN.— TINTO- 
RETTO. 

AprU  26. — ^Tbe  gondola  buries  itself  in  deserted 
canals  to  the  north.  Beflections  from  the  water  flicker 
in  the  arched  concave  of  the  bridge,  like  figured  silk 
drapery,  rose,  white  and  green.  We  go  out  of  tiie  city ; 
it  is  noon,  and  the  sky  is  of  a  glowing  paUor.  Stranded 
rafts  stretch  their  washed  and  shining  logs  on  the  plain 
of  motionless  water.  Facing  us  is  an  island  sarronnded 
with  walls,  a  cemetery,  which  rays  the  flaming  bright- 
ness  with  its  crude  whites ;  farther  on  two  or  three 
sails  glide  along  the  channels ;  on  the  horizon  the 
vapory  chaiu  of  mountainB  develops  against  the  sky  ite 
fringe  of  snow.  The  indented  prow  rises  out  of  the 
water  Uke  a  strange  fish  swimming  tail  foremost,  while 
the  dark  form  of  the  boat  projects  forward  in  the  grand 
silence  amidst  innumerable  shimmering  golden  waves. 

On  an  open  space  rises  the  equestrian  statue  of  Col- 
leoni,  the  second  one  cast  in  Italy ,^  and  a  genuine 
portrait  like  that  of  Guattemalata  at  Padua ;  the  actual 
portrait  of  a  condottiere  on  his  stout  war-horse,  in  a 
cuirass,  with  widespread  legs,  the  bust  too  short  and  the 
physiognomy  that  of  a  weather  beaten  camp*soldier 
who  orders  and  shouts, — not  beautified,  but  taken  from 
life  and  energetic.  Facing  it  is  San  Giovanni  e  Paolo, 
a  gothic  church,t  but  Italian-gothic  and  therefore  gay ; 
the  round  pillars,  the  broad,  expansive  arches,  the  win- 

*  By  Verocchio,  1475.  f  1236-14S0. 
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dows  almost  aU  white,  forestall  in  the  mind  any  mystic 
funereal  ideas  such  as  northern  cathedrals  suggest. 
Like  the  Campo-Santa  at  Pisa,  and  Santa  Groce  at 
Florence,  this  church  is  crowded  with  monuments ;  add 
to  these  those  of  the  church  of  the  Frari  and  we  haye 
a  complete  mausoleum  of  the  BepubUc.  Most  of  these 
tombs  belong  to  the  fifteenth  or  to  the  early  years  of 
the  sixteenth  century,  the  brilliant  era  of  the  city, 
when  the  great  men  and  great  actions  about  to  pass 
away  were  stall  of  sufficiently  recent  date  for  the  new- 
bom  art  to  catch  its  image  and  express  its  sincerity ; 
others  show  the  dawn  of  tiiis  great  light ;  others  again 
show  its  decline,  so  that  one  may  thus  follow  through 
a  range  of  sepulchres  the  history  of  human  genius 
from  its  outburst,  along  its  virility,  to  its  final  decay. 

In  the  monument  of  the  doge  Morosini,  who  died  in 
1882,  the  pure  gothie  form  blossoms  out  with  all  its 
elegancies.  A  flowered  arcade  festoons  its  laoework 
above  the  dead.  Two  charming  little  turrets  ascend 
on  each  side  upheld  by  small  columns  enlivened  with 
trefoils,  embroidered  with  figures  and  with  canopies 
and  pinnacles,  a  kind  of  delicate  vegetation  on  which 
the  marble  bristles  and  expands  like  a  thorny  fdant 
with  its  needles  and  flowers.  The  Doge  sleeps  with 
his  hands  crossed  upon  his  breast.  These  are  genuine 
funereal  monuments :  an  alcove,  sometimes  with  its 
baldachin  or  bed-curtains,*  a  marble  couch  carved  and 
ornamented  like  the  wooden  estrade  on  which  the  aged 
limbs  of  the  living  man  were  wont  to  repose  at  night, 
and,  within  it,  the  man  himself  in  his  ordinary  dress, 
calm  in  his  slumber,  confiding  and  pious  because  he 
had  well  discharged  the  duties  of  life,  a  veritable  effigy 
without  affectation  or  anguish,  and  which  leaves  to  his 
survivors  the  grave  and  pacific  image  which  their 
memory  ought  to  retain  of  him. 



*  See  the  tomb  of  the  Doge  Tomaao  Mooenigo,  14d8. 
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This  is  the  gravity  of  the  middle  ages.  Ahready, 
however,  beneath  this  religious  rigidness  we  see  dawn- 
irg  the  sentiment  of  living  corporeal  forms,  which  is  to 
1  e  the  special  discovery  of  the  following  age*  In  the 
naosoleum  of  the  doge  Marco  Corner,  between  five 
ogive  arcades  indented  with  trefoils  and  sorroimded 
with  light  canopies,  the  Virtues,  joyous  angels  in  long 
robes,  regeord  you  with  spontaneous  and  striking  ex- 
pressions. In  this  dawn  of  discovery  the  artists  naively 
risked  physiognomies  and  airs  of  the  head  which  ulte* 
rior  masters  rejected  through  a  sense  of  dignity  and 
in  obedience  to  accepted  rules.  In  this  particular  the 
Benaissance  which  reduced  art  to  classic  nobleness 
really  weakened  it,  as  the  purists  of  our  seventeenth 
century  impoverished  the  rich  language  of  the  sixteenth. 

As  we  advance  we  see  some  feature  of  the  new  art 
disclosing  itself.  In  the  tomb  of  the  doge  Antonio 
Yennier,  deceased  in  1400,  Benaissance  paganism 
crops  out  in  a  detail  of  ornamentation,  the  shell  niche. 
All  the  rest  is  still  angular,  florid,  delicately  slender  and 
gothic,  the  sculpture  as  well  as  the  architecture.  The 
heads  also,  are  heavy,  elumsy,  too  short  and  often  set 
on  wry  necks.  Artists  copy  the  real ;  they  have  not 
yet  made  a  definitive  choice  of  proportions ;  they  still 
remain  ignorant  of  the  canons  of  the  Qreek  statuaries, 
still  plunged  in  the  observation  and  in  the  imitation  of 
actual  Ufe  ;  but  their  lack  of  skill  is  charming  notwith- 
standing. That  Madonna  whose  neck  is  bent  too  much 
clasps  her  child  with  such  exquisite  tenderness! 
There  is  such  an  expression  of  goodness  and  candor  in 
the  heads  of  those  young  girls  a  little  too  round! 
These  five  virgins  in  their  shell  niches  are  so  radiant 
with  youthful  purity  and  sincerity!  Nothing  affects 
one  so  sensibly  as  these  sculptures  with  which  mediseval 
art  closes.*    All  these  works  are  inventivey  national 

"*  Compare  the  scolptores  on  the  tomb  of  Uie  Uut  Duke  of  Brittany 
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and,  if  you  please,  commonplace,  but  they  possess  such 
incomparable  vitality !  The  brilliant  and  overwhelming 
predominance  of  classic  beauty  had  not  yet  arisen  to 
discipline  the  inspirations  of  original  genius;  there 
were  provincial  schools  of  art  accommodated  to  the 
climate,  to  the  country,  to  the  entire  social  condition  of 
things  and  still  free  of  academies  and  of  capitals. 
Nothing  in  the  world  is  compensation  for  originality, 
the  earnest  and  complete  sentiment,  the  entire  soul 
stamped  upon  a  work  of  art ;  the  work  then  is  as  in- 
dividualized, as  rich  id  subtleties  as  that  soul  itself. 
One  believes  in  it ;  the  marble  becomes  a  sort  of  diarj- 
in  which  are  recorded  all  the  confessions  of  a  human 
experience. 

On  advancing  a  few  paces,  following  the  course  of 
the  century,^  one  feels  that  this  simplicity,  this 
naivete  in  art  gradually  diminishes.  The  funereal 
monument  is  converted  into  one  of  heroic  pomp. 
Over  the  dead  are  round  arcades  developing  their  no- 
ble span.  Arabesques  run  gsdly  around  their  polished 
borders.  Files  of  columns  display  their  blooming 
acanthus  capitals ;  sometimes  they  overtop  each  other 
and  the  four  orders  of  architecture  develop  their 
variety  to  please  the  eye.  The  tomb  thus  becomes  a 
colossal  triumphal  arch ;  a  few  have  twenty  statues  of 
almost  life-size.  The  idea  of  death  disappears;  the 
defunct  is  no  longer  couched  awaiting  the  resurrection 
of  the  final  day,  but  is  seated  and  looking  at  you  with 
open  eyes;  "he  lives  again,"  in  the  marble  as  an 
epitaph  ambitiously  states.     In  a  similar  manner  the 

ftt  Nantes,  of  the  tomb  of  the  last  Dukes  of  Burgundy  and  Flanders 
at  D^on  and  at  Brou,  of  the  tomb  of  the  children  of  Charles  YIII.  at 
Toura 

*  The  tombs,  for  instance,  of  P.  Mocenigo,  deceased  in  1470 ; — of 
Harcello,  deceased  in  1474 ;— of  Bonzio,  deceased  in  1508 ; — of  Lo- 
redan,  deceased  in  1509;— in  the  Frari,  the  tomb  of  Nicolas  d#* 
ceased  in  1478  and  of  Pesaro  in  1508. 
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statues  that  ornament  the  memorial  become  gradnaUy 
transformed.  In  the  middle  of  the  fifteenth  centnij 
they  are  still  frequently  rigid  and  restradned ;  the  legs 
of  young  warriors  are  a  little  lank,  like  those  of 
Pemgino's  arch*angels,  and  are  covered  with  lion* 
headed  bootees  and  knee^pieces  in  which  leminis- 
cences  of  feudal  armor  mingle  with  admiration  of 
antique  costume.  Bodies  and  heads  all  trench  on  the 
real ;  the  merit  of  the  figures  consist  in  their  involun- 
tary earnestness,  in  their  simple,  intense  expression,  in 
the  force  of  their  attitudes,  in  their  fixed  and  pro- 
found regard.  On  approaching  the  sixteenth  centary 
ease  and  activity  appear.  The  folds  of  draperies  are 
displayed  around  robust  forms  in  a  grand  manner. 
Muscles  expand  and  show  themselves.  A  young 
cavalier  of  the  middle  ages  is,  now,  an  athlete  and  an 
ephebos.  Virgins,  passive  and  hooded  in  their  rigid 
mantles  begin  to  smile  and  be  animated.  Their  pen- 
dent, careless  Greek  robes  leave  visible  the  nude 
breast  and  the  delicate  forms  of  their  charming  feet. 
Inclining,  half-thrown  back,  resting  on  one  hip,  or 
haughtily  erect  and  contemplative,  they  reveal  beneath 
their  facile  draperies  the  diversities  of  the  living  form, 
the  eye  following  the  harmonious  curves  of  a  fine 
human  animal  which,  in  repose,  in  action,  in  every  atti- 
tude has  only  to  be  allowed  to  live  in  order  to  be 
perfect  and  happy. 

Nowhere  are  these  figures  more  beautiful  than  on  the 
tomb  of  the  doge  Yendramini,  deceased  in  1470.  Art 
here  is  still  simple  and  in  its  early  bloom;  ancient 
gravity  still  subsists  intact ;  but  the  poetic  and  pictur- 
esque taste  now  commencing  to  dawn  casts  over  it  its 
richness  and  brilliancy.  Under  arcades  of  golden  flow- 
ers, in  the  spaces  of  a  corinthian  colonnade,  are  warri- 
ors and  females  in  antique  costume,  contemplative  and 
weeping.  They  do  not  exert  themselves  or  seek  to 
attract  attention ;  reserve  only  renders  their  expreesioD 
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more  powerful.  The  entire  body  speaks,  the  type  and 
the  structure,  the  vigorous  neck,  the  magnificent  hair 
and  the  nnimpassioned  countenance.  One  woman 
raises  her  eyes  mournfully  to  heaven;  another,  half 
thrown  back,  utters  an  exclamation;  one  might  call 
them  figures  by  Giovanni  Bellini.  They  are  of  that 
pnissant,  limited  era  in  which  the  model  like  the  artist, 
reduced  to  five  or  six  energetic  sentiments,  enforces 
them  through  a  still  intact  sensibiUty,  concentrating 
into  one  efibrt  complete  faculties  which  at  a  later  pe- 
riod are  to  be  deadened  by  dissipation  and  wasted  on 
details. 

All  the  grand  passions  terminate  with  the  sixteenth 
century.  Sepulchres  become  great  operatic  contrivan- 
ces. That  of  the  doge  Pesaro,  in  the  Erari,  who  died 
in  1669  is  simply  a  gigantic  court-decoration  rearing 
npward  a  massive  pile  of  pompous  extravagance.  Four 
negroes  clad  in  white  and  kneeling  on  cushions  sustain 
the  second  story  of  the  tomb,  their  tawny  visages  grim- 
acing over  their  stoitt  bodies,  while,  between  them,  in 
coarse  contrast,  parades  a  skeleton.  As  for  the  doge 
he  throws  himself  back  with  the  self-important  air  of  a 
grand  seigneur  as  if  uttering  a  ji^  done !  to  clowns. 
Chimeras  prance  at  his  feet,  a  baldachin  extends  over 
his  head  and  on  its  two  sides  are  groups  of  statues  in 
declamatory  and  sentimental  demeanor. — ^Elsewhere,  in 
the  tomb  of  the  doge  Valier,*  we  see  art  abandoning 
turgidity  for  pettiness.  The  mortuary  alcove  is  envel- 
oped in  a  vast  curtain  of  yellow  marble  wrought  with 
flowers  and  upheld  by  a  number  of  little  nude  angels 
as  froUcsome  as  so  many  cupids.  The  doge  displays 
the  dignity  of  a  magistrate,  while  his  wife,  frizzled, 
wrinkled  and  dressed  in  flowing  drapery,  turns  up  her 
left  hand  with  the  air  of  an  old  dowager.    Lower  down 


*  Deceased  in  1656.    The  tomb,  however,  (at  San  Qiovanni),  is  of 
the  XVIII  ccntuiy. 
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an  ordinary  pier-glass  Victory  crowns  the  old  gentle* 
man  who  seems  related  to  Belisarius,  and  all  around 
are  bas-relie&  presenting  groups  of  graceful  senti- 
mental women  practising  ihe  airs  of  the  drawing- 
room. 

All  this  is  perverted  art,  but  it  is  art  neyertheless, — 
that  is  to  say  the  taste  of  the  sculptor  and  his  contem- 
poraries was  personal  and  true;  they  loyed  certain 
things  belonging  to  their  own  world  and  existence  and 
these  they  imitated  and  adorned;  their  preferences 
were  not  due  to  academies,  to  education,  to  book- 
pedantry,  to  conventionalism.  There  is  nothing  else  in 
our  century.  Canova's  monument,  so  cold  insipid  and 
farfetched,  executed  after  his  own  designs,  is  ridicu- 
lous :  a  great  pyramid  of  white  marble  fills  the  entire 
field  of  vision ;  the  door  stands  open  and  here  the  ar- 
tist desires  to  rest  lik^  a  Pharaoh  in  his  sepulchre ;  a 
procession  of  sentimental  figures  advances  toward  the 
door,  Atalas,  Eudoras  and  Cymodoceas,  while  a  nude 
genii,  extinguishing  his  torch,  sleeps,  and  another,  sob- 
bing, bends  his  head  tenderly  downward  like  young 
Joseph  Bitaub^  A  winged  lion  weeps  in  despair  with 
his  nose  resting  on  his  paws,  and  his  paws  on  a  book. 
It  would  require  a  twenty  minutes'  lecture  by  a  profes- 
sor of  the  Humanities  to  make  this  allegorical  drama 
intelligible. — ^Near  this  is  a  portico-Hke  monument  in- 
flicted on  poor  Titian,  rasped  and  polished  like  an  old 
empire  dock,  decked  with  four  pretty  pensive  spiritualis- 
tic women,  two  poor  expressive  old  men  with  sharp  and 
salient  muscles,  and  two  young  barbers  with  wings 
bearing  crowns.  It  would  seem  as  if  these  artists  were 
barren  of  all  personal  impressions,  that  they  had  noth- 
ing of  their  own  to  say,  that  the  human  form  had  no 
voice  for  them,  that  they  had  to  fall  back  to  their  port- 
folios to  find  suggestions  of  its  lines,  that  all  their  tal- 
ent lay  in  composing  a  curious  enigma  according  to  the 
latest  sasthetic  and  symbolic  manual.    Death,  neverthe- 
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less,  is  important,  and  it  certainly  seems  that  one  might 
sa}'  something  of  one's  own  about  it  without  a  book ; 
but  I  begin  to  think  that  we  no  longer  have  any  idea  of 
it  any  more  than  of  any  other  matter  of  extreme  inter- 
est. We  driye  it  out  of  our  minds  as  if  it  were  a  disa- 
greeable and  unsuitable  guest.  When  we  attend  a  fu- 
neral we  do  it  from  a  sense  of  propriety,  ohatting  all 
the  time  with  our  neighbor  on  business  or  on  literature. 
We  have  emerged  out  of  the  tragical  condition.  If  we 
apprehend  any  great  misfortune  on  the  horizon  it  is,  at 
most,  an  afiiair  of  the  pocket,  simply  involving  transi- 
tion from  the  first  to  the  fourth  story .^  Our  imagina- 
tion seems  to  be  absorbed  by  an  infinite  diversity  of 
petty  excitements  and  perplexities,  visits,  correspond- 
ence, gossip,  disappointments  and  the  rest.  Smoothed 
off  and  frittered  away  as  we  are,  through  what  portion 
of  our  being  or  experience  could  we  comprehend  the 
anxieties,  the  stupendous  and  prolonged  terrors,  the 
corporeal  and  phrenetic  joyousness  which  once  arose 
like  mountains  above  the  level  of  human  life?  Art 
lives  on  grand  determinations  as  criticism  lives  on  nice 
distinctions,  and  hence  it  is  that  we  are  no  longer  artists 
but  critics. 

The  same  idea  recurs  to  one  on  contemplating  the 
paintings.  There  are  many  admirable  ones  in  the 
chapel  of  the  church  dedicated  to  the  Sacred  Ohaplet. 
One  of  these  by  Titian  is  entitled  "  St.  Peter  Martyr."  f 
Domenichino  has  repeated  the  same  subject  at  Bologna, 
but  his  personages  are  disfigured  by  an  ignoble  fear. 
Those  of  Titian  are  grand,  like  combatants.  That 
which  impressed  him  was  not  the  pain  or  grimaces  of  a 
convulsed  face,  but  the  powerful  action  of  a  murder, 
the  display  of  an  arm  bestowing  a  blow,  the  agitated 
drapery  of  a  man  in  flight,  and  the  magnificent  erect 

*  Meaning  a  change  from  superior  to  inferior  apartments. — 2V. 
t  Lately  destroyed  by  fire,— 2V. 
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trunks  of  trees  extending  their  sombre  branches  aboye 
a  so^ne  of  bloodshed.  Still  more  vehement  is  a  "  Cru- 
cifixion'* by  Tintoretto.  All  is  excitement  and  disorder. 
The  poesy  el  light  and  shadow  fills  the  air  with  brilliant 
and  lugubrious  contrasts.  A  jet  of  yellow  light  falls 
across  the  nude  figure  of  Christ,  which  seems  to  be  a 
glorified  corpse.  Above  him  float  the  heads  of  female 
saints  in  a  flood  of  glowing  atmosphere  while  the  body 
of  the  perverse  thief,  contorted  and  savage,  embosses 
the  sky  with  its  ruddy  muscular  forms.  In  this  tem- 
pest of  intense,  angry  daylight,  it  seems  as  if  the 
crosses  wavered,  and  that  the  suflferers  were  going  to  be 
precipitated ;  to  oomjdete  this  grandiose  confusion,  thiB 
poignant  emotion,  you  perceive  in  the  background  un- 
der a  luminous  cloud  a  mass  of  resuscitated  bodies. 

The  entire  top  of  the  wall  is  covered  with  paint- 
ings by  the  same  hand.  Christ  is  ascending  into  para- 
dise, and  around  him  are  grand  naked  angelB  rushing 
through  space  and  furiously  sounding  their  trumpets. 
The  Virgin  is  borne  off  by  an  impetuous  crowd  of 
small  angels  in  various  complicated  attitudes,  whilst 
beneath  her  are  the  apostles  shouting  and  thrown 
violently  backward.  Light  vibrates  on  all  sides  and  on 
all  the  canvases.  There  is  not  an  atom  of  the  atmos- 
phere that  does  not  palpitate;  life  is  so  overflowing 
as  to  breathe  and  bubble  up  from  stones,  trees,  ground 
and  clouds,  in  every  color  and  in  every  form  that  be- 
long to  the  universal  feverishness  of  inanimate  nature. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

FR0MENADES.--8ANTA-MARIA  DELL*  ORTO.-SiLN  OIOBBB.-LA  GUI- 
DECCA.-l  GESUATI.— I  GESUITL— MANNERS,  CUSTOMS  AND  CHAR- 
ACTBR8.-MI&KRT.— PUBLIC  SPIRIT.— IDLEKBSS  AND  RBVBRIS  AT 
VENICE. 

April  27. — ^I  see  pictures  every  day  by  Titian,  Tinto- 
retto and  Paul  Veronese,  but  I  am  not  yet  ready 
to  speak  of  them ;  they  form  a  complete  and  too  rich 
a  world.  Tintoretto  especially,  is  extraordinary;  one 
can  have  no  idea  of  him  without  visiting  Venice. 

My  walk  to-day  is  to  Santa-Maria  delF  Orto  to  see 
his  great  paintings  of  "The  Worship  of  the  Golden 
Calf*'  and  "  The  Last  Judgment."  I  find  the  church 
closed  and  the  pictures  rolled  up  atfd  taken  away 
nobody  knows  where.  The  edifice  seems  to  be  aban- 
doned. On  one  side  is  a  dilapidated  cloister  broken 
open  and  serving  as  a  lumber-yard,  with  the  grass 
growing  fresh  and  green  along  tho  arcades.  This 
is  one  of  my  greatest  disappointments  in  Venice. 

The  gondolier  makes  the  tour  of  the  city  away  to 
the  north,  and  before  this  plain  of  light  all  vexa- 
tions and  disappointments  are  forgotten.  One  never 
tires  of  the  sea,  of  the  infinite  horizon,  of  the  little 
distant  bands  of  earth  emerging  beneath  a  dubious 
verdure,  of  the  strange  close-packed  streets,  almost  de- 
serted, where  the  bricks  of  the  houses  totter,  under- 
mined by  the  water ;  where  the  piles  below,  incrusted 
with  shells,  are  so  diminished  as  to  render  a  crash 
imminent  San  Giobbe  appeig:^,  a  small  church  of  the 
Benaissance,  white  and  bare  outside,  excepting  an 
elegant  and  delicately  ornamented  entrance.  The  in- 
terior overfiows  with  ornament;  a  monument  by 
Claude  Perrault,  extravagant  but  not  lifeless,  displays 
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oyer  a  black  marble  sarcophagus  a  small  sleeping 
angel,  gross  and  vigorous,  related  one  might  say  to  the 
Flemish  cherubs ;  lower  down  are  crowned  lions  crouch- 
ing with  the  grotesque  solemnity  of  heraldic  brutes. 
However  decorated  or  perverted  a  church  in  Italy 
may  be  it  always  contains  something  beautiful  and 
interesting.  For  example  here  is  a  fine  picture  by 
Paris  Bordone,  an  old  saint  with  a  heavy  beard  bear- 
ing a  cross  between  two  companions,  and,  alongside  of 
these,  a  pretty  cloister  bordered  with  columns  uniting 
in  arcades  and  whose  cistern,  decked  with  acanthus 
leaves,  blooms  luxuriantly  above  the  pavement  of  the 
esplanade.  These  are  the  agreeable  features  of  these 
promenades.  One  knows  not  what  he  is  to  encounter. 
He  starts  with  two  or  three  names  of  places  in  his 
head  and  that  is  alL  He  glides  along  noiselessly  and 
is  never  jolted.  No  one  speaks  to  him.  He  passes 
from  a  gilded  temple  crowded  with  figures  to  a  solitary 
and  dilapidated  quarter.  It  seems  as  if  he  were 
liberated  from  his  bodily  tenement  and  that  some 
benevolent  genius  delighted  in  feeding  his  mind  with 
phantasmagoria  and  wondrous  spectacles. 

The  gondola  skirts  Sauta-Chiara  and  the  side  of  the 
Champ  de  Mars.  The  spaces  of  water  become  broader 
and  its  mottled  undulations  swell  gently  under  the 
breeze  with  an  indescribable  intermingling  of  melting 
tones  and  hues.  This  is  not  ordinary  water.  En- 
dosed  within  canals,  and  tinged  by  the  exudations  and 
infiltrations  of  the  human  colony  it  assumes  an  earthy 
ruddiness  combined  with  pale,  ochry  tints  and  bluish  \ 
miry  darks,  resembling  the  confused  mixture  of  colors 
of  a  painter's  palette.  Under  a  northern  sky  it  would 
be  lugubrious ;  but  here  under  the  illuminating  sun 
and  in  the  silkiness  of  die  tender  azure  overspreading 
the  celestial  canopy  it  fills  the  eye  with  almost  physi- 
cal delight.  Veritably  one  swims  in  luminousnesa. 
It  pours  down  from  the  sky,  the  water  colors  it  and  the 
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reflections  multiply  it  a  hundredfold ;  Qiere  is  nothing, 
even  to  the  white  and  rosy  houses,  which  does  not  re- 
flect it  while  the  poesy  of  forms  ever  adds  to  and  com- 
pletes the  poesy  of  brightness.  Eyen  in  this  miserable 
and  abandoned  quarter  we  find  palaces  and  fa9ades 
adorned  with  columns.  Poor  and  commonplace  houses 
have  large  balconies  enclosed  within  balustrades  and 
windows  indented  with  trefoils  or  capped  with  ogives, 
and  reliefs  of  intermingled  foliage  and  thorns.  One 
loses  himself  in  reverie.  In  vain  does  the  Giudecca 
canal,  almost  deserted  await  its  flotillas  in  order  to 
people  its  noble  port;  one  muses  over  nothing  but 
colors  and  lines.  Three  lines  and  three  colors  form  the 
entire  spectacle :  the  broad  moving  crystal,  of  a  dark 
sea-green  which  winds  about  with  a  hard  lustrous  hue ; 
above,  detached  in  bold  relief,  the  row  of  buildings  fol- 
lowing its  curve  ;  stiU  higher  in  fine,  the  pure,  infinite 
and  almost  pallid  sky. 

The  gondolier  draws  up  to  the  quay  and  pretends 
that  it  is  necessary  to  see  the  church  of  the  Gtosnati* 
We  perceive  a  pompous  facade  of  gigantic  composite 
columns,  then  a  nave  whose  corinthian  colonnade  is 
pretentiously  joined  to  large  pillars ;  on  the  flanks, 
small  chapels  whose  Greek  pediments  bear  curved  con- 
soles ;  a  coating  of  variegated  marbles,  an  infinity  of 
statues  and  bas-reliefs,  insipid  and  very  appropriate ; 
on  the  ceiling  a  pretty  piece  of  boudoir  painting  in  the 
shape  of  trim,  rosy  and  bare  legs ; — ^in  brief  a  work  of 
frigid  luxury  and  costiy  magnificence.  The  Italian 
eighteenth  century  is  still  worse  than  ours.  Our  works 
always  show  some  degree  of  moderation  because  they 
preserve  some  degree  of  finesse ;  but  theirs  plant  them- 
selves triumphantiy  on  the  extravagant.  I  saw  yester- 
day a  similar  church,  that  of  the  Gesuiti  Its  walls 
and  pavement  are  incrusted  with  green  and  white 
marbles,  let  into  each  other  in  order  to  form  flowers 
and  branchings.    On  the  arches  gold  twists  around  in 
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the  shape  of  vades,  pompons  and  flourishes,  all  seeming 
like  the  velyet  and  gilt  paper  hangings  of  a  draving- 
room  costly  enongh  to  attract  the  wealthy.  The  urns, 
lyres,  flames,  clusters  of  foliage  and  white  garlands 
that  emboss  the  domes  could  not  be  counted.  Spiral 
columns  of  green  marble  flecked  with  white  support 
the  baldachin  of  the  altar,  and,  on  this,  mei^;re  and 
sentimental  statues, — Ohrist  with  the  cross,  God  the 
Father  seated  on  a  huge  white  marble  globe, — ^parade 
themselves  supported  by  angels,  both  being  sheltered 
by  a  roof  of  marble  shell-work  so  odd  as  to  proToke 
laughter.  Grotesque  extravagance  displays  itself  even 
in  the  grand  architectural  lioes ;  not  content  with  ordi- 
nary forms  they  have  widened  the  arch  of  the  nave, 
reducing  its  curve  so  low  that  it  resembles  the  span  of 
a  bridge,  and  flanking  this  with  cupolas  that  look  like 
concave  bucklers.  You  feel  the  effort  of  a  barren  and 
laboring  imagination  ending  in  rhetorical  snperla. 
tives  and  in  concetti^  and  which,  in  polished  sonorous 
periods,  furnishes  a  parlor  worship  for  women  and 
worldlings. 

All  these  follies  of  the  decadence  vanish  alongside 
of  two  pictures  belonging  to  the  great  epoch.  The 
first  is  an  ''Assumption'*  by  Tintoretta  Around  the 
Virgin's  tomb  grand  old  men  bend  forward  and  express 
their  amazement  with  tragic  gesture  ;  they  have  those 
vigorous  and  lordly  airs  of  the  head  which  in  the  Yene- 
tiau  painters  agree  so  well  with  the  violent  motion  of 
draperies,  and  vrith  powerful  effects  of  light,  shadow 
and  color.  The  Virgin,  aloft,  whirls  in  the  air,  and  the 
pallid,  drowned  changeable  tints  of  her  purple  robe 
render  still  more  striking  her  vigorous  brown  face, 
small  brow,  low  hair  and  virile  attitude.  A  woman  of 
the  people  possessing  the  energy  and  magnifioence  of 
a  queen,  is  the  idea  which  arrests  the  eye ;  no  painter 
had  a  greater  admiration  of  the  pomp  and  sincerity  of 
force.    Tintoretto  encounters  in  the  street  a  market  or 
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a  boat  woman,  and  bears  away  with  him  he^^perfect 
and  rugged  image ;  he  Burrounds  her  with  the^iSental 
and  patrician  lustre  of  princely  rank ;  he  showers  the 
neighborhood  with  a  deluge  of  small  heads  cravated 
with  wings,  distributing  them  even  oyer  the  drapery 
held  by  the  apostles.  He  is  quite  indifferent  to  the  re- 
semblance of  his  bevy  of  angels  to  a  dish  of  decapi- 
tated heads ;  at  one  dash  he  translates  the  instantane- 
ous apparition  to  his  canvas  and  there  leaves  it,  for  his 
work  is  finished. 

The  other  picture,  a  8t.  Lawrence  by  Titian,  seems  a 
fantasy  of  some  Italian  Bembrandt^  a  vision  in  gloom. 
It  is  night ;  at  first  nothing  is  distinguishable  but  a 
great  blackness  vaguely  spotted  with  two  or  three 
lights.  It  consists  of  a  wide  street.  In  a  dusky  tint 
fike  that  of  a  cavern  illuminated  by  a  dying  flambeau 
you  perceive,  through  their  more  opaque  darkness, 
some  architectural  forms,  a  statue  and  a  distant  multi- 
tude. A  peculiar  lantern,  a  sort  of  torch  within  iron 
bars,  ^immers  at  the  end  of  a  stick,  while  the  brazier 
casts  its  sinister  beams  along  the  pavement.  Near  this 
a  superb  executioner,  a  sort  of  tragic  porter,  leans 
backward,  the  muscles  of  his  breast  swelling  with 
vinous  tones  in  powerful*  relief  on  a  herculean  torso ; 
around  him  black  reflections  rest  on  cuirasses,  or  trem- 
ble on  the  blue  steel  of  the  lances*  Meanwhile  a 
luminous  flame  descends  from  the  sky  above,  piercing 
the  shadows  like  a  glory,  a  bright  gleam  falling  on  the 
white  figure  of  the  martyr,  and  arousing  on  its  passage 
the  yellow  flickerings,  indistinct  palpitations  and  mys- 
terious floating  dust  in  the  shadows. 

April  27. — MarmerSi  customs  and  character. — I  go  this 
evening  to  the  Benedetto  theatre.  Toward  midnight, 
on  returning,  the  dimly  lighted  and  crooked  streets, 
lost  between  the  high  houses,  seem  like  places  of 
ambush. 

The  audience  is  poor ;  the  house  is  almost  empty ; 
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ont  ofjf  large  number  of  boxes  there  are  only  about 
twent^lialf  filled.  Many  of  the  lower  class  of  the 
hourffeoisie  and  even  the  common  people  are  in  the 
parterre.    And  yet  the  house  is  beantifal. 

They  play  this  eyening,  ''Mary  Staart*'  translated 
from  Schiller.  To-morrow  they  are  to  give  un  vnkre^ 
santissima  comedia  dd  Sigrvore  Dumas  padre^  Mademoi^ 
sdle  de  Bede^lh.  I  have  seen  others  by  him  at  Flor- 
ence. We  famish  the  whole  of  Europe  with  yaude- 
villes,  comedy,  agreeable  romances,  toilet  objects,  eto. 
I  have  seen  abroad,  on  the  tables  of  nobles,  collections 
of  free  songs,  and,  in  splendid  libraries,  Paul  de  Kdbk*s 
novels,  richly  bound,  on  the  lowest  shelves.  By  our 
works  we  are  judged:  dancing-masters,  hairdressers, 
vaudevillists,  lorettes  and  milliners, — ^but  few  other 
titles  are  bestowed  upon  us,  save,  perhaps,  that  of 
soldiers. 

The  theatrical  corps  is  as  pitiful  as  possible.  The 
faces  of  the  musicians  are  subjects  for  pictures:  one 
might  pronounce  them  fatigued,  haggard  old  tailors. 
The  prompter  prompts  so  loud  that  his  voice  sounds 
like  a  continuous  bass.  Mary  Stuart  in  a  black  velvet 
robe,  has  the  hands  of  a  washerwoman ;  she  must  cer* 
tainly  cook  her  own  dinner  and  sweep  her  own  room ; 
otherwise  she  has  vigor,  a  sort  of  furious  and  brutal 
energy.  Elizabeth,  rouged  by  the  square  foot,  attired 
in  frills  and  mock  jewelry,  responds  to  her  in  a  shrill 
and  stifled  voice;  both  of  them  are  market-women 
showing  their  teeth.  In  order  to  get  Mortimer  to 
assassinate  her  rival  she  rants  like  a  maniac.  AH 
overdo  the  matter  horribly,  which,  perhaps,  is  requisite 
for  an  Italian  parterre.  Mary  Stuart  is  called  out  three 
times  after  the  scene  when  she  upbraids  Elizabeth. 

This  is  only  a  second-class  theatre.  "La  Fenice*' 
and  the  other  leading  theatres  are  closed.  Hie  nation 
is  so  hostile  to  Austria  that  a  noble,  indifferent  or 
politic,  would  not  dare  to  go  to  them ;  it  would  be  re- 
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garded  as  a  sign  of  satisfaction  and  he  would  be 
hooted  at  With  such  a  disposition  before  them  thea- 
tres may  well  decline.  Everything  indeed  is  declining. 
The  **  Gxddecoa/'  which  is  a  capacious  harbor  has 
scarcely  any  ressels  in  it ;  all  commerce  and  business  go 
to  Trieste.  The  city  is  cut  off  from  the  Milanese  by 
custom-houses.  People  do  not  work  ;  dejection  under- 
mines  all  effort  as  it  undermines  all  pleasure ;  the  no- 
bles live  immured  on  their  estates ;  many  of  the  palaces 
haye  degenerated  and  some  seem  to  be  abandoned.  Out 
of  a  hundred  and  twenty  thousand  inhabitants  there  are 
forty  thousand  poor,  thirty  thousand  of  which  liye  on 
alms  and  are  inscribed  on  the  charity  registers.  I  have 
seen  the  report  of  the  podestat,  Ciount  Piero  Luigi,  for 
the  last  four  years.  Out  of  780,000  florins  expended, 
10,000  went  for  instruction,  129,000  for  benevolent 
purposes  and  94,000  for  public  charity.  I  visited  the 
hospital  for  the  insane  and  I  have  its  statistics ;  the 
peSagrey*  bad  food  and  excessive  poverty  furnish  the 
greatest  number  of  the  demented.  Taxes,  it  must  be 
said,  are  overwhelming.  I  am  told  of  a  house  having 
an  income  of  1,000  florins  which  pays  a  tax  of  400. 
A  poder€y  that  is  to  say  a  piece  of  ground  with  a  habi- 
tation on  it,  brings  1,130  francs  and  pays  500.  Another 
house,  at  Venice,  is  let  at  238  florins  and  pays  64.  In 
general  a  piece  of  real  estate  pays  the  third  of  its 
revenue.  This  big  slice  once  devoured  the  fiscal  teeth 
operate  on  another  taxable  piece.  Besides  imposts  on 
successions,  transmissions,  food  and  others,  besides 
those  on  rent  and  for  the  privilege  of  trading,  there  is  a 
sort  of  income  tax  as  in  England.  According  to  the 
merchant  who  furnishes  me  with  these  particulars  this 
tax  is  a  twentieth.  A  merchant  pays  the  twentieth  of 
his  estimated  profits,  an  employ^  the  twentieth  of  his 
salary.     It  is  the  worse  for  him  if  at  the  end  of 

*  A  local  cataneous  diaeaae.— IV. 
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the  year  his  gain  proves  less  than  he  anticipated.  It 
is  still  worse  if  it  be  nothing,  and  worse  yet  if  he 
should  make  a  loss.  He  is  obliged  to  make  bis 
declaration  in  advance  under  oath.  If  he  is  convicted 
of  having  concealed  any  portion  of  his  profits  he  pays  a 
heavy  penalty  and,  moreover,  he  is  amenable  to  the 
penalty  imposed  on  perjurers.  Spies  selected  for  the 
porpose  speculate  on  his  condition;  they  calculate 
how  much  he  expends  per  day, — so  much  for  rent,  so 
much  for  assistance  and  servants  and  so  much  for  pro- 
visions; then,  conjecturing  what  the  profits  may  be 
according  to  the  expenses,  they  control  his  declaration. 
This  forms  a  sort  of  inquisition  which  discourages  all 
industry.  In  this  state  of  misery  and  inertia  it  is  only 
the  foreigners  who  have  money,  and  all  contend  for 
them.  Nowhere  in  Italy  is  living  so  cheap  for  the 
traveller ;  a  boat  for  an  entire  day  costs  five'franes ;  at 
the  slightest  nod  the  gondoliers  rush  forward ;  they 
strive  to  get  ahead  of  each  other  and  beg  you  to  take 
them  by  the  week  at  a  discount ;  there  is  no  city  where 
a  man  of  moderate  means  and  an  amateur  of  the  beau- 
tiful could  be  better  off  in  a  pecuniary  way  and  indulge 
his  day-dreams;  it  is  only  necessary  to  neglect 
politics.  The  Venetians,  it  is  true,  do  not  neglect 
them.  On  asking  a  peasant  woman  if  the  Austrians 
were  liked  in  the  country,  she  replied  "  We  like  them, 
but  outside  (fuorV*)  My  poor  old  gondolier,  on  telling 
me  of  his  poverty,  added  by  way  of  consolation,  '*  Gkoi- 
baldi  will  do  something." — ^It  seems  that  everybody 
here,  even  the  Mayor,  an  official  magistrate,  is  a 
patriot.  It  is  well  known  that  in  1848  the  people, 
aarmed  with  pieces  of  broken  pavement,  drove  away  the 
Austrian  soldiers  and  fought  with  courageous  obstinacy 
after  the  defeat  of  the  Piedmontese  at  Novara.  Chi 
the  French  squadron  coming  in  sight  of  the  city  during 
the  late  war  the  people  became  wild  with  excitement 
and,  what  is  more,  the  excitement  lasted.    At  the  first 
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shot  from  the  fleet  the  revolt  was  to  break  ont;  the 
common  people,  the  gondoliers,  all  were  prepared. 
Several  of  them  became  insane  on  hearing  of  the 
armistice.  Many  emigrated  and  have  since  estab- 
lished themselves  in  Lombardy ;  they  could  not  get 
accustomed  to  the  idea  that  Venice,  which  for  so  many 
years  in  Italy  had  escaped  a  foreign  yoke,  should  alone 
remain  in  the  hands  of  strangers :  imagine  five  or  six 
sisters  in  a  family  having  become  ladies  and  the  last 
one  and  the  most  beautifn],  the  charming  Cinderella, 
remaining  a  domestic. 

Whether  domestic  or  lady  she  is  to  the  traveller  ever 
the  most  gracious  and  poetic  of  all ;  in  contemplating 
her  one  has  to  make  an  effort  in  order  to  think  of 
graver  matters,  on  the  interests  of  politics;  Austrian 
or  Italian  she  is  a  fairy.  One  would  like  to  dwell  here. 
What  dreams  six  months  would  furnish!  What  delight- 
ful promenades  through  art  and  history !  The  library 
of  San  Marco  contains  a  breviary  which  Hemling,  the 
great  painter  of  Bruges,  has  filled  with  his  delicate 
figures.  There  are  ephemerides  by  Sanudo  in  fifty- 
eight  volumes,  daily  recorded  and  describing  the  man- 
ners and  customs  at  the  beginning  of  the  sixteenth 
century,  the  brightest  epoch  of  painting.  What  a 
happy  life,  that  of  any  historian,  amateur  of  pictures, 
who  might  come  here  to  study,  to  meditate,  to  write ! 
Glancing  up  from  his  page  he  would  see  on  the  ceiling 
of  the  library  the  "  Adoration  of  the  Magi"  by  Vero- 
nese, its  figures  framed  between  two  grand  pieces  of 
architecture,  the  noble  white  head  and  splendid  figured 
robe  of  the  first  king,  of  his  retinue,  of  all  the  charac- 
ters displayed,  that  white  horse  rearing  in  the  hands 
of  an  amply  draped  attendant,  the  two  angels  over- 
head, the  exquisite  carnation  of  their  nude  limbs  and 
the  rare  beauty  of  their  rosy  vestments  seemingly  dip- 
ped in  magicsd  light.  One  would  readily  appreciate 
the  idea  exhaling  from  all  this  pomp,  that  of  a  joyous, 
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expaneiye,  nnreBtrained  force,  bat  ever  noble,  which 
swims  in  full  prosperity  and  in  full  contentment  One 
woidd  descend  the  marble  staircases  and  leisurely 
enjoy  luxuries  which  no  monarch  in  Europe  pofl8eflBe& 
One  would  contemplate  on  a  quay,  in  the  riiadow  filled 
with  watery  reflections,  some  of  the  figures  which  for- 
merly supplied  the  great  masters  with  their  personages^ 
some  blonde  and  ruddy  girl  with  hair  flying  around  har 
brow  and  playing  in  carelesB  flow ;  the  tanned  and 
sombre  visage  and  neck  of  some  boatman  under  an 
old  straw  hat ;  the  great  bulging  nose,  bright  eyes  and 
ample  gray  beard  of  some  old  fellow  serving  as  a  model 
for  Titian's  patriarchs;  the  white  and  somewhat  fal 
neck,  rosy  cheeks,  fine  beaming  eyes  and  waving 
tresses  of  some  young  girl  tripping  along  and  lifting 
her  dress.  One  would  feel  the  fertility  and  freedom  of 
the  geniuses  who,  from  these  slight,  incomplete  and 
scattered  motives,  derived  so  ridi  and  so  majestic  a 
symphony.  One  would  stray  off  to  the  Slaves'  quay, 
to  a  little  bench  I  know  well,  and  there,  in  the  oool 
shade,  he  woxdd  contemplate  the  marvellous  expansion 
of  sunlight,  the  sea  still  more  glowing  than  the  sky, 
the  long  smooth  waves  succeeding  each  other  aikl 
bearing  on  their  backs  innumerable  and  tranquil 
sparkles,  the  light  ripples,  the  quivering  eddies  beneath 
their  golden  scales ;  and,  farther  on,  the  churches,  the 
ruddy  houses  rising  upward  from  the  midst  of  polished 
glass,  and  that  eternal,  rustling,  moving  splendor  which 
seems  like  one  beautiful  smile.  One  would  push  on  to 
the  public  gardens  to  gase  on  the  remoter  islands  on  the 
vague  banks  of  sand  and  the  opening  sea.  All  is  a 
plain  here  up  to  the  horizon,  a  glittering  plain,  trem- 
bling with  flashes,  and  blue-green  like  a  sombre  tur- 
quoise. The  eyes  would  always  be  virginal  to  this 
sensation.  They  would  never  become  satiated  in 
looking  at  these  masses  of  piles  strewing  the  azure 
with  their  black  specks,  theae  flat  islets  forming  a  deli* 
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cate  line  below  the  sky  on  the  rerge  of  the  sea,  farther 
on  a  belfry,  the  white  spot  of  an  illuminated  house 
which  at  this  distance  seems  no  larger  than  the  hand, 
and  here  and  there  the  ruby  sail  of  a  fisherman's  bark 
returning  homeward  slowly  impelled  by  the  breeze. 
One  would  finish  the  day  on  the  Square  of  San-Marco, 
between  a  sorbet  and  a  bouquet  of  violets,  listening 
to  Bellini's  or  Terdi's  airs  played  by  the  wandering 
iBUfiieian&  The  eyes  meanwhile  woidd  fix  tbemsdves 
on  the  firmament  above  the  illuminated  square  seem- 
ingly a  dome  of  blaek  velvet  inoruated  with  silver 
naib;  they  would  follow  the  outline  ol  the  Basilica^ 
white  like  a  marble  gem,  displaying  in  the  darkness  its 
rounded  bouquets  of  columns  and  its  fretwork  of 
statues.  One  would  thus  pass  a  year  like  an  opium** 
smoker,  and  to  good  account,  for,  the  only  true  way  to 
endure  life  is  to  be  insensible  te  it 


CHAPTEB  V. 

THIB  LATTBB  DATB.—EPIOUBBAinSM.— CANAUSTTI,  OUABBI,  LOKOHI, 
GOLDONI  AND  QOZZL— THE  CABNIYAL.— LICENSE.-THB  LIDO.-^ 
TEDB  SEA.— THB  TOWER  OF  SAN-MABCO.— THE  CITY,  THE  WATEB 
AND  THE  8Ain>8. 

It  is  about  in  this  fashion  that  the  people  in  this 
country  contrived  to  support  their  decadence.  This 
beautiful  city  ended,  pagan-like,  like  its  sisters  the  Greek 
republics,  through  nonchalance  and  Toluptuousness. 
"We  find,  indeed,  from  time  to  time,  a  Francis  Morosini 
who,  like  Aratus  and  Philopoemen,  renews  the  heroism 
and  victories  of  ancient  days ;  but,  after  the  seventeenth 
century,  its  bright  career  is  over.  The  city,  municipal 
and  circumscribed,  is  found  to  be  weak,  like  Athens  and 
Corinth,  against  powerful  military  neighbors  who  either 
neglect  or  tolerate  it ;  the  French  and  the  Germans  vio- 
late its  neutrality  with  impunity ;  it  subsists  and  that  is 
all,  and  it  pretends  to  do  no  more.  Its  nobles  care  only 
to  amuse  themselves ;  war  and  politics  with  them  recede 
in  the  background ;  she  becomes  gajlant  and  worldly. 
With  Palma  the  younger  and  Padovinano  high  art  falls ; 
contours  soften  and  become  round ;  inspiration  and  sen- 
timent diminish,  stiffness  and  conventionalism  are  about 
to  rule.  Artists  no  longer  know  how  to  portray  simple 
and  vigorous  bodies ;  Tiepolo,  the  last  of  the  ceiling 
decorators,  is  a  mannerist  seeking  the  melodramatic  in 
his  religious  subjects  and  excitement  and  effect  in  his  al- 
legorical subjects,  purposely  upsetting  columns,  over- 
throwing pyramids,  rending  clouds  and  scattering  his 
figures  in  a  way  that  gives  to  his  scenes  the  aspect  of  a 
volcano  in  eruption.  With  him,  Canaletti,  Guardi  and 
Longhi,  begins  another  art,  that  of  genre  and  landscape. 
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The  imagination  declines ;  they  copy  the  petty  scenes 
of  actual  life,  and  make  pleasing  views  of  surrounding 
edifices  ;  they  imitate  the  dominos,  the  pretty  faces  and 
the  coquettish  and  provoking  airs  of  contemporary 
ladies.  These  are  represented  at  their  toilets,  at  their 
music-lessons  and  getting  out  of  bed ;  they  paint  charm- 
ing, languishing,  smiling,  arch  and  disdainful  belles, 
genuine  boudoir  queens,  whose  small  feet  in  satin  shoes, 
pliant  forms  and  delicate  arms  shrouded  in  laces  fix  the 
attention  and  secure  the  compliments  of  men.  Taste 
grows  refined  and  fastidious  the  same  time  that  it  be- 
comes insipid  and  circumscribed.  But  the  evening  of 
this  fallen  city  is  as  mellow  and  as  brilliant  as  a  Yene-  * 
tian  sunset.  With  the  absence  of  care  gaiety  prevails. 
One  encounters  nothing  but  public  and  private  fetes  in 
the  memoirs  of  their  writers  and  in  the  pictures  of  their 
painters.  At  one  time  it  is  a  pompous  banquet  in  a 
superb  saloon  festooned  with  gold,  with  tall  lustrous 
windows  and  pale  crimson  curtains,  the  doge  in  his 
simarre  dining  with  the  magistrates  in  purple  robes,  and 
masked  guests  gliding  over  the  floor ;  nothing  is  more  '* 

elegant  than  the  exquisite  aristocracy  of  their  small 
feet,  their  slender  necks  and  their  jaunty  little  three- 
cornered  hats  among  skirts  flounced  with  yellow  or 
pearly  gray  silks.  At  another  it  is  a  regatta  of  gondo- 
las and  we  see  on  the  sea  between  San-Marco  and  San- 
Giorgio,  around  the  huge  Bucentaur  like  a  leviathan 
cuirassed  with  scales  of  gold,  flotillas  of  boats  parting 
the  water  with  their  steel  becks.  A  crowd  of  pretty 
dominos,  male  and  female,  flutter  over  the  pavements ; 
the  sea  seems  to  be  of  polished  slate  under  a  tender 
azure  sky  spotted  with  cloud-flocks  while  all  around,  as 
in  A  precious  frame,  like  a  fantastic  border  carved  and 
embroidered,  the  Procuraties,  the  domes,  the  palaces 
and  the  quays  thronged  with  a  joyous  multitude,  encir- 
cle the  great  maritime  sheet.  A  company  of  seignors 
who  are  at  Pavia  with  Goldoni,  in  order  to  return  to 
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Yenice,  fiend  for  a  large  pleasnre-barge  covered  with  a& 
awning,  decked  with  paintings  and  scnlpttire  and  for* 
nished  with  books  and  musical  instruments ;  there  are 
ten  masters  and  they  traTel  only  by  day,  leisurely  and 
selecting  good  halting-places  or,  in  default  of  these, 
lodging  in  the  rich  Benedictine  monasteries.  All  play 
on  Some  instrument,  one  on  the  Ticdinoello,  three  on  the 
violin,  two  on  the  oboe,  one  on  the  hunting-horn  and  the 
oliier  on  the  guitar.  Ooldoni,  who  alone  is  not  a  musi- 
cian, versifies  the  little  occurrences  of  the  voyage  and 
recites  them  after  iSne  coffee.  Evety  evening  tliey  as- 
cend on  deck  in  order  to  give  a  concert,  and  tire  pe<^le 
on  the  two  banks  of  the  stream  assemble  in  crowds  waT- 
ing  their  handkerchief  and  applauding.  On  readmig 
Cremona  they  are  welcomed  with  transports  of  joy; 
the  inhabitants  honor  them  with  a  grand  banquet ;  the 
concert  recommences,  the  local  musicians  join  them  and 
the  night  is  given  up  to  dancing.  At  each  new  evening 
halt  there  is  ihe  same  festivity.*  One  cannot  imagine 
a  readier  or  more  universal  disposition  for  refined  amuse- 
ments. Protestants  like  Misson,  who  chance  to  witness 
tiiis  kind  of  life,  do  not  comprehend  it  and  only  make 
scandalous  reports  of  it.  The  way  of  considering  things 
there  is  as  pagan  as  in  ihe  time  of  Polybius,for  the  rea- 
son that  moral  preoccupations  and  the  germanic  idea  of. 
duty  could  never  take  root  there.  In  the  days  of  the 
Heformation  one  writer  already  states  tiiat  "  there  was 
never  known  to  be  one  Venetian  belonging  to  the  pariy 
of  Luther,  Calvin  and  the  rest ;  all  follow  the  doctrines 
of  Epicurus  and  of  Cremonini  his  interpreter,  •the  lead- 
ing professor  of  philosophy  at  Padua,  which  affirm  Iftiat 
the  soul  is  engendered  like  that  of  the  brute  animal 
through  the  virtue  of  its  own  seed  and  accordingly  that 
it  is  mortal.  •  .  .  And  among  the  partisans  of  this  doe- 
trine  are  found  the  elite  of  the  dty,  and  in  particttlar 

•  MemoiiB  of  Goldoni,  Part  I.  C]bap.  XSL 
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those  who  take  part  in  the  goyermuent.^'*  In  truth 
they  never  concern  themselves  with  religion  except  to 
repress  the  Pope  ;  in  theory  and  in  practice,  in  ideas 
and  in  instincts,  they  inherit  the  manners,  customs  and 
spirit  of  antiquitjr,  and  their  Christianity  is  only  a  name. 
Like  the  ancients,  tiiey  were  at  first  heroes  and  artists, 
and  then  voluptuaries  and  diolettanti;  in  one  as  in  the 
otiier  case  they,  like  the  ancients,  confined  life  to  the 
present.  In  the  eighteenth  century  they  might  be  com- 
pared to  the  Thebans  of  the  decadence  who,  leagued 
together  to  consume  their  property  in  common,  be^ 
queathed  what  remained  of  their  fortunes  on  dying  to 
the  survivors  at  their  banquets^  The  carnival  lasts  six 
months ;  everybody,  even  the  priests,  the  guardian  of 
the  capuoins,  the  nuncio,  little  children,  all  who  frequent 
the  markets,  wear  masks.  People  pass  by  in  proces- 
sions disguised  in  the  costumes  of  Frenchmen,  lawyers, 
gondoliers,  Calabrians  and  Spanish  soldiery,  dancing 
and  with  musical  instruments ;  the  crowd  follows  jeering 
or  applauding  them.  There  is  entire  liberty ;  prince  or 
artisan,  all  are  equal ;  each  may  apostrophize  a  mask. 
Pjnramids  of  men  form  "  pictures  of  strength"  on  the 
public  squares ;  harlequins  in  the  open  air  perform  pa- 
rades. Seven  theatres  are  open.  Improvisators  declaim 
and  comedians  improvise  amusing  scenes.  "  There  is 
no  city  where  license  has  such  sovereign  rule."t  Pres- 
ident De  Brosses  counts  here  twice  as  many  courtezans 
as  at  Paris,  all  of  charming  sweetness  and  politeness 
and  some  of  the  highest  tone.  ''During* the  carnival 
there  are  under  the  Procuratie  eircade  as  many  women 
reclining  as  there  are  standing.  Lately  five  hundred 
courtiers  of  love  have  been  arrested."     Judge  of  the 

•  Digcorso  AristocraUco,  quoted  by  Dam,  Vol.  IV.  p.  171. 

f  See  the  pictares  of  the  Carnival  by  Tiepolo,  tlie  Memoirs  of  Qozzi, 
Goldoni  and  Casanova,  the  travels  of  President  De  Brosses,  and 
especially  the  foiir  (Jerman  volumes  of  Maier,  1795 ; — in  the  seven- 
teenth century,  Amelot  de  la  Houssaye,  Saint-Didier,  etc 
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traffic.  Opinion  favors  it ;  a  noble  hasliis  mistress  come 
for  him  in  a  gondola  on  leaving  the  church  of  San-Mar- 
co ;  a  Procurator  in  a  dressing-gown  stands  at  his  win- 
dow and  publicly  interchanges  amorous  signals  with  a 
well-known  courtezan  residing  opposite  to  him.  "  A 
husband  does  not  scruple  to  state  in  his  own  house  that 
he  is  going  to  dine  with  his  mistress  and  his  wife  sends 
there  whatever  he  orders."  On  the  other  hand  wives 
compensate  themselves ;  whatever  they  do  is  tolerated. 
"  E  donna  maritata,'*  excuses  everything.  "  It  would  be 
a  kind  of  dishonor  for  a  wife  not  to  be  in  public  rela- 
tionship with  some  man."  The  husband  never  accom- 
panies her — ^it  would  be  ridiculous ;  he  permits  a  sigisbe 
to  do  so  in  his  place.  Sometimes  this  substitute  is  de- 
signated in  the  marriage  contract ;  he  visits  the  lady  in 
the  morning  when  she  arises,  takes  chocolate  with  her, 
assists  at  her  toilet  accompanies  her  everywhere  and 
is  her  servant ;  frequently,  when  very  noble,  she  has 
five  or  six,  and  the  spectacle  is  curious  to  see  her  at  the 
churches  giving  her  arm  to  one,  her  handkerchief  to 
another  and  her  gloves  or  mantle  to  another.  The  fash- 
ion prevails  in  the  convents.  "Every  charming  young 
nun  has  her  attendant  cavalier."  Most  of  these  recluses 
are  immured  by  force  and  they  insist  on  living  like  wo- 
men of  the  world.  They  are  fascinating  with  ''their 
crisp,  curly  hair,  white  gauze  kerchief  projecting  over 
their  brow,  white  camlet  frock  and  flowers  placed  on 
their  open  breast."  They  receive  any  one  they  please 
and  send  their  friends  sugar-plums  and  bouquets ;  dar- 
ing the  carnival  they  disguise  themselves  as  ladies  and 
even  as  men,  and  thus  enter  the  parlor  and  invite  masked 
courtezans  there.  They  go  out  o.f  doors  and  in  the 
work  of  that  scapegrace  Casanova  we  may  see  for  what 
purpose.  De  Brosses  states  that  on  his  arrival  intrigues 
between  the  convents  were  active  in  order  to  decide 
**  which  should  have  the  honor  of  giving  a  mistress  to 
the  »ew  nuncio."    In  truth  there  is  no  longer  any  family 
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life.  After  the  seventeenth  century  men  say  that 
"  marriage  is  purely  a  civil  ceremony  which  binds  opin- 
ion and  not  conscience."  Of  several  brothers  one  alone, 
ordinarily,  marries ;  the  embarrassment  of  perpetuat- 
ing the  family  falls  on  him  ;  the  others  often  Uve  under 
the  same  roof  with  hin,  and  are  the  sigisbes  of  his  wife. 
Three  or  four  combine  together  to  support  a  mistress 
in  common.  The  poor  traffic  with  their  daughters  quite 
young.  '^  Out  of  ten  who  are  abandoned"  Saint-Didier 
already  states,  "  there  are  nine  whose  mothers  and  aunts 
themselves  negotiate  the  bargain."  Thereupon  follow 
some  details  which  one  would  suppose  to  be  taken  from 
the  oriental  bazaars.  With  the  dissolution  of  the  fam- 
ily comes  the  abandonment  of  the  domestic  hearth. 
There  is  no  visiting ;  people  meet  each  other  at  public 
or  private  casinos,  of  which  some  are  for  ladies  and 
some  for  men.  There  are  no  home  comforts ;  a  palace  is 
a  museum,  a  family  memorial,  only  a  resting-place  for 
the  night.  ''  The  Foscarini  palace  contains  two  hun- 
dred rooms  filled  with  wealth,  but  not  one  chamber  or 
chair  offering  a  seat  on  accoimt  of  the  deUcate  carvings." 
Domestic  authority  has  disappeared.  "  Parents  dress 
their  children  ostentatiously  as  soon  as  they  can  walk." 
Boys  of  five  or  six  years  of  age  are  seen  wearing  black 
hooded  sacques  trimmed  with  lace  and  figured  with  sil- 
ver and  gold.  They  are  spoiled  to  excess ;  the  father 
dares  not  scold  them.  When  they  get  to  be  seventeen 
or  eighteen  he  gives  them  mistresses;  a  Procurator, 
grieving  at  the  loss  of  the  company  of  a  son  who  passes 
his  time  with  a  courtezan  goes  and  beseeches  him  to 
bring  her  home  with  him.  This  demoralization  extends 
from  manners  to  dress ;  people  are  seen  attending  mass 
or  frequenting  the  public  squares  in  slippers  and  in 
dressing-gowns  under  their  black  cloaks.  Many  of  the 
indigent  nobles  live  as  parasites  at  the  expense  of  the 
coffee-house  keepers,  of  whom  they  are  the  pest.  Oth- 
ers, half-ruined,  pass  most  of  the  day  in  bed,  their  feet 
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protruding  throng  tattered  sheets,  and  the  abb^  of  the 
house,  meanwhile,  composing  for  them  licentious  stories. 
In  this  corruption,  following  upon  the  death  of  militant 
virtues,  only  one  living  trait  subsists,  the  love  of  beauty. 
Delicate,  apirituelle  painting  of  landscape  aad  oi  genre 
flourishes  up  to  the  last.  Music  is  bom  and  soon  passes 
from  the  church  to  the  theatre.  Four  hospitals  of  aban- 
doned young  gills  famish  so  many  seminarieB  of  nxasi- 
cians  fmd  of  incomparable  s&igers.  Almost  every  eveiv- 
ing,  there  is  on  the  banbs  of  the  Grand  Oanal  an  '^  aoad* 
emy"  with  music,  and  ''with  an  inconceivable  gather- 
ing,*' of  people  who  crowd  to  it  in  gondolas  and  along 
the  quays  in  order  to  enjoy  it.  At  tibe  theatre  the  light 
•eapricious  fjuicy  of  Qozzi  throws  over  their  siiaery  a 
diaphanous  tissue  of  golden  reveries  and  divarting  gro- 
tesques. Noble  races  are  beautiful  even  in  ruin  ;  Hub 
poetic  imaginatioa  which  illumiiiated  the  vigorous  years 
of  their  youtii  aceompanies  th^n  even  to  tha  brink  of 
the  grave  in  order  to  warm  and  to  color  their  last  mo- 
ments, and  this  privilege  saves  th^  decrepitude  as  well 
as  their  adult  age  fiom  tiie  only  two  unpardonable 
vices,  bitterness  and  Tulgarity. 

The  Lido. — One  cem  do  nothing  here  but  dream. 
And  yet  dream  is  not  the  proper  word  since  it  simpty 
denotes  a  waaidering  of  the  brain,  a  coming  and  going 
of  vague  ideas ;  if  one  dreams  at  Venice  it  is  thsough 
^sensations  and  not  through  ideas.  For  the  hundredth 
•time  to-day  I  have  remarked,  looking  west,  ihe  peculiar 
color  of  tiie  w«ter  in  tiie  vicinity  of  the  sand-banks, 
consisting  of  the  dun  tints  of  Floiientine  bronze  crawl- 
ing with  sinuous  gleams  of  light.  The  smiset  glow.is 
depicted  on  it  and  is  there  traAtsformed  into  tones  of 
reddish  or  greenish  orange.  Occasionally  tiie  tint  be- 
comes auroral  like  »lk  drapery  inflated  and  tossed  1^ 
a  current  of  air.  Beyond,  the  infinite  and  impereeptibk 
motion  of  the  great  blue  surface  mingles,  Unites  and  ex- 
tends between  sky  and  sea  a  network  of  cadiant  white* 
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neds ;  the  boat  swims  in  Ugbt ;  only  around  it  is  seen 
the  mingled  green  and  azure,  always  changing,  always 
the  same. 

In  an  hour  we  reach  the  Lido,  a  long  bank  of  sand 
protecting  Yenioe  from  the  open  sea.  In  the  middle  is 
a  church  with  a  village  and,  around  it,  gardens  pali- 
saded with  straw  and  filled  with  young  fruit-trees,  all 
in  full  bkxHn.  On  the  left  runs  an  avenue  of  older 
trees,  revived,  however,  with  the  early  spring ;  their 
round  tops  are  already  white  like  bridal  bouquets.  On 
advancing  a  hundred  yards- the  broad  sea  appears,  no 
longer  motionless  and  converted  into  a  lake  as  at  Yen- 
ice  but  wild  and  roaring  with  the  eternal  resonance  of 
its  flux  and  reflux  and  the  dash  of  its  foaming  surge. 
No  one  is  visible  on  this  long  sandy  bar ;  the  most  one 
sees  at  intervals,  on  turning  an  angle,  is  the  gray  capote 
of  a  sentinel.  No  human  sound.*  I  walk  along  in 
silence  and  gradually  find  myself  enveloped  in  the 
grand  monotonous  voice  of  nature;  each  step  is  im- 
printed on  the  wet  sand  ;  the  shells  crackle  under  the 
crushing  feet ;  hundreds  of  Uttle  crabs  run  away 
obliquely  and  wHen  caught  by  the  wave  seek  refuge  in 
tiie  ground.  Meanwhile  night  comes  on,  and  in  front 
to  the  east,  all  grows  dark.  In  the  deepening  obscurity 
two  or  three  white  sails  are  still  discernible ;  these  disap- 
pear ;  the  green  tones  of  the  water  become  darker  and 
darker  until  drow:ned  in  the  universal  night ;  from 
time  to  time  a  single  wave  breaks  its  snowy  crest  and 
falls  with  a  feeble  tremc»r  upon  the  beach.  On  all 
sides,  like  the  dull  clamor  of  distant  hounds,  rises  a 
hoarse  and  infinite  roar  which  in  the  absence  of  other 
sensations,  menaces  the  soul  with  its  threats,  reviving 
the  idea,  lost  at  Venice^  of  the  indomitable  and  malevo- 
lent power  of  the  sea. 

On  returning,  and  toward  sunset,  the  sky  seems  like 
a  brasier,  and  the  rampart  of  houses,  towers  and 
churches  rays  the  ruddy  glow  with  opaque  blackness. 
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It  is  actually  the  image  of  a  vast  conflagration^  like 
those  occurring  in  the  upheavals  of  the  globe  when 
eruptions  of  lava  have  buried  the  vegetation  of  ages. 
It  seems  to  be  a  furnace  let  loose  and  flaming  yonder 
out  of  sight,  and  yet  throwing  up  volleys  of  sparks  in 
sight  with  the  sombre  scarlet  of  still  blazing  trunks 
and  of  the  smothered  and  deadened  brands  amassed 
by  the  crumbling  and  crash  of  mighty  forests.  Their 
fimereal  shadows  lengthen  out  infinitely  on  the  ruddy 
waves  and  vanish  in  the  night  already  covering  the 
heaving  sea  with  its  pall. 

AprU  29. — ^I  promised  to  write  you  something  about 
Venetian  paintiug,  and  yet  day  after  day  I  defer  it. 
There  are  too  many  great  works,  and  the  work  is  too 
original ;  one  experiences  here  too  many  emotions  and 
Uves  too  bountifully  and  too  fast  ;  it  is  like  living  in  a 
green  and  primitive  forest;  it  is  much  easier  to  sit 
down  and  gaze  than  to  seek  for  a  path  and  embrace 
the  whole ;  you  re&ign  yourself  and  grow  indolent,  and 
are  always  repeating  that  this  or  that  must  be  seen 
over  and  over  again.  You  are  at  last  wearied  out  body 
and  soul  and  say  to  yourself,  to-morrow.  The  next 
day  a  fresh  idea  comes — ^for  example,  this  morning  at 
daybreak  I  ascended  the  tower  of  San-Marco. 

From  the  top  of  this  tower  you  see  Venice  and  tiie 
entire  lagune ;  at  this  height  man's  works  never  seem 
to  be  more  than  those  of  beavers ;  nature  reappears, 
just  as  she  is,  sole  subsistent,  vast,  scarcely  defaced  or 
spotted  here  and  there  with  our  petty  ephemeral  lifc^ 
All  is  sand  and  sea ;  only  one  grand  flat  plane  is  visible 
barred  to  the  north  by  a  wall  of  snow-peaks,  a  sort  of 
intermediary  domain  between  the  dry  and  the  fluid 
element,  an  infecund  territory  varied  by  nentral  sands 
and  lustrous  pools.  Bed  islets,  washed  by  the  falling 
tide,  send  forth  vague  slaty  reflections.  All  around 
are  tortuous  canals  and  motionless  sur&ces  mingling 
the  infinite  confusion  of  their  shapes  and  the  metallic 


VIEW  FROM  SAN- MARCO.  371 

niellos  of  their  leaden  waters.  It  is  a  desert,  a  strange 
dead  desert.  There  is  no  Ufe  save  a  flotilla  of  boats 
returning  to  port  and  oscillating  beneath  their  orange 
sails.  From  time  to  time,  beyond  the  Lido,  a  jet  of  sun- 
shine piercing  the  clouds  casts  on  the  broad  sea  a  bril- 
liant raj  like  a  flashing  sword  severing  a  sombre 
mantle.  One  may  remain  here  for  hours,  indifferent  to 
all  human  interests,  before  the  uniform  dialogue  of  two 
grand  objects,  the  concave  sky  and  the  flat  earth,  occu- 
pying space  and  the  field  of  being.  Between  two  troops 
of  blonde  clouds  rushes  a  breath  of  sea-air.  They  pass 
in  turn  before  the  thin  crescent  moon  which  indefat- 
igably  buries  her  blade  in  their  mass  like  a  scythe  in  a 
field  of  ripened  grain« 
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CHAPTER  I. 

GLXMATB.— TJBMPEB4JaENT.— ART.  AN  ABSTBACfT  OF  UFJL-UAIf  IN 
THE  INTERVAL  BETWEEN  HEROIC  AND  DEGENERATE  BRAS. 

AprU  30, 1864. — I  find  it  more  difficoU  to  speak  of 
Yenetian  painters  than  of  any  others.  Before  their 
pictures  one  has  no  disposition  to  analyze  and  disooss ; 
if  it  is  done  it  is  an  effort  The  eyes  enjoy  and  that 
is  all ;  they  enjoy  the  same  as  thos<9  of  the  Venetians 
of  the  sixteenth  century ;  for  Venice  was  not  a  literaiy 
or  critical  city  like  Florence,  painting  there  being  simply 
the  complement  of  surrounding  Toluptuousness,  the 
decoration  of  a  banquet-hall  or  of  an  architectural 
alcoye.  In  order  to  explain  this  to  himself  a  man 
must  withdraw  to  a  distance  and  close  his  eyes,  and 
wait  until  his  sensations  become  subdued ;  ttie  mind 
then  does  its  office.  Here  are  three  or  four  prelim* 
inary  ideas;  on  such  a  subject  a  man  divines  and 
sketches  but  does  not  perfect. 

Venice  is  not  only  a  distinct  city  differing  from  other 
cities  in  Italy,  free  from  the  beginning  and  for  thirteen 
hundred  years,  but  again  a  distinct  community  differing 
from  all  others,  having  a  soil,  a  sky,  a  climate,  and  an 
atmosphere  of  its  own.  Compared  with  Florence, 
which  is  the  other  centre,  it  is  an  aquatic  world  by  the 
side  of  a  terrestrial  world.  Man  here  has  not  the  same 
field  of  vision.  Instead  of  clear  contours,  sober  tones 
and  motionless  planes  the  eye  ever  finds,  in  the  first 
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place,  a  moTing  and  briUiant  snrfaoe,  a  varied  and  uni- 
form reflection  of  light,  an  exquisite  union  of  vaiied  and 
melting  tones  prolonged  without  fixed  limit  into  those 
in  contact  with  them ;  and  then  a  soft  vapory  haze  due 
to  an  mcessant  evaporation  from  the  water  enveloping 
all  forms,  r^idering  distances  blue  and  filling  the  flk^ 
vnUi  magnificent  clouds ;  again  the  contrast  which  the 
hard,  intense  and  lustrous  col<Mr  of  the  water  every- 
where opposes  to  the  subdued  and  stony  hue  of 
the  edifices  it  bathes.  In  a  dry  country  the  eye  is  im- 
pressed by  the  Une,  m  a  wet  one  by  the  0poi,  This  is 
Tery  evident  in  Holland  and  in  flanders.  The  eye 
there  is  not  arrested  by  delicacies  of  contour  half- 
blurred  by  the  ifttermediate  moist  atmosphere ;  it  fixes 
itself  on  harmcHiies  of  color  enlivened  by  the  univeraal 
freshness  and  graduated  by  the  variable  density  of  am- 
bient vapor.  In  the  same  way  at  Venice,  and,  save 
the  differences  which  separate  this  sea-green  element 
and  iheae  empurpled  sands  from  ibe  dingy  mire  and 
sooty  sky  of  Amsterdam  or  of  Antwerp,  the  eye,  as  at 
Antwerp  and  Amsterdam,  becomes  colorisi  Proof  of 
this  may  be  found  in  tiie  early  architecture  of  the 
Venetians,  in  these  stripes  of  porphyry,  serpe&tine  and 
precious  marbles  incrusting  tiieir  palaces ;  in  the  som- 
bre purple  starred  with  gold  filling  8an-Maroo;  in 
their  original  and  persistent  taste  for  the  lustraiis 
tints  and  luminous  embroideries  of  mosaic  and  in  the 
vivacity  and  brilliancy  of  their  oldest  national  paintings. 
Vivarini,  Oarpaccio  and  Criyelli,  and  later  John 
Bellini,  already  announce  the  splendor  of  the  coming 
masters.  These  almost  always  used  oil,  finding  fresco 
too  dull ;  and  Vasari  like  a  true  Florentine,  reproache^ 
Titian  for  painting  ''  immediately  from  nature  and  not 
making  a  preparatory  design,  imagining  that  the  only 
and  best  way  to  obtain  a  good  design  is  to  use  color  at 
once  without  previou$ly  studying  contours  with  a 
pencil  on  paper." 
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A  second  reason  and  a  stronger  one  is  that  besides 
the  surroundings  of  a  man  the  climate  modifies  his 
temperament  and  his  instincts.  Physiologists  hare 
only  glanced  at  this  truth,  but  it  is  plain  to  all  who 
travel.'*  The  Uving  body  is  a  condensed,  organized  gas, 
plunged  into  the  atmosphere  and  constantly  wasting 
and  renewing  itself,  in  such  a  way  that  man  forms  a 
portion  of  hi^  mflteJ  incessantiy  renewed  by  his  maieu. 
According  to  the  greater  or  less  difficulty  or  rapidity  of 
the  escape  or  absorption  of  the  entire  machine  so  is 
its  tension  and  its  activity  different;  cerebral  opera- 
tions, like  the  rest,  depend  on  the  ease  and  the  ra- 
pidity of  the  current  of  which,  like  the  rest,  they  tann. 
a  wave.  A  northern  man,  for  instance,  absorbs  and 
wastes  two  or  three  times  as  much  as  a  southern  man, 
and  consequentiy  his  sensibility,  that  is  to  say  the  sud- 
denness and  vehemence  of  his  emotions,  are  two  or 
three  times  less  great  Compare  a  peasant  or  a  horse 
of  Friesland  in  Holland  with  a  peasant  or  a  horse  of 
Berri  in  JEVance ;  a  Lombard  Italian  with  a  Calabnan 
Italian  and  a  Bussian  with  an  Arab.f  We  are  as  yet 
ignorant  of  the  precise  laws  which  apportion  to  the 
colder  or  moister  atmosphere,  alimentation,  respira- 
tion, muscular  force,  capacity  for  emotion  and  genera- 
tion of  diverse  orders  of  ideas ;  but  it  is  plain  that  such 
laws  exist.  Everywhere,  and  powerfully,  climate, 
physical  temperament  and  moral  structure  interdepend 
like  three  successive  links  of  a  chain;  whoever  dis- 
turbs the  first,  disturbs  the  second  and,  consequentiy. 


*  Experiments  have  been  made  with  a  view  to  ascertain  the  dKct 
of  a  carnivorous  diet  French  workmen  performing  half  as  nrach 
hibor  as  English  wortunen  were  fed  on  meat ;  at  the  end  of  a  year 
their  capacity  for  labor,  that  is  to  say,  their  powers  of  attention  and 
their  muscular  energy,  had  doubled. 

f  The  Duke  of  Wellington  says :  *' When  a  French  army  has  the 
necessary,  a  Spanish  army  has  too  much  and  the  English  army  ia 
dying  with  hunger.'* 
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the  third.  Venice  and  the  yalley  of  the  Po  are  the 
Netherlands  of  Italy;  hence  it  is  that  temperament 
and  character  are  here  transformed  as  they  are  in  the 
Netherlands  of  the  north.  We  find  here,  the  same  as  in 
Flanders,  bright  rosy  carnations,  blonde  and  red  hair, 
soft,  pulpy  and  slightly  flabby  flesh  in  contrast  with 
the  black  hair,  energetic  spareness,  noble  sculptural 
features  and  firm  muscles  of  the  Italians  of  central 
Italy.  We  find  here  as  in  Flanders,  a  passionate 
fondness  for  sensuous  enjoyment,  exquisite  appreciation 
of  material  resonrceB,  and  an  inferior  Kterary  or  spec- 
ulatiye  spirit,  forming  a  contrast  to  the  subtle,  argnmen- 
tatiye,  delicate  intellect  tending  to  purism,  running 
through  all  the  lires  and  writings  of  the  Florentines.^ 
In  the  beginning,  architecture  so  gay  and  so  little  clas- 
sic, Toluptuous  tastes  after  the  fifteenth  c^itury.f 
later,  a  publicity  of  pleasure,  the  six  months  camiyal 
and  registered  and  innumerable  oourtezans,  music  a 
state  institution,  at  all  times  magnificence  of  costumes 
and  of  festiyals,  pompous,  variegated  dalmatics,  em- 
broidered silk  robes,  a  prodigality  of  gold  and  dia- 
monds, constant  contact  with  oriental  magnificence  and 
fancy,  fixed  toleration  in  religious  matters  and  allow- 
able indifference  in  political  matters,  exuberant  pros- 
perity, voluptuousness  encouraged,  supineness  pro- 
scribed, all  announce  the  same  primitive  and  leading 
disposition,  that  is  to  say  an  aptitude  for  imbuing 
sensual  life  with  poesy  and  a  talent  for  combining 
enjoyment  with  beauty.  It  is  this  national  naturahiess 
which  the  painters  represent  in  their  types ;  this  it  is 
which  they  flatter  in  their  coloring;  its  effects  and 
surrotmdings  are  displayed  by  them  in  their  silks. 


*  The  Florentines  called  the  Venetians  gmmlami. 

f  Antonella  da  Messina,  says  Vasari,  went  to  reside  in  Venice,  in 
which  city  he  introduced  oil-painting.  He  preferred  this  dty  and 
was  much  esteemed  and  caressed  by  the  nobles,  "being  a  person 
much  addicted  to  pleasure  and  licentiousness.*' 
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velvets  and  pearls,  in  iheir  balastradeSf  fkeir  oolan- 
nades  and  their  gildings.  It  is  more  clearly  seen  in 
them  than  in  itself.  They  have  disengaged,  defined 
and  incorporated  it  in  a  visible  shape.  Great  artists, 
everywhere,  are  the  heralds  and  interpreters  of  thdr 
commnnity ;  Jordsdns,  Orayer,  Babens  in  Flanders  and 
Titian,  Tintoretto  and  Veronese  in  Venice.  .  Their  inr 
Btdnct  and  their  intuition  nukke  them  natoralists,  psy- 
chologists, historians  and  philosophers ;  they  ruminate 
over  the  idea  constituting  their  race  and  their  epoch, 
and  the  broad  and  involuntary  sympathy  forming  their 
genius  brings  together  and  organizes  in  their  minds  in 
true  proportions  the  infinite  and  commingled  elements 
of  the  society  in  which  they  are  comprised  Their  tact 
goes  farther  than  science,  and  the  ideal  being  they 
fetch  to  light  is  the  most  powerful  snmmary,  the  live- 
liest concentrated  image,  the  most  complete  and  defi- 
nite figure  of  the  real  beings  amongst  whom  they  have 
dwdt.  They  again  seiae  the  mould  in  which  nature 
has  cast  her  objects  and  which,  charged  with  a  refr^o- 
tory  metal,  has  only  famished  rude  and  defective 
forms ;  they  empty  it  and  pour  their  metal  into  it,  a 
m<»e  supple  metal,  and  they  heat  their  own  fumaoey 
and  the  statue  that  issues  from  the  clay  in  their  hands 
represents  for  the  first  time  the  veritable  contours  of  a 
mould  which  preceding  castings,  crusted  with  scoria 
and  traversed  with  fissures,  could  not  express. 

Let  us  now  consider  the  moment  of  their  afipeacanoe. 
In  all  times  and  in  every  land  that  which  iaepms 
works  of  art  is  a  certain  complex  and  mixed  condition 
of  things  encountered  in  the  soul  when  placed  between 
two  orders  of  sentiments :  it  is  in  train  to  abandon  the 
love  of  the  grand  for  the  love  of  the  agreeable ;  but  in 
passing  from  one  to  the  other  it  combines  both.  It  is 
necessary  s.tiU  to  possess  the  taste  for  the  grand,  that  is 
to  say,  for  noble  forms  and  vigorous  passions,  without 
which  works  of  art  would  be  only  pretty.    It  is  neces- 
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•ary  to  have  already  possessed  a  taste  for  the  agreeable, 
thi^  is  to  say,  a  craving  for  pleasure  and  interest  in 
decoration,  without  which  the  mind  would  concern 
itself  only  with  actions  and  never  delight  in  works  of 
art.  Hence  the  transient  and  precious  flower  is  only 
seen  to  bloom  at  the  confluence  of  two  epochs,  be- 
twixt heroic  and  epieuean  habits,  at  the  moment 
when  man,  terminating  some  long  and  painful  war,  or 
foxmdation,  or  diseoveiy,  begins  to  take  repose  and  look 
about  him,  meditating  over  the  pleasure  of  deoosrating 
his  great  bare  tenement  whose  foundations  his  own 
hands  have  laid  and  whose  walls  they  have  erected. 
Before  this  it  would  have  been  too  soon ;  absorbed  with 
labor  he  could  not  think  of  enjoyment ;  a  little  time 
after  it  would  be  too  late,  as,  dreaming  of  enjoyment 
only,  he  no  longer  conceives  of  an  effort.  Between  ihe 
two  is  found  the  unique  moment,  lasting  longer  or 
shorter  according*  as  the  transformation  of  the  soul  is 
more  or  less  prompt,  and  in  which,  men,  still  strong, 
impetuous  and  capable  of  sublime  emotion  and  of 
bold  enterprise,  suffer  the  tension  of  their  will  to  relax 
ia  order  to  magniflfeently  enliven  the  senses  and  the  in<- 
telleeb 

Sudb  is  the  change  effected  in  Venice,  as  in  the  rest 
of  Italy,  between  the  fifteenth  and  sixteenth  centuries. 
The  Ohiogga  campaign  is  the  last  act  of  the  old  heroic 
drama ;  there,  as  in  the  best  days  of  the  ancdent  repub* 
lice  a  besieged  peoi^e  is  seen  to  save  itself  against  all 
hope,  artisans  equipping  vessels,  a  Pisani  conqueror 
undergoing  imprisonment  and  only  released  to  renew 
the  victory,  a  Carlo  Zeno^  surriving  forty  wounds,  and 
a  doge  of  seventy  years  of  age ;  a  Oontarini,  who  makes 
a  vow  not  to  leave  his  vessel  so  long  as  the  enemy's 
fleet  is  uncaptured,  thirty  families,  apothecaries,  grocers, 
vintners,  tanners  admitted  among  the  nobles,  a  bravery, 

*  He  died  in  1418.    He  lived  the  life  of  one  of  Plutarch's  characters 
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a  public  spirit  like  that  of  Athens  tmder  Themistoclea 
and  of  Borne  under  Fabius  Cnnctator.  If,  from  this 
time  forth,  the  inward  fire  abates  we  still  feel  its  warmth 
for  many  long  years,  longer  kept  up  than  in  the  rest  of 
Italy,  and  sometimes  demonstrating  its  power  by  sud- 
den outbursts.  Venice  is  always  an  independent  city, 
a  cherished  soil  when  Florence,  Home  and  Bologna  are 
nothing  more  than  museums  for  the  idle  and  for  ama- 
teurs. A  subjected  people  are  still  found  to  be  citizens 
on  occasion ;  on  Louis  XTL  and  Maximilian  becoming 
masters  of  the  Venetian  possessions  on  the  mainland 
the  peasants  rebel  in  the  name  of  St.  Mark  and  the 
volunteers,  in  spite  of  the  doge,  retake  Padua.  On 
Pope  Paul  V.  attempting  to  impose  his  will  on  Venice 
the  Venetian  clergy  remain  patriotic  and  the  people 
hoot  away  the  papaUstic  monks.*  On  the  spreading  of 
the  ecclesiastic  inquisition  over  Italy  the  Venetian  sen- 
ate causes  Paolo  Sarpi  to  write  agaihst  the  Council  of 
Trent,  tolerates  on  its  soil  protestants,  Arminians,  Ma- 
hometans, Jews,  and  Greeks,  leaves  them  in  possession 
of  their  temples  and  permits  the  interment  of  heretics 
in  the  churches.  The  nobles,  on  their  side,  are  always 
ready  to  fight.  During  the  whole  of  the  sixteenth  oen- 
tury,  even  up  to  the  seventeenth  and  beyond,  we  see 
them  in  Dalmatia,  m  the  Morea,  over  the  entire  Medi- 
terranean, defending  the  soil  inch  by  inch  against  the 
infidels.  The  garrison  of  Famagouste  yields  only  to 
faminet  and  its  governor,  Bragadino,  burnt  alive,  is 
a  hero  of  ancient  days.  At  the  battle  of  Lepanto  the 
Venetians  alone  furnish  one  half  of  the  christian  fleet. 
Thus  on  all  sides,  and  notwithstanding  their  gradual 
decline,  peril,  energy,  love  of  country,  all,  in  brief, 
which  constitutes  or  sustains  the  grand  life  of  the  soul 
here  subsists,  whilst  throughout  the  peninsula  foreign 
dominion,  clerical  oppression  and  voluptuous  or  aca- 

*  *'  Siamo  Veneziani  e  poi  cristiaiiL"  f  157L 
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demical  inertia  reduces  man  to  the  system  of  the 
antechamber,  the  sabileties  of  dilettantism  and  the 
babble  of  sonnets. 

But  if  the  human  spring  is  not  broken  at  Venice,  it 
is  seen  insensibly  losing  its  elasticity.  The  govem- 
menty  changed  into  a*  suspicious  despotism,  elects  a 
Mocenigo  doge,  a  shameless  speculator  profiting  on  the 
public  distress,  instead  of  that  Charles  Zeno  who  had 
saved  the  country ;  it  holds  Zeno  prisoner  two  years 
and  intrusts  the  armies  on  the  mainland  to  condottieri ; 
it  is  tied  up  in  the  hands  of  three  inquisitors,  provokes 
accusations,  practices  secret  executions  and  commands 
the  people  to  confine  themselves  to  the  indulgences  of 
pleasure.  On  the  other  hand  luxury  arises.  A^ut 
the  year  1400  the  houses  '^were  quite  small;"  but  a 
thousand  nobles  were  enumerated  in  Venice  possessing 
from  four  to  seventy  thousand  ducats  rental,  while 
three  thousand  ducats  were  sufficient  to  purchase  a 
palace.  Henceforth  this  great  wealth  is  no  longer  to 
be  employed  in  enterprises  and  in  self-devotion,  but 
in  pomp  and  magnificence.  In  1495  Commines  admires 
"the  grand  canal,  the  most  beautiful  street  I  think,  in 
the  world,  and  with  the  best  houses;  the  houses  are 
very  grand,  high  and  of  excellent  stone, — and  these 
have  been  built  within  a  century.  All  have  fronts  of 
white  marble,  which  comes  from  Istria  a  hundred  miles 
away,  and  yet  many  more  great  pieces  of  porphyry  and 
of  serpentine  on  them :  inside  they  have,  most  of  them, 
at  least  two  chambers  with  gilded  ceiUngs,  rich  screens 
of  chimneys  with  carved  marble,  the  bedsteads  gilded 
and  the  oatevents  painted  and  gilded  and  well  furnished 
within."  On  his  arrival  twenty-five  gentlemen  attired 
in  silk  and  scarlet  come  to  meet  him ;  they  conduct  him 
to  a  boat  decked  with  crimson  silk ;  **  it  is  the  most 
triumphant  city  that  I  ever  saw."  Finally,  whilst  the 
necessity  of  pleasure  grows  the  spirit  of  enterprise 
diminishes ;  the  passage  of  the  Gape  in  the  beginning 
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of  the  sixteenth  eentury  places  the  eommeroe  of  Asia 
in  the  hands  of  the  PortugaeBe ;  on  the  Mediterranean 
and  the  Atlantic  the  financial  measnreB  of  Charles  Y« 
joined  to  bad  usage  by  the  Turks,  render  abortive  the 
great  maritime  caravans  which  the  state  dispatches 
yearly  between  Alexandria  and  Bruges.  In  respect  ta 
industrial  matters,  the  hampered  artisans,  watched  and 
cloistered  in  their  country,  cease  to  perfect  their  arts 
and  allow  foreign  competitors  to  surpass  them  in  pro- 
cesses and  in  furnishing  supplies  to  the  world.  Thus, 
on  all  sides,  the  capacity  for  activiij  becomes  lessened 
and  the  desire  for  enjoymant  greater  without  one 
entirely  efiEncing  the  other,  but  in  such  a  way  that,  both 
ooi^ingling,  they  px^duce  that  ambiguous  state  of 
mind  similax  to  a  mixed  temperature  which  is  neither 
too  mild  not  too  severe  and  in  which  the  arts  are 
generated.  Indeed,  it  m  from  1451  to  1572,  between 
the  institution  of  state  inquisitors  and  the  battle  of 
Lepanto,  betweien  &e  aooomplishment  of  internal  des- 
potism and  the  last  of  the  great  outward  victones,  that 
the  brilliant  productions  of  Yeiietian  art  appear. 
John  Bellini  was  bom  in  1426,  Giorgone  died  in  1511, 
Titian  in  1576,  Veronese,  in  1572  and  Tintoretto  in 
1594.  In  this  interval  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  years 
this  warrior  city,  this  mistress  of  the  Mediterranean, 
this  que^QL  of  commerce  and  of  indnstiy  became  a 
casino  for  masqueraders  and  a  den  of  courtezans. 


OHAPTEK  n. 

THE  lABLY  PAINTEBS.~JOHN  BELUNL^^ABPAOCIO.^YENB11A17  80- 
CIETT  IN  THB  SIXTEENTH  CENTURY^— UNRESTRAINED  VOLUPTU- 
01XBNBS8.— DOMBBTIO  BSTABUBBiaSirr  OF  AKBinKO.-4ISKT]SISNl7 
OF  ABT.-COLOB  INSTINCTS. 

The  Academy  of  the  Fine  Arts  contains  a  coUection 
of  the  works  of  the  earliest  painters.  A  largd  picture 
in  compartments,  of  1380,  qtiite  barbarous,  shoTvs  the 
first  steps  taken  :  here,  as  elsewhere,  the  new  art  issued 
from  Byzantine  traditions.  It  appears  late,  much 
later  than  in  precocious  and  intelligent  Tuscany.  We 
encounter,  indeed,  in  the  fourteenth  century,  a  Semit- 
ecolo,  a  Ghiariento,  weak  disciples  of  the  school  which 
GHiotto  founded  at  Padua ;  but,  in  order  to  find  the  fitst 
national  painters,  we  must  come  down  to  the  middle  of 
the  following  century.  At  this  time  there  lived  at 
Murano  a  family  of  artists  called  the  Vivarini.  With 
the  oldest  of  these,  Antonio,  we  already  detect  the 
rudiments  of  Venetian  taste,  some  venerable  beards 
and  bald  heads,  fine  draperies  with  rosy  and  green 
tones,  little  angels  almost  plump  and  Madonnas  with 
full  cheeks.  After  him  his  brother  Bartolomeo,  edu- 
cated undoubtedly  in  the  Paduan  school,  inclines  paint- 
ing for  a  time  to  dry  and  bony  forms.*  With  him,  how- 
ever, as  with  all  tiie  rest,  a  feeling  for  rich  colors  is 
already  perceptible.  On  leaving  this  antechamber  of 
art  the  eyes  keep  a  full  and  strong  sensation  which 
other  vestibules  of  art,  at  Sienna  and  at  Florence,  do 
not  give,  and,  on  continuing,  we  find  the  same  sensa- 
tion, still  richer,  before  the  masters  of  this  half-legible 

era,  John  Bellini  and  Oarpaccio. 

—  ^  — '^  -»-   ■  .  .         .     ,       . 

*  JL.Viigbi  <tf  1499,  at  Santa  Mtfla  l^nliMt. 
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I  have  just  examined  at  the  Frari  a  picture  by  John 
Bellini  which,  like  those  of  Perugino,  seems  to  me  a 
masterpiece  of  genuine  religious  art.  At  the  rear  of  a 
chapel,  over  the  altar,  within  a  small  piece  of  golden 
architecture,  sits  the  Virgin  on  a  throne  in  a  grand 
blue  mantle.  She  is  good  and  simple  like  a  simple,  in- 
nocent peasant  girl.  At  her  feet  two  little  angels  in 
short  vests  seem  to  be  choir-boys  and  their  plump 
infantile  thighs  are  of  the  finest  and  healthiest  flesh- 
color.  On  the  two  sides,  in  the  compartments,  are  two 
couples  of  saints,  impassible  figures  in  the  garbs  of 
monk  and  bishop,  erect  for  eternity  in  hieratic  attitude, 
actual  forms  reminding  one  of  L  Bunbomt  fisher: 
men  of  the  Adriatic.  These  personages  have  all  lived ; 
the  believer  kneeling  before  them  recognized  features 
encountered  by  him  in  his  boat  and  on  the  canals,  the 
ruddy  brown  tones  of  v&ages  tanned  by  the  sea-breezes, 
the  broad  and  pure  carnation  of  young  girls  reared  in 
a  moist  atmosphere,  the  damask  cope  of  the  prelate 
heading  the  processions,  and  the  little  naked  legs  of 
the  children  fishing  for  crabs  at  sunset.  He  could  not 
avoid  having  faith  in  them  ;  truth  so  local  and  perfect 
paved  the  way  to  iQusion.  But  the  apparition  was  one 
of  a  superior  and  august  world.  These  personages  do 
not  move ;  their  faces  are  in  repose  and  their  eyes  fixed 
like  those  of  figures  seen  in  a  dream.  A  painted  niche, 
decked  with  red  and  gold,  recedes  back  of  the  Virgin 
like  the  extension  of  an  imaginary  realm;  painted 
architecture  in  this  way  imitates  and  completes  actual 
architecture,  while  the  golden  Host  on  the  marble, 
crowned  with  rays  and  a  glory,  displays  the  entrance 
into  the  supernatural  world  disclosing  itself  behind  her. 

On  regarding  other  pictures  by  John  Bellini,  and 
those  of  his  contemporaries  in  the  Academy,  it  is  evi- 
dent that  painting  in  Venice,  while  following  a  path  of 
its  own,  ran  the  same  course  as  in  the  rest  of  Italy. 
It  issues  here,  as  elsewhere,  from  missals  and  mosaics, 
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and  corresponds  at  first  wholly  to  christian  emotions  ; 
then,  by  degrees,  the  sentiment  of  a  beantif  ol  corporeal 
life  introduces  into  the  altar-frames  vigorous  and  healthy 
bodies  borrowed  from  surrounding  nature,  and  we  won- 
der at  seeing  placid  expressions  and  religious  physiogno- 
mies on  flourishing  forms  circulating  with  youthful  blood 
and  sustained  by  an  intact  temperament.  It  is  the  con- 
fluence of  two  ages  and  of  two  spirits,  one  christian 
and  subsiding  and  the  other  pagan  and  about  to  become 
ascendant.  At  Venice,  however,  over  these  general 
resemblances  special  traits  are  delineated.  The  per- 
sonages are  more  closely  copied  from  life,  less  trans- 
formed by  the  classic  or  mystic  sentiment,  less  pure 
than  at  Perugia,  less  noble  than  at  Florence;  they 
appeal  less  to  the  intellect  or  to  the  heart  and  more  to 
the  senses.  They  are  more  quickly  recognized  as  men, 
and  give  greater  pleasure  to  the  eye.  Powerful,  lively 
tones  color  their  muscles  and  faces;  living  flesh  is 
already  soft  on  the  shoulders,  and  on  children's  thighs ; 
open  landscapes  recede  in  order  to  enforce  the  dark 
tints  of  the  figures ;  the  saints  gather  around  the  Vir- 
gin in  various  attitudes  unknown  to  the  monotonous 
perceptions  of  other  primitive  schools.  At  the  height 
of  its  fervor  and  faith  the  national  spirit,  fond  of  diversity 
and  the  agreeable  allows  a  smile  to  glimmer.  Nothing 
is  more  striking  in  this  respect  than  the  eight  figures 
by  Carpaccio  relating  to  St.  Ursula.  *  Everything  is 
here ;  and  first  the  awkwardness  of  the  feudal  image- 
fabricator.  He  ignores  one  half  of  the  landscape,  and 
likewise  the  nude  :  his  rocks  bristling  with  trees,  seem  to 
issue  from  a  psalter ;  frequently  his  trees  are  as  if  cut 
out  of  polished  sheet-iron  ;  his  ten  thousand  crucified 
martyrs  on  a  mountain  are  grotesque  like  the  figures  of 
an  ancient  mystery ;  he  did  not,  evidently,  live  in  Flor- 
ence, nor  study  natural  objects  with  Paolo  Uccello,  nor 

*  Pictiirea  of  from  1490  to  1(16. 
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human  members  and  muscles  with  Pollaiolo.  Ob  the 
other  hand  we  find  in  him  the  chastest  of  mediseral 
figures,  and  that  extreme  finish,  that  peifect  truthful- 
ness, that  bloom  of  the  christian  consoienGe  which  the 
following  &ge,  more  rude  and  s^isual,  is  to  trample  on 
in  its  Tehemences.  The  saint  and  her  affiaoead,  under 
their  great  drooping  blonde  tresses,  are  grave  and 
tender,  like  the  characters  of  a  legend.  We  see  her, 
at  one  time  asleep  and  reoeiying  from  the  angel  the 
announcement  of  her  martyrdom,  now  kneeling  with 
her  spouse  under  the  benediction  of  the  pope,  now 
translated  in  glory  above  a  field  of  crowded  heads. 
In  another  picture  she  appears  with  St.  Anne  and  two 
aged  saints  embracing  each  other ;  one  cannot  imagine 
figures  mcMre  pious  and  more  serene ;  she,  pale  -and 
gentle,  her  head  slightlj  bent,  holds  a  banner  in  her 
beautiful  hands  and  a  green  palm-brandi;  her  silky 
hair  flows  down  over  the  virginal  blue  of  her  long  robe 
and  a  royal  mantle  envelops  her  form  with  its  golden 
confusion ;  she  is  indeed  a  saint,  the  candor,  humility 
and  delicacy  of  the  middle  ages  enthrely  permeating 
her  attitude  and  expression.  Such  is  the  age,  and  such 
the  country !  These  paintings  provide  scenes  of  social 
significance  and  rich  decorations.  The  artist,  as  at  a 
later  period  his  great  successors,  displays  architecture, 
fabrics,  arcades,  tapestried  halls,  vessels,  processions 
of  characters,  grand  bedizened  and  lustrous  robes,  all 
in  petty  proportions  but  in  brilliancy  and  in  diversity 
anticipating  future  productions  as  an  illuminated  man- 
uscript anticipates  a  picture.  And  in  order  fully  to 
show  the  transformation  under  way  he  himself  once 
attains  to  perfect  art ;  we  see  him  emerging  from  his 
primitive  dryness  in  order  to  enter  on  the  new  and  de- 
finitive  style.  In  the  middle  of  the  grand  haU  is  a  «  Pi«- 
sentation  of  the  boy  Jesus"  which  one  would  not  be- 
lieve to  be  by  him,  were  it  not  signed  by  his  hand  (1510). 
Under  a  marble  portico  incmsted  with  mosaics  of  gold 
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appear  personages  almost  of  the  size  of  life,  in  admirable 
relief,  exquisitely  finished,  and  perfect  in  composition 
and  amidst  the  most  beautiful  gradations  of  light  and 
shadow;  the  Virgin,  followed  by  two  young  females, 
leads  her  child  to  the  aged  Simeon ;  beneath,  three 
angels  play  on  the  viol  and  the  lute.  Save  a  little 
rigidity  in  the  heads  of  the  men,  and  in  some  of  the 
folds  of  the  drapery,  the  archaic  manner  has  disap- 
peared; nothing  remains  of  it  but  the  infinite  charm 
of  moral  refinement  and  benignity,  while,  for  the  first 
time,  the  semi-nude  bodies  of  little  children  show 
the  beauty  of  fiesh  traversed  and  impregnated  with 
light.  With  this  picture  we  cross  the  threshold  of 
high  art,  and,  around  Carpaccio,  his  young  contem- 
poraries, Giorgone  and  Titian,  have  already  surpassed 
him. 

The  Masters. — ^When,  in  order  to  comprehend  the 
milieu  in  which  an  art  has  flourished,  we  strive,  accord- 
ing to  the  documents  at  hand,  to  form  some  idea  of  the 
life  of  a  patrician  at  Venice  during  the  first  half  of  the 
sixteenth  century,  we  encounter  in  him  first,  and  in  the 
foremost  rank,  a  spirit  of  haughty  security  and  gran- 
deur. He  regards  himself  as  the  successor  of  the 
ancient  Bomans,  and  holds  that,  except  in  conquests, 
he  has  surpassed,  and  does  still  surpass  them.* 
"  Among  aU  the  provinces  of  the  noble  Boman  empire 
Italy  is  queen,"  and  in  the  Italy  overcome  by  the 
Caesars,  and  devastated  by  the  barbarians,  Venice  is 
the  sole  city  that  remained  free.  Abroad  she  has  just 
recovered  the  provinces  on  the  mainland  wrested  from 
her  by  Louis  XII.  Her  lagunes  and  her  alliances  pro- 
tect her  against  the  emperor.  The  Turk  fails  in  his 
encroachments  on  her  domain,  and  Gandia,  Cyprus,  the 
Cyclades,  Corfu  and  the  coasts  of  the  Adriatic  held  by 
her  garrisons,  extend  her  sovereignty  to  the  extremities 

*  Donati  Gianotd,  La  BipuHica  di  Venma  (dialogues). 
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of  the  sea.  Within,  "  she  has  never  been  more  perfect." 
In  no  state  in  the  world  do  we  see  "  better  laws,  better 
preservation  of  order,  more  complete  concord,"  and  in 
this  admirable  system,  which  is  unique  in  the  uni- 
Terse,  "  she  does  not  lack  yalorous  and  magnanimous 
souls."  With  the  dignified  coolness  of  a  grand  seignor, 
Marco  Trifone  Gabriello  regards  the  prosperity  of  the 
glorious  city  as  due  to  its  aristocratic  government,  and 
"  the  suppression  of  the  council  developed  it  up  to  a 
point  of  grandeur  not  previously  reached."  According 
to  him  aU  citizens  excluded  from  suffrage  are  only 
inferior  people,  boatmen,  subjects  and  domestics.  If, 
in  the  course  of  events,  any  of  these  become  wealthy 
and  prominent  it  is  due  to  the  tolerance  of  the  state 
which  gathers  them  under  its  wing ;  still,  in  this  day 
they  are  protected,  they  have  no  rights;  clients  and 
plebeians  they  rejoice  in  the  patronage  awarded  to 
them.  The  sole  legitimate  rulers  are  "  three  thousand 
gentlemen,  seigneurs  of  the  city  and  of  the  entire  state 
on  land  and  on  sea."  The  state  belongs  to  them ;  "  as 
formerly  with  the  Boman  patricians  they  hold  public 
affairs  in  fee,  and  the  wisdom  of  their  rule  confirms  the 
stability  of  their  right."  Thereupon  the  "  magnifico" 
describes  with  patriotic  complacency  the  economy  of 
the  constitution  and  the  resources  of  the  city,  the  order 
of  the  functions  and  the  election  of  magistrates,  the 
fifteen  hundred  thousand  crowns  of  public  revenue,  the 
new  fortifications  on  land  and  the  armament  in  the 
arsenals.  In  gravity,  proud  spiritedness  and  nobleness 
of  discourse  one  might  take  him  for  a  citizen  of  anti- 
quity. In  fact  his  friends  compare  him  to  Atticus ;  he, 
however,  courteously  declines  the  title,  declaring  that 
if,  like  Atticus,  he  has  withdrawn  from  public  affairs  it 
is  for  a  different  motive  and  wholly  creditable  to  his 
city,  since  the  retirement  of  Atticus  was  excused  by 
the  powerlessness  of  worthy  citizens  and  the  decline 
of  Rome,  whereas  his  own  is  authorized  by  the  su- 
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perabundance  of  capable  men  and  the  prosperity  of 
Yenice.  Thus  does  the  dialogue  proceed  in  terms^of 
noble  coorteonsness,  in  fine  periods  and  with  sub- 
stantial arguments;  the  apartment  of  Bembo  at 
Padua  is  the  theatre  for  this,  and  the  reader  may  im- 
agine these  lofty  Benaissance  halls,  decorated  with 
busts,  manuscripts  and  vases,  in  which  the  grandeurs 
of  paganism  and  of  antique  patriotism  reappeared 
with  the  eloquence,  the  purity  and  the  urbanity  of 
Cicero. 

How  do  our  "  magnifici"  amuse  themselves  ?  Some 
of  them  are  serious  I  can  readily  believe,  but  the  pre- 
vailing sentiment  at  Venice  is  not  a  rigid  one.  At 
this  time  the  most  prominent  personage  is  Aretino, 
the  son  of  a  courtezan,  bom  in  a  hospital,  parasite  by 
profession,  and  a  professor  of  black-mail,  who,  by 
means  of  calumnies  and  sycophancies,  of  luxurious 
sonnets  and  obscene  dialogues,  becomes  the  arbiter  of 
reputations,  extorts  seventy  thousand  crowns  from 
European  magnates,  calls  himself  ''the  scourge  of 
princes"  and  succeeds  in  passing  off  his  inflated  effemi- 
nate stvle  as  one  of  the  marvels  of  the  human  intellect. 
He  ha;  no  property  and  Hves  Hke  a  seignor  on  ti^e 
money  bestowed,  or  on  the  presents  showered,  on  him. 
At  early  morning,  in  his  palace  on  the  Grand  Canal, 
solicitors  and  flatterers  fill  his  antechamber.  ''So 
many  seignors,"*  he  says,  "importune  me  with  their 
visits  that  my  stairs  are  worn  with  the  friction  of  their 
feet  like  the  Capitol  pavement  with  the  wheels  of 
triumphant  chariots.  I  doubt  if  Bome  ever  saw  so 
great  a  medley  of  nations  and  languages  as  that  which 
is  visible  under  my  roof.  Turks,  Jews,  Indians, 
Frenchmen,  Spaniards  and  Germans,  all  resort  to  it. 
As  to  the  Italians  imagine  how  many  there  must  be ! 
I  say  nothing  of  the  vulgar ;  it  is  impossible  to  find  me 

*  Lettitj,  Vol.  I.  p.  206.    He  came  to  Venice  in  1527. 
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free  of  monks  and  priests  ....  I  am  secretary  for 
everybody.'*  Nobles,  prelates  and  artists  pay  court  to 
him;  they  fetch  him  antique  medals,  gold  collars, 
velvet  mantles,  pictures,  purses  of  five  hundred  crowns 
and  the  diplomas  of  Acfademies.  His  bust  of  white 
marble,  his  portrait  by  Titian,  the  medals  of  bronze, 
silver  and  gold  that  represent  him  display  to  the  gaze 
of  his  visitors  his  brutal  and  impudent  mask.  We  see 
him  on  these  crowned,  clad  in  long  imperial  robes,  sit- 
ting on  an  elevated  throne  and  receiving  the  homage 
and  gifts  of  the  surrounding  people.  He  is  popular 
and  sets  the  fashion.  "  I  see,"  he  says,  "  my  effigy  on 
the  fayades  of  palaces;  I  encounter  it  again  on  comb- 
boxes,  on  mirror  ornaments,  on  majolica  ware  like  that 
of  Alexander,  Csesar  or  Scipio.  Moreover  I  assure 
you  that  at  Murano  there  is  a  certain  kind  of  crystal 
vase  called  an  Aretino.  A  breed  of  horses  is  called 
Aretino,  in  commemoration  of  one  I  received  from 
Pope  Clement  and  which  I  gave  to  Duke  Frederick. 
The  stream  bathing  one  side  of  the  house  which  I 
occupy  on  the  Grand  Canal  is  baptized  with  the  name 
of  Aretino.  People  refer  to  the  style  of  Aretino, — ^how 
the  pedants  burst  with  vexation !  Three  of  my  oham- 
bermaidd  or  housekeepers,  having  left  my  service  to 
set  up  for  ladies,  call  themselves  Aretines.'*  Thus 
protected  and  fed  by  public  favor  he  enjoys  himself, 
not  furtively  and  delicately,  but  openly  and  ostenta- 
tiously. "  Let  us  eat,  drink  and  be  merry,  and  ....  like 
liberal  men!"  I  am  a  liberal  man,  says  he  often, 
which  signifies  that  he  does  what  he  pleases  and  pam- 
pers all  his  senses.  At  this  epoch  the  nerves  are  still 
rude  and  the  muscles  vigorous;  only  toward  the  end 
of  the  seventeenth  century  does  society  incline  to  insi- 
pidity and  roguery.  At  this  time  all  desires  are 
gluttonous  rather  than  dainty ;  in  the  Yenuses  which 
the  great  masters  undrape  on  their  canvases  the  torso 
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is  masculine  and  the  eye  andacious;  voluptnonsness, 
rank  and  open,  leaves  no  place  for  polish  or  forsenti- 
mentaJitj.  Aretino  had  been  a  Tagaoond  and  soldier, 
and  his  pleasures  smacked  of  the  life  he  had  led. 
There  was  great  carousing  under  his  roof;  he  had 
"  twenty-two  women  in  his  house,  and  frequently  with 
infants  at  the  breast/'  Revelling  and  disorder  were 
constant.  He  has  the  generosity  of  a  robber,  and  if  he 
takes  he  lets  others  take.  "Double  my  pension  of  five 
hundred  crowns — even  if  I  had  a  thousand  times  as 
much — I  would  always  be  straitened.  Everybody 
comes  to  me,  as  if  I  were  custodian  of  the  royal 
treasTiry.  Let  a  poor  girl  be  confined  and  my  house 
pays  the  expenses.  Let  any  one  be  put  in  prison  and 
the  cost  falls  on  me.  Soldiers  without  an  equipment, 
nnforttmate  steangers.  and  quantities  of  stray  cavaUers 
come  to  my  house  to  refit.  It  is  not  two  months  since 
a  young  man  wounded  near  my  residence,  was  brought 
into  one  of  my  apartments."  He  is  plundered  by  his 
domestics.  All  is  confusion  in  this  free  tenement; 
vases,  busts,  sketches,  caps  and  mantles  presented  to 
him,  Cyprus  wine,  birds,  hares  and  rabbits  sent  to  him, 
melons  and  grapes  that  he  himself  buys  for  the  even- 
ing entertainment.  He  eats  well,  drinks  better  and 
makes  his  marble  halls  ring  with  his  jovial  sallies. 
Partridges  arrive;  "roasted,  as  soon  as  caught,  I 
stopped  my  hymn  in  honor  of  hares  and  began  at  once 
to  sing  the  praises  of  the  winged  I  My  good  friend 
Titian,  bestowing  a  glance  on  these  savory  morsels,  be- 
gan to  sing  in  duet  with  me  the  Magnificat  I  had  al- 
ready commenced."  To  this  music  of  the  jaws  is  added 
another.  The  famous  songstress  Franceschina  is  one  of 
his  guests ;  he  kisses  "  her  beautiful  hands,  two  charm- 
ing robbers  which  take  not  alone  people's  purses  but 
their  hearts."    "  It  is  my  wish,"  says  he,  "  that  where 

my  dishes  prove  unsavoiy  there  may  the  sweetness  of 
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your  voice  appear."  Courtezans  are  at  home  in  his  dom- 
icile. .  He  has  written  books^  for  their  use  and  taught 
them  the  accomplishments  of  their  profession.  He 
receives  them,  pets  them,  writes  to  them  and  recruits 
them.  In  the  morning,  after  having  got  rid  of  his  vis- 
itors,  when  he  does  not  go  to  amuse  himself  in  the 
studios  of  Titian  and  Sansovino,  he  visits  grisettes, 
gives  them  "  a  few  sous"  and  has  them  sew  "  handker- 
chiefs, sheets  and  shirts  in  order  that  they  may  earn 
their  Uving."  Thus  occupied  he  collects  and  instaUs 
under  his  roof  six  young  women  who  are  called 
AretineSy  a  seraglio  without  walls  where  pranks,  quar- 
rels and  imbroglios  make  the  most  remarkable  uproar. 
He  lives  in  this  way  thirty  years,  sometimes  horse- 
whipped but  always  pensioned,  familiar  with  the 
highest,  receiving  from  a  bishop  blue  morocco  shoes  for 
one  of  his  mistresses,  and  a  companion  of  Titian,  of 
Tintoretto  and  of  Sansovino.  And  better  still,  Aretino 
founds  a  school ;  he  has  imitators  as  parasitical  and  as 
obscene  as  himself,  Doni,  Dolce,  Nicolo  Franco  his 
secretary  and  enemy,  the  author  of  the  Priapea  and 
who  ended  his  career  at  Home  on  the  gibbet.  Thus 
flourished  at  Venice  a  literature  of  buffoonery  and  of 
lewdness  which,  tempered  by  the  gallantries  of  Para- 
bosco,  repels  a  superior  one  with  the  sonnets  of  Baffo. 
Judge  of  readers  by  the  book  and  of  guests  by  the 
mansion.  With  this  gUmpse  we  partially  recognize  the 
inner  character  of  men  of  whom  the  painters  have 
transmitted  to  us  the  outward  image ;  here  it  is  that 
we  obtain  the  principal  traits  explanatory  of  contem- 
porary art,  the  haughty  grandeur  suitable  to  the  undis- 
puted masters  of  such  a  republic,  the  bmtal  and  teem- 
ing energy  surviving  the  ages  of  virile  activity,  the 
magnificent  and  impudent  sensuality  which,  devel- 
oped by  accumulated  wealth    and    by  unquestioned 

*  Ragionamenti. — Letters  to  Zufolina  and  Zafetta. 
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security,  expands  and  revels  in  the  full  brightness  of 
sunshine. 

One  point  remains,  the  sentiment  itself  for  art.  We 
find  it  everywhere  in  Venice  in  those  days,  in  private 
houses,  among  bodies  of  great  public  functionaries, 
among  the  patricians,  among  people  of  the  ordinary 
class,  even  in  those  coarse  and  practical  natures  who, 
like  Aretino,  seem  to  be  bom  to  live  jollily  and  to  spec- 
ulate on  their  associates.  Whatever  remains  of  inward 
nobleness  blooms  in  that  direction.  Their  libertinage 
and  their  assurance  sympathize  without  effort  with 
the  embellished  image  of  license  and  force.  They  find 
in  muscular  giants,  in  stout  naked  beauties,  in  the  archi- 
tectural and  luxurious  pomp  of  painting  an  aliment 
suited  to  their  energetic  and  unbridled  instincts.  Moral 
baseness  does  not  exclude  sensuous  refinements;  on  the 
contrary  it  throws  the  field  open,  and  the  man  whose 
propensities  are  wholly  on  one  side  is  only  therefore  the 
better  qualified  to  appreciate  the  nicest  shades  of  pleas- 
ure. Aretino  bows  reverentially  to  Michael  Angelo  ;  all 
he  asks  of  him  is  one  of  his  sketches  '^  in  order  to 
enjoy  it  during  life  and  to  bear  it  with  him  to  his 
tomb."  With  Titian  he  is  a  true  friend,  natural  and 
simple  ;  his  admiration  and  his  taste  are  sincere.  He 
speaks  of  color  with  a  precision  and  vivacity  of  im- 
pression worthy  of  Titian  himself.  "  Signor,"  he 
addresses  him,  "my  dear  companion,  I  have  to-day, 
against  my  usual  practice,  dined  alone,  or  rather  in 
company  with  the  annoyances  of  that  quatran  fever 
which  leaves  me  no  relish  for  the  savor  of  any  dish. 
I  arose  from  table  wearied  with  the  depressing  ennui 
with  which  I  sat  down,  and  then  leaning  my  arm  on 
the  window-siU,  and  resting  my  breast  and  almost  all 
my  person  thereon,  I  fell  into  contemplation  of  the 
admirable  spectacle  of  the  innumerable  barks  which, 
filled  with  strangers  and  Venetians,  delighted  not  alone 
those  in  them  but  again  the  Grand  Canal All 
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at  once  two  gondolas  appear  and,  manned  by  some 
famous  oarsmen,  contend  for  speed,  and  furnish  the 
public  with  pastime.  I  also  took  great  pleasure  in 
contemplating  the  multitude  which,  in  order  to  witness 
this  amusement,  had  stopped  on  the  Bialto  bridge,  on 
the  Camerlinghes  bank,  at  the  Pescarita,  on  tKe  traghetto 
of  St.  Sophia  and  on  that  of  Casa  di  M osto.  And 
whilst  on  both  sides  the  crowd  dispersed,  each  his  own 
way  with  hilarious  applause,  I,  as  one  irksome  to  him- 
self, who  knows  not  what  to  do  with  his  mind  or  with 
his  thoughts,  turn  my  eyes  up  to  the  firmament.  Never, 
since  Ood  created  it,  was  the  sky  so  adorned  with  the 
exquisite  painting  of  lights  and  shades!  The  atmo- 
sphere was  such  as  those  who  envy  Titian  would  like  to 
produce,  because  they  are  not  able  to  be  a  Titian.  .  .  . 
at  first  the  buildings  which,  of  genuine  stone,  seem 
nevertheless  a  material  transfigured  by  artifice,  then 
daylight,  iii  certaili  i^ots  pure  and  lively  and  in  others 
disturbed  and  deadened.  Consider  yet  again  another 
marvel,  dense  and  humid  clouds  which,  on  the  principal 
plane,  descend  to  the  roo&  of  the  edifices,  and  on  a 
remoter  one  sink  behind  them  even  to  the  middle  of 
their  mass.  The  entire  right  consisted  of  a  subdued 
color  suspended  imder  a  dark  gray-brown.  I  gazed  in 
admiration  on  the  varied  tints  which  these  clouds 
presented  to  the  eye,  the  nearest  brilliant  with  flames 
from  the  solar  realm,  the  remotest  wil^  a  ruddy  and 
less  ardent  vermilion.  Oh,  the  fine  strokes  of  the 
pencil  which  from  this  side  colored  the  air  and  made  it 
recede  behind  the  palaces  as  Titian  practises  it  in  his 
landscapes  I  In  certain  parts  appeared  a  blue-green,  in 
others  an  azure  rendered  green  and  truly  commingled 
by  the  capricious  invention  of  nature,  the  mistre^  of 
all  masters.  It  is  she  who  with  clear  or  obscure  tints 
retires  or  models  forms  according  to  her  own  conception. 
And  I  myself  who  know  how  your  pencil  is  the  soul 
of   your  soul,  exclaimed  three  or  four  times :  '  Titian, 
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where  art  thou  ?'  •"  One  here  recognizes  the  backgrounds 
of  the  pictures  of  the  Venetian  artists ;  behold  the  grand 
white  clouds  of  Veronese  sleeping  suspended  beneath  the 
colonnades,  the  blue  distances,  the  atmosphere  palpitat- 
ing with  vague  gleams,  the  ruddy,  warm,  brown  shadows 
of  Titian. 


CHAPTER  nL 

THE  DUCAL  PALACB.-0HARACTBR8  OF  THB  DAT.— THE  ALLBOORIGAL 
PAINTINQS  OF  YEBONBSB  AND  TINTOBSTTO.— THB  BAPB  OF 
BUROPA, 

There  are  families  of  plants  with  species  so  near  akin 
that  the  resemblances  are  greater  than  the  differences : 
such  are  the  Venetian  painters,  and  not  only  the  four 
most  celebrated,  Giorgone,  Titian,  Tintoretto  and  Ver- 
onese, but  others  less  illustrious,  Palma-Vecchio,  Boni- 
fazio,  Paris  Bordone,  Pordenone,  and  that  crowd 
enumerated  by  Bidolfi  in  his  ''Idyes,"  contemporaries, 
relatives  and  successors  of  the  great  men,  Andrea  Vi- 
centino,  Palma  the  younger,  Zelotti,  Bazzaco,  Padovi- 
nano,  Bassano,  Schiavone,  Moretti,  and  so  many  others. 
What  the  eye  clearly  detects  is  the  common  and  general 
type;  special  and  personal  traits  remain,  at  the  first 
glance,  in  the  background.  All  have  labored  together 
and  in  turn  at  the  Ducal  Palace  ;  but,  through  the  in- 
voluntary unity  of  their  talents,  their  paintings  form  a 
complete  whole. 

At  the  first  glance  the  eyes  are  disappointed;  except- 
ing three  or  four  halls  the  apartments  are  low  and  of 
small  dimensions.  The  chamber  of  the  Council  of  Ten 
and  those  around  it  are  gilded  cabinets  inadequate  for 
the  figures  which  occupy  them ;  but  after  a  few  mo- 
ments the  cabinet  is  forgotten  and  nothing  is  seen  but 
the  figures.  Power  and  voluptuousness  display  them- 
selves superbly  and  unrestrainedly.  Naked  men  and 
painted  caryatides  in  the  angles  project  in  such  relief 
that  at  first  sight  one  takes  them  for  statues ;  a  colossal 
breath  inflates  their  breasts ;  their  thighs  and  shoulders 
are  writhing.    On  the  ceiling  a  Merouiy  seen  on  the 
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belly,  entirely  nude,  is  almost  a  Bubens  figure  but 
with  a  more  marked  sensuality.  A  gigantic  Neptune 
urges  on  his  marine  steeds  who  are  dashing  off  on  the 
waves ;  his  foot  rests  on  the  edge  of  the  chariot,  and 
his  enormous  ruddy  torso  throws  itself  back ;  he  raises 
his  conch  with  the  glee  of  a  bestial  divinity  ;  the  salt 
air  whistles  through  his  scarf,  hair  and  beard ;  one 
cannot  imagine,  without  seeing  it,  such  furious  inspira- 
tion, such  overflowing  animal  vigor,  such  joyous  pagan 
carnality,  such  a  triumph  of  grand,  free>  licentious 
being  revelUng  in  air  and  in  sunshine.  What  an  injus- 
tice, that  of  reducing  the  Venetians  to  the  depicting  of 
happy  repose  and  to  the  art  of  flattering  the  eye! 
They,  too,  have  painted  grandeur  and  heroism ;  the 
energetic  and  acting  body  has  of  itself  affected  them  ; 
like  the  Flemings  they  have  their  own  colossi.  Their 
drawing,  even  without  color,  is  of  itself  capable  of  ex- 
pressing the  full  solidity  and  vitaUty  of  the  human 
structure.  Take,  for  example,  in  this  very  hall,  the 
four  grisaiUes  by  Veronese,  five  or  six  veiled  or  half- 
naked  women,  all  so  vigorous  and  of  such  a  frame  that 
their  thighs  and  arms  might  embrace  and  crush  a  com- 
batant, and  yet  of  a  physiognomy  so  simple  or  so 
spirited  that  in  spite  of  their  gaiety  they  are  virgin  like 
the  Venuses  and  the  Psyches  of  Baphael. 

The  more  the  ideal  figures  of  Venetian  art  are  con- 
sidered the  more  do  we  feel  behiud  us  the  breath  of  an 
heroic  age.  The  grand  draped  old  men  with  bald 
brows  are  patrician  kings  of  the  Archipelago,  barbaric 
sultans  who,  trailing  their  silken  simarres,  receive 
tribute  and  order  executions.  Superb  women  in  long 
variegated  and  disordered  robes  are  the  imperial 
daughters  of  the  republic,  like  that  Catherine  Comaro 
of  whom  Venice  received  Gj^prus.  There  are  combat- 
ants' muscles  within  the  bronzed  breasts  of  sailors  and 
captains ;  their  bodies,  tanned  by  sun  and  wind,  have 
been  contending  with  the  athletic  forms  of  janissaries  * 
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their  turbans,  pelisses  and  fars,  and  their  sword-hafts 
gleaming  with  jewels,  the  whole  of  Asiatic  magnifi- 
cence mingles  on  their  persons  with  flowing  antique 
drapery  and  with  the  nudities  of  pagan  tradition. 
Their  straightforward  look  is  yet  tranquil  and  sayage, 
and  the  spirit  and  tragic  grandeur  of  their  expression 
tells  of  the  proximity  to  a  life  in  which  man,  concen- 
trated in  a  few  simple  passions,  thought  of  being  mas- 
ter only  because  he  would  not  be  a  slave,  and  of  slaying 
only  because  he  would  not  be  slain.  Such  is  the  spirit  of 
a  painting  by  Veronese  which,  in  the  hall  of  the  Council 
of  Ten,  represents  an  old  warrior  and  a  young  woman ; 
it  is  an  allegory — but  the  subject  is  of  little  conse- 
quence. The  man  is  seated  and  bending  forward  with 
a  grim  air,  his  chin  resting  on  his  hand ;  his  colossal 
shoulders  and  arm,  and  his  naked  leg,  bouiid  with  a 
lion-headed  cnemide,  issue  from  his  massive  and  disor- 
dered drapery;  with  his  turban  and  white  beard^  a 
meditative  brow,  and  the  features  of  a  wearied  lion 
he  looks  like  a  pasha  suffering  with  ennui.  She,  with 
downcast  eyes,  rests  her  hands  on  her  soft  breast ;  her 
superb  tresses  are  looped  up  with  pearls;  she  seems  to 
be  some  captive  awaiting  her  master's  will;  and  her 
neck  and  inclining  face  become  of  a  deeper  glow  in 
the  shadow  that  bathes  them. 

Almost  aU  the  other  halls  are  empty ;  the  paintings 
have  been  removed  to  an  inner  apartment.  We  go  in 
quest  of  the  keeper  of  the  galleiy,  and  tell  him  in  bad 
Italian  that  we  are  without  letters  of  introduction  and 
have  no  daiin  or  right  whatever  to  be  admitted  to  see 
them,  whereupon  he  condescends  to  lead  us  to  fiie 
closed  apar lament,  to  lift  the  curtains  one  after  the  other 
and  to  lose  a  couple  of  hours  in  showing  them  to  us. 

I  have  enjoyed  nothing  more  keenly  in  Italy ;  the 
canvases  are  lower  Aan  our  eyes ;  we  can  look  at  them 
as  closely  as  we  please,  at  ease,  and  we  are  alone. 
Here  are  bronzed  giants  by  Tintoretto,  the  skin  folded 
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by  the  play  of  muscles ;  Saint  Andrew  and  Saint  Mark, 
veritable  colossi  like  those  of  Bubens.  There  is  a 
Saint  Christopher  by  Titian,  a  sort  of  bronzed  and 
stooping  Atlas,  his  four  limbs  in  action  to  sustain  the 
burden  of  a  world,  and  on  his  neck,  in  extraordinary  con- 
trast, a  little  soft  smiling  urchin  whose  infantile  flesh 
has  the  delicacy  and  the  grace  of  a  flower.  Above  all,  a 
dozen  of  mythological  paintings  and  allegories  by  Tin- 
toretto and  Veronese  of  such  brilliancy,  of  such  en- 
trancing seductiveness  that  a  veil  falls  from  the  eyes, 
revealing  an  unknown  world,  a  paradise  of  delights  ex- 
tending far  beyond  all  that  one  could  dream  or  imagine. 
When  the  Old  Man  of  the  Mountain  transported  his 
youths  asleep  into  his  harem  in  order  to  qualify  them 
for  extreme  devotedness  to  him  such,  without  doubt, 
was  the  spectacle  he  prepared  for  them. 

On  a  strand,  on  the  margin  of  the  infinite  sea, 
Ariadne  in  serious  mood  receives  the  ring  from  Bac- 
chus, while  Venus,  with  a  golden  crown,  approaches  in 
the  air  to  honor  tbeir  nuptials.  She  is  the  sublime 
beauty  of  nude  flesh,  as  she  appears  on  rising  from  the 
waves  vivified  by  the  sun  and  graduated  by  shadows. 
The  goddess  swims  in  liquid  light,  and  her  curved 
back,  her  thigh  and  her  fall  forms  palpitate  half-envel- 
oped in  a  white  diaphanous  veil.  Where  is  the  language 
with  which  to  paint  the  beauty  of  an  attitude,  of  a  tone, 
of  a  contour?  What  will  portray  healthy  and  rosy 
flesh  under  the  amber  transparency  of  gauze  ?  How 
represent  the  mellow  fulness  of  a  living  form  and  the 
undulating  limbs  losing  themselves  in  a  flexible  body  ? 
She  really  swims  in  light  as  a  fish  swims  in  its  lake 
and  the  atmosphere  filled  with  vague  reflections  em- 
braces and  caresses  her. 

Alongside  of  this  are  two  young  women,  "Peace" 
and  "  Plenty."  Peace,  with  a  tremulous  delicacy,  in- 
clmes  toward  her  sister ;  she  has  turned  away  and  her 
head  is  seen  only  in  shadow,  but  she  possesses  the 
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freshness  of  immortal  youth.  How  luminous  their 
gathered  tresses,  blonde  as  the  ripened  wheat  I  Then* 
legs  and  bodies  are  slightly  deflected ;  one  seems  to  be 
falling,  and  this  moving  curvature  as  it  commences  is 
wonderful.  No  painter  has  to  the  same  degree  appre- 
ciated full,  yielding  forms  or  so  vividly  arrested  the 
flight  of  action.  They  are  about  to  take  a  posture  or 
to  walk ;  the  eye  and  the  mind  involuntarily  expand  the 
situation ;  we  see  in  their  present  a  future  and  a  past ; 
the  artist  has  fixed  a  fleeting  moment  but  one  big  with 
its  environment.  Nobody,  save  Bubens,  has  thus  ex- 
pressed the  incessant  flow  and  fluidity  of  life.  Pallas, 
meanwhile,  repels  Mars,  and  her  manly  cuirass  with 
dark  reflections  brings  out  with  irresistible  coquetry 
the  exquisite  whiteness  of  the  shoulder  and  knee. 

More  animated  and  more  voluptuous  still  is  the 
coquetry  of  the  group  of  Mercury  and  the  Three 
Graces.  All  three  are  deflected;  with  Tintoretto  a 
body  is  not  a  living  one  when  its  posture  is  passive ; 
the  display  of  a  deflected  figure  adds  a  mobile  grace  to 
the  universal  attractiveness  emanating  from  the  .rest  of 
its  beauty.  One  of  them,  seated,  extends  her  arms, 
and  the  light  that  falls  on  her  flank  makes  portions  of 
her  face,  neck  and  bosom  glow  against  the  vague  pur-  • 
pie  of  the  shadow.  Her  sister,  kneeling,  with  downcast 
eyes,  takes  her  hand ;  a  long  gauze,  fine  like  those  sil- 
very webs  of  the  fields  brightened  by  the  morning 
dawn,  clings  around  the  waist  and  expands  over  the 
'  bosom  whose  blush  it  allows  to  appear.  In  the  other 
hand  she  holds  a  blooming  bunch  of  flowers,  ascending 
upward  and  resting  their  snowy  purity  on  the  ruddj 
whiteness  of  the  ample  arms.  The  third,  tortuous,  dis- 
plays herself  in  full,  and  from  neck  to  heel,  the  eye 
follows  the  embracing  of  the  muscles  covering  the 
superb  framework  of  the  spine  and  hips.  Waving 
tresses,  small  chin,  rounded  eyelidsi  nose  slightly 
turned  up,  dainty  ears  coiled  like  a  mother-of-pearl 
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shell,  the  entire  counteBance  expresses  a  joyous  arch- 
ness and  malice  similar  to  that  of  a  hardy  courtezan. 

This  is  the  trait  recognizable  in  Tintoretto,  ruder  and 
more  decisive,  also  his  more  powerful  color,  more  im- 
petuous action  and  more  virile  nudities.  Veronese  has 
tones  more  silvery  and  more  rosy,  gentler  tigures,  lesd 
darkness  of  shadow  and  a  richer  and  calmer  decoration. 
Near  a  half  column  an  ample  and  noble  woman,  Industry, 
seated  before  Innocence,  weaves  an  aerial  tissue ;  her 
beaming  eyes  look  up  to  the  blue  of  the  sky;  her 
waving  blonde  tresses  are  full  of  light,  her  half-open 
mouth  seems  like  a  pomegranate  ;  a  vague  smile  allows 
her  pearly  teeth  to  appear  and  the  transparency  in 
which  she  is  steeped  has  the  rosy  tinge  of  a  brilliant 
aurora.  The  other,  alongside  of  a  lamb,  bends  over 
with  perfect  abandonment ;  the  silvery  reflections  of 
her  silk  drapery  glow  around  her ;  her  head  is  in  shade 
and  an  auroral  flush  lightly  falls  on  her  lips,  ear  and 
cheek. 

Figures  like  these  are  not  to  be  described.  We  can- 
not imagine  beforehand  what  poesy  there  is  in  a  vest- 
ment or  in  rich  attire.  In  another  picture  by  Veronese, 
"  Venice  Queen,"  she  sits  on  a  throne  between  Peace 
and  Justice;  her  white  silk  robe  embroidered  with 
golden  lilies  undulates  over  a  mantle  of  ermine  and 
scarlet ;  her  arm,  delicate  hand  and  bending  dimpled 
fingers  rest  their  satiny  purity  and  soft  serpentine 
contours  on  the  lustrous  material.  The  face  is  in  shadow 
— a  half-shadow  roseate  with  a  cool,  palpable  atmo- 
sphere enlivening  still  more  the  carmine  of  the  lips ; 
the  lips  are  cherries  while  all  the  shadow  is  intensified 
by  the  lights  on  the  hair,  the  soft  gleams  of  pearls  on 
the  neck  and  in  the  ears  and  the  scintillations  of  the 
diadem  whose  jewels  seem  to  be  magical  eyes.  She 
smiles  with  an  air  of  royal  and  beaming  benignity  like 
a  flower  happy  in  its  expanded  and  blooming  petals. 
Near  her.  Peace,  inclining  abandons  herself,  almost 
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falling ;  her  robe  of  yellow  silk  studded  with  red  flowers 
gathers  into  folds  under  the  richest  of  violet  mantles ; 
strings  of  pearls  wiad  around  under  her  white  veil 
among  her  pale  tresses,  and  how  divine  the  small  ear  I 
There  is  another  picture  still  more  celebrated,  ^'  The 
Bape  of  Europa.'*  For  brilliancy,  fancifulness,  extra- 
ordinary refinement  and  invention  in  color  it  has  no 
equal.  The  reflection  of  the  foUage  overhead  bathes 
the  entire  picture  with  an  aqueous  green  tone ;  the 
white  drapery  of  Europa  is  tinged  with  it ;  she,  arch, 
subtle  and  languishing,  seems  almost  like  an  eighteenth 
century  figure.  This  is  one  of  those  works  in  which, 
through  subtlety  and  combination  of  tones,  a  painter 
surpasses  himself,  forgets  his  public,  loses  hfrnsftlf  in 
the  unexplored  regions  of  his  art,  and,  discarding  all 
known  rules,  finds,  outside  of  the  common  world  of 
sensible  appearances,  harmonies,  contrasts  and  peculiar 
successes  beyond  all  verisimilitude  and  all  proportion. 
Bembrandt  has  produced  a  similar  work  in  his  '*  Kight 
watch."    One  has  to  look  at  it  and  keep  sUeat. 


CHAPTEE  IV. 

TITIAN,  HIS  LIFB  AND  CHABAOTER.— HIS  W0BK8  IN  THE  ACADBMT.-- 
"THE  ASSUMPTION  OP  THE  VIRGIN^'  AND  OTHERS.-^ANTA  MAMA 
DKLLA  SALUTE.— "THE  SACRIFICE  OP  ABRAHAM."— " CAIN  AND 
AHEL."— THE  WORKS  OP  BONIPA2IO,  PALMA-VSCCHIO  AND  VERO- 
NESE. 

The  "Lives"  of  Bidolfi  are  very  dry,  and  all  that 
Yasari  adds  to  them  is  of  little  import.  In  attempting 
to  picture  Titian  to  ourselves  we  imagine  a  happy  man, 
"  the  most  fortunate  and  most  healthy  of  his  species, 
heaven  having  awarded  to  him  nothing  but  favors  and 
felicities,"  first  among  his  rivals,  visited  at  his  house  by 
the  kings  of  France  and  of  Poland,  favorite  of  the 
Emperor,  of  Philip  11.  of  the  doges,  of  Pope  Paul  HI, 
of  all  the  Italian  princes;  created  a  Knight  and 
count  of  the  empire,  overwhelmed  with  commissions, 
liberally  compensated,  pensioned  and  worthily  enjoy- 
ing his  good  fortune.  He  lives  in  great  state,  dresses 
splendidly  and  has  at  his  table  cardinals,  seignors,  the 
greatest  artists  and  the  ablest  writers  of  the  day.  "  Al- 
though not  very  learned"  he  is  in  his  place  in  this 
high  society;  for  he  has  "natural  intelligence,  while 
familiarity  with  courts  has  taught  him  every  proper 
term  of  the  Knight  and  of  the  man  of  the  world," 
so  well  that  we  find  him  "very  courteous,  endowed 
with  rare  politeness,  and  with  the  sweetest  ways  and 
manners."  There  is  nothing  strained  or  repulsive  in 
his  character.  His  letters  to  princes  and  to  ministers 
concerning  his  pictures  and  his  pensions  contain  that 
degree  of  humility  which  then  denoted  the  savoir- 
vim"*,  of  a  subject.  He  takes  men  well  and  he  takes 
lifr  well,  that  is  to  say  he  enjoys  life  like  other  men 
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without  either. excess  or  baseness.  He  is  no  rigorist; 
his  correspondence  with  Aretino  reveals  a  boon  com- 
panion eating  and  drinking  daintily  and  heartily,  ap- 
preciative of  music,  of  elegant  luxury  and  the  society 
of  pleasure-seeking  women.  He  is  not  violent,  not  tor- 
mented by  immeasurable  and  dolorous  conceptions; 
his  painting  is  healthy,  exempt  from  morbid  question- 
ings and  from  paioful  complications;  he  paints  in- 
cessantly, without  turmoil  of  the  brain  and  without 
passion  during  his  whole  life.  He  commenced  while 
still  a  child,  and  his  hand  was  naturally  obedient  to  his 
mind.  He  declares  that  "  his  talent  is  a  special  grace 
from  heaven ;"  that  it  is  necessary  to  be  thus  endowed 
in  order  to  be  a  good  painter,  for,  otherwise  "  one 
cannot  give  birth  to  any  but  imperfect  works ;"  that  in 
this  art  "  genius  must  not  be  agitated."  Around  him 
beauty,  taste,  education,  the  talents  of  others,  reflect 
back  on  him,  as  from  a  mirror,  the  brightness  of  his 
own  genius.  His  brother,  his  son  Orazio,  his  two  cousins 
Cesare  and  Fabrizio,  his  relative  Marco  di  Titiano,  are 
all  excellent  painters.  His  daughter  Lavinia,  dressed 
as  Flora  with  a  basket  of  fruit  on  her  head,  furnishes 
him  with  a  model  in  the  freshness  of  her  carnation, 
and  in  the  amplitude  of  her  admirable  forms.  His 
thought  thus  flows  on  like  a  broad  river  in  a  uniform 
channel ;  nothing  disturbs  its  course,  and  its  own  in- 
crease satisfies  him;  he  aims  at  nothing  beyond  his 
art,  like  Leonardo  or  Michael  Angelo.  ''Daily  he 
designs  something  in  chalk  or  in  charcoal;"  a  supper 
with  Sansovino  or  Aretino  makes  the  day  complete. 
He  is  never  in  a  hurry ;  he  keeps  his  paintings  a  long 
time  at  home  in  order  to  study  them  carefully  and  render 
.them  still  more  perfect.  His  pictures  do  not  scale  oflT; 
he  uses,  like  his  master  Giorgone,  simple  colors, 
"  especially  red  and  blue  which  never  deform  figures." 
For  eighty  years  and  over  he  thus  paints,  completing 
a  century  of  existence,  a  pestilence,  at  last,  being  the 
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cause  of  his  death;  the  state  sets  aside  its  regula- 
tions in  order  to  honor  him  with  a  public  funeral.  It 
would  be  necessary  to  revert  to  the  brightest  days  of 
pagan  antiquity  in  order  to  find  a  genius  so  well 
adapted  to  things  around  him,  an  expansion  of  faculties 
8o  natural  and  so  harmonious,  a  similar  concord  of 
man  with  himself  and  with  the  world  without. 

We  can  see  at  the  Academy  the  two  extremes  of  his 
development,  his  last  picture,  a  "  Descent  from  the 
Cross"  finished  by  Palma  the  younger,  and  one  of  his 
early  pictures,  a  "  Visitation,"  which  he  probably  exe- 
cuted on  quitting  the  school  of  John  Bellini.  In  the 
latter  work  the  contours  are  precise  ;  the  figure  of  St. 
Joseph  is  almost  dry,  the  sentiment  of  the  color  mani- 
festing itself  only  through  the  intensity  of  the  dark  tint, 
an  opposition  of  tones  and  the  softness  of  a  pale  violet 
robe  enlivening  the  full  blue  of  a  mantle.  It  is,  again, 
an 'altar-piece,  the  sober  memorial  of  a  revered  legend. 
At  the  other  extremity  of  his  career  he  converts  the  le- 
gend into  a  grandiose  and  splendid  decoration.  That 
which  he  first  displays  in  this  "  Descent  from  the  Cross" 
is  a  broad  white  and  gray  architectural  construction  so 
arranged  as  to  give  relief  to  the  brightest  tones  of  the 
drapery  and  of  the  flesh-coloring,  a  portico  bordered 
with  monumental  statues  and  with  iron-headed  pedes- 
tals, where  living  flowers  twine  aroimd  the  subdued  bril- 
liancy of  the  marbles,  forming  those  beautiful  effects  of 
light  and  shade  which  the  sun  defines  on  the  rotundi- 
ties of  arches.  Under  these,  the  Magdalen,  in  a  green 
robe,  and  the  great  red  mantle  of  Nicodemus,  unite  their 
mingled  hues  with  the  pallid  and  peculiarly  luminous 
tone  of  the  corpse",  the  aged  disciple  on  his  knees  clasps 
his  master*s  hand  for  the  last  time  and  the  Magdalen, 
extending  her  arms,  gives  utterance  to  her  deep  feeling. 
It  might  be  called  a  pagan  tragedy ;  the  artist  has 
freed  himself  fi-om  the  christian  mood  and  is  now  sim- 
ply  an  artisf.  •  We  have  here  the  history  in  full  of  the 
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sixteenth  century  both  at  Venice  and  elsewhere ;  with  Ti< 
tian,  however,  the  transformation  was  not  long  delayed. 
An  immense  painting  of  his  youth,  the  "  Presentation 
of  the  Virgin,"  shows  with  what  boldness  and  facility  he 
enters,  from  almost  the  first  flight  which  his  genius  takes 
on  the  career  which  he  is  to  pursue  to  the  end.  Whilst 
the  Florentines,  educated  by  the  goldsmiths,  concentrate 
art  on  the  imitation  of  individual  form,  the  Venetians, 
left  to  themselves  expand  it  until  they  embrace  entire 
nature.  It  is  not  one  man  or  one  group  which  they  see 
but  a  full  scene,  five  or  six  complete  groups,  architec- 
ture, distances,  a  sky,  a  landscape,  in  short,  a  complete 
fragment  of  being;  here  are  fifty  personages,  three  pala- 
ces, the  f  a9ade  of  a  temple,  a  portico,  an  obelisk,  hillsides, 
trees,  mountains  and  banks  of  clouds  all  superposed  in 
the  air.  At  the  top  of  a  vast  series  of  gray  stone  steps 
stands  a  body  of  priests  and  the  high  pontiff.  The 
young  girl,  meanwhile,  blue  in  a  blonde  aureole,  as- 
cends midway,  lifting  up  her  robe ;  she  has  nothing  of 
the  sublime  about  her ;  she  is  copied. from  life  and  her 
little  cheeks  are  plump,  she  raises  her  hand  toward  the 
high-priest  as  if  to  steady  herself  and  to  inquire  of 
him  what  he  wishes  of  her  ;  she  is  a  perfect  child,  her 
mind,  as  yet,  being  free  of  all  thought ;  Titian  found 
those  just  like  her  at  catechism  exercises.  We  see  that 
nature  delights  him,  that  real  life  is  sufficient  for  him, 
that  he  does  not  seek  beyond  this,  that  the  poesy  of 
actual  objects  appears  to  him  sufficiently  great  In 
the  foreground  facing  the  spectator  and  at  the  foot  of 
the  staircase  be  has  placed  on  old  crone  in  a  blue  dress 
and  a  white  hood,  a  true  village  character  who  has 
brought  her  marketing  to  town  and  keeps  her  basket 
of  eggs  and  chickens  alongside  of  her  ;  a  Fleming  would 
not  risk  more.  But  quite  near  to  her,  under  the  vines 
clinging  to  the  stones,  is  the  bust  of  an  antique  statue ; 
a  superb  procession  of  men  and  women  in  long  vestments 
displays  itself  at  the  foot  of  the  steps ;  rounded  jQarcades^ 
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Corinthian  columns,  statties  and  cornices  form  a  mag*- 
nificent  decoration  for  the  facades  of  the  palaces. 
One  feels  that  he  is  in  an  actual  city  peopled  with  peas- 
ants and  ordinary  men  and  women,  attending  to  busi- 
ness and  practising  their  devotions,  but  decked  with 
antiquities,  grandiose  in  structure,  beautified  by  the  arts, 
illuminated  by  the  sun  and  situated  in  the  noblest  and 
richest  of  landscapes.  More  meditative,  more  divorced 
from  realities  the  Florentines  create  an  ideal  and 
abstract  world  above  our  own ;  more  spontaneous,  more 
placid,  Titian  loves  our  world,  comprehends  it,  shuts 
himself  up  within  it  and  reproduces  it,  ever  embellishing 
it  without  either  recasting  or  suppressing  it. 

In  seeking  for  the  principal  trait  which  distinguishes 
him  from  his  neighbors  we  find  it  to  be  simplicity ;  by 
not  refining  on  color,  action  and  types  he  obtains  pow- 
erful effect  with  color,  action  and  types.  Such  is  the 
characteristic  quality  of  his  "  Assumption,"  so  celebra- 
ted. A  reddisli,  purple,  intense  tint  envelops  the  entire 
picture,  the  utmost  vigor  of  color  and  a  sort  of 
healthy  energy  breathing  from  the  painting  throughout. 
Below  are  the  apostles  deflected  and  seated,  nearly  all 
of  them  with  their  heads  raised  to  heaven  and  as 
bronzed  as  the  sailors  of  the  Adriatic;  their  hair  and  their 
beards  are  black ;  an  intense  shadow  bathes  their  vis- 
ages ;  scarcely  does  the  sombre  ferruginous  tint  indicate 
the  flesh.  One  of  them,  in  the  centre,  in  a  brown  man- 
tle almost  disappears  in  the  darks  rendered  still  darker 
by  the  surrounding  brightness.  Two  pieces  of  drapery, 
red  as  living  arterial  blood,  project  still  more  vividly  in 
contrast  with  two  large  green  mantles,  the  whole  forming 
a  colossal  commotion  of  writhing  arms,  muscular  shoul- 
ders, impassioned  heads  and  confused  draperies.  Over- 
head, midway  in  the  air,  rises  the  Virgin  in  the  midst  of 
a  halo  glowing  like  the  vapor  of  a  furnace ;  she  is  of 
their  race,  healthy  and  vigorous,  unecstatic  and  without 
the  mystic  smile,  proudly  intrenched  in  her  red  mantle 
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which  is  enveloped  by  one  of  blue.  The  stuff  takes 
countless  folds  in  the  movements  of  her  superb  form; 
her  attitude  is  athletic,  her  expression  grave,  and  the 
low  tone  of  her  features  comes  out  in  full  relief  against 
the  flaming  brilliancy  of  the  aureole.  At  her  feet,  ex- 
tending over  the  entire  space,  is  displayed  a  glittering 
garland  of  youthful  angels ;  their  fresh,  empurpled,  rosy 
carnations  traversed  by  shadows  diffuse  amidst  these 
energetic  tones  and  forms  the  brightest  bloom  of  human 
vitality;  two  of  these  detaching  themselves  from  the 
rest,  come  forward  and  sport  in  full  light ;  their  infiuitile 
forms  revel  with  divine  freedom  in  the  air  around  them. 
Nothing  is  effeminate  or  languid  ;  grace  here  maintains 
its  sway.  It  is  a  beautiful  pagan  festival,  that  of  earnest 
force  and  beaming  youthfulness ;  Venetian  art  centres 
in  this  work  and  perhaps  reaches  its  climax. 

Titian's  pictures  are  not  numerous  in  Venice,  Europe, 
in  general,  having  got  possession  of  them ;  enough  of 
them  still  remain,  however,  to  show  his  full  power.  He 
was  endowed  with  that  unique  gift  of  producing  Vennses 
who  are  real  women  and  colossi  who  are  real  men,  that 
is  to  say,  a  talent  for  imitating  objects  closely  enough  to 
win  us  with  the  illusion  and  of  so  profoundly  transform- 
ing objects  as  to  enkindle  reverie.  He  has  at  once  shown 
in  the  same  nude  beauty,  a  courtezan,  a  patrician's  mis- 
tress, a  listless  and  voluptuous  fisherman's  daughter 
and  a  powerful  ideal  figure,  the  masculine  force  of  a 
sea-goddess  and  the  undulating  forms  of  a  queen  of  the 
empyrean.  He  has  at  once  made  visible  in  the  same 
draped  figure  a  warrior  patriarch  of  the  crasades.  a 
veteran  hero  of  maritime  strife,  a  muscular,  athletic 
wrestler,  a  podestat's  or  a  sultan's  grim  and  grandiose 
air,  a  stem  imperial  or  consular  head,  and  with  this, 
or  by  its  side  a  rude  old  soldier  with  swollen  veins,  the 
vulgar  mask  of  a  spectacled  judge,  the  bestial  features 
of  a  bearded  Sclave,  the  sunburnt  back  and  savage  look 
of  a  galley-rower,  the  flattened  skull  and  vulture  eye  of 
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an  embittered  Jew,  the  ferocious  glee  of  a  fat  execu- 
tioner, every  kindred  wave  by  which  animal  nature 
joins  itself  to  human  nature.  Through  this  comprehen- 
sion of  actual  objects  the  field  of  art  is  ten  times  expand- 
ed. The  painter  is  no  longer  reduced,  Kke  the  classic 
masters,  to  an  imperceptible  variation  of  fifteen  or 
twenty  accepted  types.  The  infinite  diversities  of  Nature 
with  all  her  inequalities  are  open  to  him  ;  the  strongest 
contrasts  are  within  his  range ;  each  of  his  works  is  as 
rich  as  it  is  novel ;  the  spectator  fijids  in  him,  as  in 
Bubens,  a  complete  image  of  the  world  around  him,  a 
physiology,  a  history,  a  psychology  in  an  epitomized 
form.  Beneath  the  small  and  sublime  Olympus,  with 
a  few  Greek  forms  sitting  there  eternally  worshipped 
by  the  kneeling  orthodox,  the  artist  takes  possession  of 
the  broad  populous  earth  whereon  the  bloom  of  all 
things  is  incessantly  repeating  itself.  The  accidental, 
the  irregular,  everything,  to  him,  is  good ;  they  con- 
stitute a  part  of  the  forces  which  keep  the  human  sap 
in  circulation ;  quaintness,  deformities  and  excesses  have 
their  interest  as  well  as  efflorescence  and  splendor ;  his 
only  need  is  to  feel  and  to  render  the  powerful  impul- 
sion of  the  inward  vegetation  upheaving  brute  matter 
and  converting  it  into  living  forms  in  the  heat  of  sun- 
shine. 'Hence  the  ideas  that  crowd  on  the  mind  on  re- 
examining his  paintings  in  San-Bocco,  ,in  the  Salute 
and  in  San-Giovanni,  on  meditating  over  those  in  Bome 
and  in  Florence  and  in  Blenheim  and  at  London.  We 
linger  in  this  church  of  Santa  Maria  della  Salute  :  we 
smUe  at  the  pretty,  plump  and  rosy  communicants  of 
Luca  Giordano.  We  leave  to  it  its  pretentious  decoration 
and  affected  statues  which  the  artists  of  the  seventeenth 
century  have  displayed  under  its  arches.  We  compre- 
hend the  value  of  a  simple  and  robust  genius  satisfied 
with  imitating  and  fortifying  nature.  We  contem- 
plate the  oeiling  of  the  choir,  then,  in  the  sacristy,  the 
manly  Boman  figure  of  Habakkuk,  the  bronzed  and  tra- 
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gic  mask  of  Elias  almost  black  beneath  the  white  mitre, 
a  bald-headed  St.  Mark  thrown  backward  of  so  spir- 
ited a  face  and  colored  with  such  a  beautiful  reflection 
of  youth  that  we  feel  in  it  the  vitality  of  great  races  in- 
vincible against  the  attacks  of  time.  Above  all  we  re- 
turn to  the  paintings  of  the  ceiling :  Gk)liath  slain  by 
David,  Abraham  sacrificing  Isaac,  and  Cain  killing  Abel. 
We  recognize  in  the  boldness  and  inspiration  of  these 
colossi,  the  vigorous  hand  which  traced  the  celebrated 
imageries,  the  "Six  Saints"  and  the  formidable  "Pas- 
sage of  the  Bed  Sea.'*  Save  Michael  Angelo,  nobody  has 
thus  handled  the  human  frame.  Abraham  is  a  giant 
and  exterminator ;  after  seeinc;  his  head  and  gray 
beard,  his  thigh  and  two  nnd/ arras  impehaouslf  ii 
suing  from  his  yellow  drapery  we  feel  the  presence  of  a 
genuine  patriarch,  combatant  and  dominator  of  men ; 
he  lifts  his  arm  and  all  his  muscles  are  fully  dis-  . 
tended ;  the  head  of  the  boy  Isaac  is  already  bent  down 
by  his  violent  hand.  The  movement  is  so  energetio 
that  one  single  impulse  runs  through  all  three  of  the 
personages  from  the  feet  of  the  precipitating  angel 
arresting  the  sword  to  the  half-contorted  body  of  the 
man  turning  around,  and  across  him,  even  to  the  yield- 
ing neck  of  the  prostrate  child. — ^More  furious  still  is 
the  gesture  of  the  fratricide  :  not  that  Titian  renders  him 
repulsive ;  on  the  contrary  his  impetuosity  bears  the 
spectator  along  with  him ;  it  is  not  an  assassin  but  a 
Hercules  slaying  an  enemy.  Abel,  overthrown  on  his 
side,  reels,  stretching  out  his  limbs.  The  other,  as  gi- 
gantic and  muscular  as  an  athlete,  one  foot  on  the  vic- 
tim's breast  falls  back  and  with  the  full  might  of  his 
torso  and  rigid  arms  is  about  to  destroy  him.  A  som* 
bre  vinous  tone  reddens  with  its  threatening  hues  the 
intersections  and  ridges  of  the  muscles  and  tendons  and 
the  swellings  and  depressions  of  the  excited  flesh,  while 
the  bestial  visage  of    the    murderer,  obliquely   ilia- 
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minated   on   one    temple,  is    lost  in    a    black    fore- 
shortening. 

Tli/e  Academy  and  the  Churches.-r-I  have  neither  cour- 
age nor  leisure  to  speak  of  other  paintings.  The 
Academy  contains  seven  hundred  of  them,  to  which  add 
those  of  the  churches.  It  would  require  a  volume; 
moreover  the  effect  oftenest  consists  of  a  tone  of 
luminous  flesh  near  a  sombre  one,  and  in  the  grada- 
tions of  tint  of  a  red  or  of  a  green  piece  of  drapery. 
One  may  characterize  it  in  gross  with  words,  but  when 
it  comes  to  delicacies  words  are  inadequate.  The  only 
proper  thing  to  do  is  to  come  and  enjoy  for  yourself. 
We  go  repeatedly  and  again  and  again  to  the  Academy. 
We  traverse  the  suspension  bridge,  the  sole  modern 
and  ungraceful  work  in  Venice.  We  enter  haphazard 
one  of  these  twenty  halls  and  select  some  of  the  mas- 
ters with  whom  we  will  pass  the  afternoon,  Palma- 
Yecchio  for  instance  and  Bonifazio,  whose  color  is  as 
rich  and  intense  as  Titian's.  They  are  plants  of  the 
same  family ;  but  the  public  eye  is  fixed  on  the  top- 
most branch  of  the  stem.  One  of  the  pictures  by 
Bonifazio,  "  The  Wicked  Bich  Man's  Banquet,"  is  ad- 
mirable. Under  an  open  portico,  between  veined 
columns,  are  seated  large  and  magnificent  women  in 
square  low-necked  dresses  and  black  velvet  skirts,  with 
sleeves  of  ruddy  gold  and  in  robes  rudely  figured  with 
red  and  yellow ;  superb  forms  of  a  stout  build,  with 
fleshy  muscles  audaciously  displayed  in  the  barbarous 
luxury  of  variegated  stuffs  descending  in  heavy  folds 
about  their  heels.  A  little  negro,  a  small  domestic 
animal,  holds  a  scroll  of  music  before  a  female  singer 
and  some  players  on  instruments ;  the  air  resounds 
with  voices,  and,  to  complete  this  noisy  pomp,  we  per- 
ceive outside  of  the  gardens,  horses,  falconers  and  all 
the  paraphernalia  of  seigneurial  parade.  Amidst  this 
display  sits  the  master  in  a  great  mantle  of  red  velvet, 
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sangoine  and  sombre  like  a  Henry  YIII.  with  the  hard 
and  stem  expression  of  a  sensuality  gorging  itself 
without  satiety.*  treasures  of  this  description  would 
repel  us ;  we  have  become  too  cultivated  and  too  tame 
to  comprehend  them ;  courtezans  of  that  stamp  would 
frighten  us ;  they  are  too  unintellectual  and  too  gross ; 
their  arms  would  fell  us  to  the  ground  and  their  eyes 
give  an  expression  of  too  great  hardness.  Only  in  the 
sixteenth  centuty  did  people  love  massive  and  violent 
voluptuousness :  then  the  fury  of  lusts  and  sensual 
gluttony  were  copied  from  life ;  but,  on  the  other  hand, 
it  was  only  in  the  sixteenth  century,  that  they  knew 
how  to  paint  perfect  beauty.  We  recross  the  iron 
bridge,  so  formal  and  so  ugly,  and,  plunging  into  a 
labyrinth  of  petty  streets,  go  to  Santa  Maria  Formosa, 
in  order  to  see  the  "  Saint  Barbara"  of  Palma-Vecchio. 
She  is  no  saint,  but  a  blooming  young  girl,  the  most 
attractive  and  lovable  that  one  can  imagine.  She  stands 
erect,  proud  in  her  bearing  with  a  crown  on  her  brow 
and  her  robe,  carelessly  gathered  around  the  waist,  un- 
dulates in  folds  of  orange  purple  against  the  bright 
scarlet  of  her  mantle.  Two  streams  of  magnificent 
brown  hair  glide  down  on  either  side  of  her  neck ;  her 
delicate  hands  seem  to  be  those  of  a  goddess ;  one  half 
of  her  face  is  in  shadow  and  half-lights  play  upon  her 
uplifted  hand.  Her  beautiful  eyes  are  beaming  and 
her  fresh  and  delicate  Ups  are  about  to  smile ;  she  dis- 
plays the  gay  and  noble  spirit  of  Venetian  women ; 
ample  and  not  too  full,  apiritudle  and  benevolent,  she 
seems  to  be  made  to  give  happiness  to  herself  and  to 
others. 

Let  us  set  the  others  aside.    What  a  pity,  however, 

to  quit  the  five  or  six  Yeroneses  in  the  Academy,  his 

"  Bepast  at  the  house  of  Levi,'*  his  '*  Apostles  on  the 

Glouds,"  his  "  Annunciation,"  his  virgins,  his  lustrous 

^•^^—^—^—  —      —  —  «■    -  — 

*  Compare  this  with  the  same  scene  treated  by  Tenien. 
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Tariegated  marble  columns,  his  golden  niches  rayed 
with  dark  arabesques,  his  grand  staircases,  his  balus- 
trades profiled  on  the  blue  sky,  his  ruddy  silks  striped 
with  gold,  his  white  horses  rearing  under  their  scarlet 
housings,  his  guards  and  his  negroes  decked  in  red  and 
green,  his  stately  robes  starred  with  intricate  branch- 
ings and  lustrous  designs,  and  espeeiaUy  the  wonderful 
difersil^  of  heads  and'Se  1.anqu^  hariony  that  radi- 
ates  like  music  frcmi  his  silvery  color,  his  serene  figures 
and  his  rich  decorations!  If  Titian  is  sovereign,  and 
the  dominator  of  the  school,  YeronefeTe  is  its  regent  and 
viceroy.  If  the  former  has  the  simple  force  and  gran^ 
deur  of  its  founders,  the  latter  possesses  the  calmness 
and  genial  smile  of  an  undisputed  and  legitimate  mon- 
arch. That  which  he  seeks  and  finds  is  not  the 
sublime  or  heroic^  not  violence  or  sanctity^  not  purity 
or  softness :  all  these  conditions  show  only  one  of  the 
faces  of  nature,  and  indicate  a  purification,  an  effort, 
enervation  or  intractabiUty ;  what  be  loves  is  expanded 
beauty,  the  flower  in  full  bloom  but  intact,  just  when 
its  rosy  petals  unfold  themselves  while  none  of  them 
are,  as  yet,  withered.  He  has  the  aar  of  addressing 
himself  to  his  contemporaries  and  of  saying  to  them  : 
"  We  are  noble  beings,  Venetians  and  grand  seignors 
of  a  privileged  and  superior  race.  Let  us  not  reject 
or  repress  anything  about  us ;  mind,  heart  and  senses, 
everything  we  have  merits  gratification.  Let  us  delight 
our  instincts  and  our  soul,  and  let  us  make  of  life  a 
,  fdte  in  which  felicity  shall  confound  itself  with  beauty.'* 
But  you  may  see  several  ef  his  great  works  in  the 
Louvre  and  you  will  understand  him  much  better 
through  a  picture  than  through  any  reasoning  of  mine. 
One  man  of  genius,  on  the  contrary,  Tintoretto,  has 
almost  all  his  works  at  Yenice.  One  has  no  suspicion 
of  his  value  until  one  has  come  here.  As  a  day  is  still 
left  to  me  let  us  devote  it  to  him. 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  CHARACTER  AND  GENIUS  OP  TINTORETTO. -THE  "  MIRACLE  OF 
ST.  MARK."— THE  SCUOLA  OP  SAN-ItOCCO.— THE  "  CRIKJIPnaON."— 
GENERAL  IMPRESSIONS. 

A  MORE  vigorous  and  more  fecund  artistic  tempera- 
ment is  not  to  be  found  in  the  world.  In  many  particu- 
lars he  resembles  Michael  Angelo.  He  approximates  to 
'him  in  savage  originality  and  in  energy  of  will.  But  a 
few  days  transpire  when  Titian,  his  master,  on  seeing 
his  sketches,  becomes  jealous,  gets  alarmed  and  sends 
him  away  from  his  school.  Child  as  he  is  he  deter- 
mines to  learn,  and  to  achieve  success  unaided.  He 
procures  plaster  casts  from  the  antique  and  from 
Michael  Angelo's  works,  seeks  out  and  copies  Titian*s 
paintings,  draws  'from  the  nude,  dissects,  models  in 
wax  and  m  clay,  drapes  his  models,  suspends  them  in 
the  air,  s1n.diesforeshorteni.gs  and  worL  desperately. 
Wherever  a  painting  is  being  executed  he  is  present 
"  and  learns  his  profession  by  looking  on."  His  brain 
ferments  and  his  conceptions  so  torment  him  that  he  is 
obliged  to  get  rid  of  them  ;  he  goes  with  the  masons  to 
the  citadel  and  traces  figures  around  the  clock.  Mean- 
while he  practises  with  Schiavone,  and  thenceforth  feels 
himself  a  master ;  "  his  thoughts  boil ;"  he  suggests  to 
the  fathers  of  the  Madonna  del'  Orto  four  grand  subjects, 
"  The  Worship  of  the  Gdlden  Calf,"  the  "  Last  Judg- 
ment," hundreds  of  feet  of  canvas,  thousands  of  figures, 
an  overflow  of  imagination  and  genius  ;  he  will  execute 
them  gratuitously,  requiring  no  pay  but  his  expenses; 
he  requires  nothing  but  an  issue  and  an  outlet.  On 
another  occasion  the  brotherhood  of  San-Bocco  having 
demanded  of  five  celebrated  artists  cartoons  for  a 
painting  which  they  wish  to  have  executed  he  secretly 


TINTORETTO.  813 

takes  the  measure  of  the  place,  completes  the  pictare  in  a 
few  days,  brings  it  to  the  spot  designated  and  declares 
that  he  presents  it  to  San-Bocco.  His  competitors 
stand  aghast  at  this  fury  of  invention  and  of  dispatch  : 
and  thus  does  he  always  labor  ;  it  seems  as  if  his  mind 
was  a  volcano  always  charged  and  in  a  state  of  eruption. 
Canvases  of  twenty,  forty  and  seventy  feet,  crowded 
with  figures  as  large  as  life — overthrown,  massed  to- 
gether, launched  through  the  air,  foreshortened  in  the 
most  violent  manner  and  with  splendid  effects  of  Ught 
— scarcely  sufiSce  to  contain  the  rapid,  fiery,  dazzling 
jet  of  his  brain.  He  covers  entire  churches  with  them, 
and  his  life,  like  that  of  Michael  Angelo,  is  there  ex- 
hausted. His  habits  are  those  of  all  savage,  violent 
geniuses  out  of  harmony  with  society,  in  whom  the 
inner  growth  of  the  sentiments  is  so  strong  that  pleas- 
ure is  distasteful  and  who  find  refuge,  composure  and 
tranquillity  only  in  their  art.  "  He  lived  in  his  own 
thoughts,  afar  from  every  joy,"  absorbed  in  his  studies 
and  with  his  work.  On  ceasing  to  paint  he  retires  to 
the  remotest  corner  of  his  dwelling,  and  shuts  himself 
up  in  a  chamber  where,  in  order  to  see  clearly,  a  lamp 
has  to  be  lighted  in  the  daytime.  Here,  for  diversion, 
he  fashions  his  models  ;  nobody  is  permitted  to  enter 
never  does  he  paint  before  any  one  except  his  intimates. 
"  ffis  sole  ambition  is  fame,"  and  especially  the  desire 
to  surpass  himself,  to  attain  to  perfection.  His  words 
are  few  and  trenchant ;  his  grave  and  rude  physiogno- 
my is  the  exact  image  of  his  soul.  *  On  uttering  a 
piquant  remark  his  face  remains  fixed,  he  does  not 
laugh.  Bravely  and  proudly  does  he  lay  out  his  own 
course,  singly  and  agaiust  the  open  jealousy  and  hos- 
tility of  other  painters,  and  maintains  himself  erect 
before  the  public  as  before  the  rulers  of  opinion.  Pis- 
tol in  hand  he   silences,  with  cool  irony,  the  cynic 

*  See  his  portrait  by  himself 
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Aretino.^  On  bis  friends  exhibiting  a  picture  in  public 
lie  counsels  them  to  stay  at  home :  "  let  them  shoot 
their  arrows,  people  must  get  accustomed  to  your  con- 
ceptions." The  more  one  studies  his  life  and  works 
the  more  one  sees  in  him  a  colorist  Michael  Angelo, 
less  concentrated  than  he,  less  self-mastering,  less 
qualified  to  refine  upon  his  ideas,  whoUy  given  up  to 
his  fancies,  and  whose  impetuosity  makes  of  him  an 
improvisator. 

Hence  it  is  that  when  his  conception  is  just  or  matured 
he  rises  to  an  extraordinary  height.  No  painting,  in 
my  judgment,  surpasses  or  perhaps  equals  his  St.  Mark  in 
the  Academy  ;  at  all  events  no  painting  has  made  aa 
equal  impression  on  my  mind.  It  is  a  vast  picture  twenty 
feet  square  containing  fifty  figures  of  the  size  of  life,  St. 
Mark  sombre  in  the  light,  and  a  slave  luminous  amidst 
sombre  personages.  The  saint  descends  from  the  upper- 
most sky  head  foremost,  precipitated,  suspended  in  the 
air  in  order  to  rescue  a  slave  from  punishment;  his 
head  is  in  shadow  and  his  feet  are  in  the  light;  his 
body,  compressed  by  an  extraordinary  feat  of  fore- 
Bhortemng,  plunges'  at  one  bound  with  the  impetuosity 
of  an  eagle.  No  one,  save  Bubens,  has  so  caught  tiie 
instantaneousness  of  motion,  the  fury  of  flight ;  along- 
side of  this  vehemence  and  this  truthfulness  classic 
figures  seem  stiff,  as  if  copied  after  Academy  models 
whose  arms  are  upheld  by  strings ;  we  are  borne  along 
with  and  follow  him  to  the  ground,  as  yet  unreached. 
Here,  the  naked  slave,  thrown  upon  his  back  in  front 
of  the  spectator  and  as  miraculously  foreshortened  as 
the  other,  glows  with  the  luminiousness  of  a  Oorreggio. 
His  superb,  virile,  muscxdar  body  palpitates;  his 
ruddy  cheeks,  contrasted  with  his  black  curled  beard, 
are  empurpled  with  the  brightest  hues  of  life.  The 
axes  of  iron  and  wood  have  been  shattered  to  pieces 
without  having  touched  his  flesh,  and  all  are  gazing  at 
them.    The  turbaned  executioner  with  upraised  hands 
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shows  the  judge  the  broken  handle  with  an  air  of 
amazement,  which  excites  him  throughout  The  judge, 
in  a  red  Venetian  ponrpoint,  springs  half  w*y  off  his 
seat  and  from  his  marble  stepsl  The  assistants  around 
stretch  themselves  out  and  crowd- up,  some  in  sixteenth 
eentury  armor,  others  in  cuirasses  of  Boman  leather, 
others  in  barbaric  simarres  and  turbans,  others  in  Vene- 
tian caps  and  dalmatics,  some  with  legs  and  arms 
naked,  and  one  wholly  so  except  a  mantle  oyer  his 
thighs  and  a  handkerchief  on  his  head,  with  splendid 
contrasts  of  light  and  dark,  with  a  rarietj,  a  brilliancy, 
an  indescribable  seductiveness  of  light  reflected  in  the 
polished  depths  of  the  armor,  diffused  over  lustrous 
figurings  of  silks,  imprisoned  in  the  wax m  shadows  of 
the  flesh  a»d  enlivened  by  the  carnations,  the  greens 
and  the  rayed  yellows  of  the  opulent  mat^als.  Not  a 
figure  is  there  that  does  not  act  and  act  aJl  over ;  not  a 
fold  of  drapery,  not  a  tone  of  the  body  is  thene  that  does 
not  add  to  the  universal  dash  and  brilliancy^  A  woman 
aupported  against  a  pedestal  falls  back  in  order  to  see 
better ;  she  is  so  animated  that  her  whole  body  trembles, 
her  eyes  flash  and  her  mouth  opens.  Architectural 
forms  in  the  background  and  men  on  the  terraces  or 
clinging  to  columns  add  the  amplitude  of  space  to  the 
scenic  richness.  We  can  breathe  freely  there,  and  the 
breath  we  take  is  more  inspiring  than  elsewhere ;  it  is 
the  flame  of  life  as  it  flashes  forth  in  gleaming  lucidity 
from  the  adult  and  perfect  brain  of  a  man  of  genius ; 
here  all  quivers  and  palpitates  in  the  joyousneas  of 
light  and  of  beauty.  There  is  no  example  of  such 
luxuriousness  and  success  of  invention ;  one  must  see 
for  himself  the  boldness  and  ease  of  the  jet,  the  natural 
impulse  of  genius  and  temperament,  the  lively  spon- 
taneous creation,  the  necessity  of  expressing  and  the 
satisfaction  in  rendering  his  idea  instantly  unconsoious 
of  rules,  the  sure  and  sudden  dash  of  an  instinct 
which  culminates  at  once  and  without  effort  in  perfect 
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action  as  the  bird  flies  and  the  horse  runs.  Attitades, 
types  and  costumes  of  every  kind,  with  all  their 
peculiarities  and  divergencies  flooded  their  minds  and 
fell  into  harmony  in  one  sublime  moment.  The 
curved  back  of  a  woman,  a  cuirass  gleaming  with 
light,  an  indolent  nude  form  in  transparent  shadow, 
rosy  flesh  with  the  pulsating  amber  skin,  the  deep 
scarlet  of  careless  folds,  the  medley  of  heads,  arms  and 
legs,  the  reflection  of  tones  brightened  and  transformed 
by  mutual  illumination,  all  disgorged  in  a  mass  like 
water  spouting  from  a  surcharged  conduit  Sudden 
and  complete  concentrations  are  inspiration  itself,  and 
perhaps  there  is  not  in  the  world  one  fuller  and  more 
animated  than  this  one. 

I  believe  that  before  having  seen  this  work  one  can 
have  no  idea  of  the  human  imagination.  I  set  aside 
ten  other  pictures  that  are  in  the  Academy,  a  ''  Saint 
Agnes,"  a  '^ Resurrection  of  Christ,"  a  ''Death  of 
Abel"  and  an  "  Eve,"  a  superb  and  solid  sensual  form 
with  rude  contours,  stoutly  bmlt,  the  legs  undulating, 
the  head  animal  and  expressionless  but  blooming  and 
full  of  life,  so  strong  and  so  joyous  in  its  tranquillity,  so 
richly  mottled  with  lights  and  shadows  that  here,  even 
more  than  in  Bubens,  one  feels  the  full  poesy  of 
nudity  and  of  flesh.  It  is  in  the  churches  and  in  the 
public  monuments  that  he  is  to  be  understood ;  there 
is  scarcely  one  of  these  that  does  not  contain  vast  pic- 
tures by  him, — an  "Assumption"  in  the  Jesuits',  a 
"  Crucifixion"  and  I  know  not  how  many  other  can- 
vases in  San  Giovanni  e  Paolo,  the  ''Marriage  of 
Cana"  at  Santa  Maria  della  Salute,  four  colossal  paint- 
ings at  Santa  Maria  dell'  Orto,  the  "  Forty  Martyrs/' 
the  "  Shower  of  Manna,"  the  "  Last  Supper,"  the 
"  Martyrdom  of  St.  Stephen"  at  San  Giorgio,  twenty 
pictures  and  ceilings,  a  "  Paradise"  twenty-three  feet 
high  and  seventy-seven  feet  long  in  the  Ducal  Palace, 
and  finally,  at  the  Church  of  San-Booco  and  at  the  ScuoU 
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of  San-Bocco,  which  seem  like  his  own  galleries,  forty 
pictures,  a  few  of  them  gigantic  and  capable  together 
of  coveiing  the  walls  of  two  square  saloons  in  the 
Lonvre,  Veritably  we  do  not  know  him  in  Europe. 
The  European  galleries  contain  scarcely  anything  by 
him,  the  few  examples  they  have  acquired  being  small 
or  of  minor  importance.  Save  three  or  four  scenes  in 
the  Ducal  Palace  he  has  been  poorly  engraved ;  ex- 
cept a  ''  Crucifixion"  by  Augustino  Carrache  his  great 
works  have  not  been  engraved.  He  is  disproportionate 
in  everything,  in  dimensions  as  well  as  in  his  concep- 
tions. Academic  minds  at  the  end  of  the  sixteenth 
century  decried  him  as  extravagant  and  negligent :  the 
prodigious  and  the  superhuman  in  his  genius  prove 
distasteful  to  minds  of  a  common  stamp  or  fond  of  re- 
pose. But  the  truth  is  no  man  like  him  is  or  has  been 
seen ;  he  is  unique  in  his  way  like  Michael  Angelo, 
Bubens  and  Titian.  Let  him  be  called  extravagant, 
impetuous  and  improvisatory  let  people  complain  of 
the  blackness  of  his  coloring,  of  his  figures  topsy- 
turvy, of  the  confusion  of  his  groups,  of  his  hasty 
brush,  of  the  exhaustion  and  the  mannerism  which 
sometimes  lead  him  to  introduce  old  metal  into  his  new 
casting ;  let  all  the  defects  of  his  qualities  be  adduced 
against  him,  I  am  willing ; — but  a  furnace  like  this,  so 
ardent,  so  overflowing,  with  such  outbursts  and  flaming 
coruscations,  with  such  an  immense  jet  of  sparks,  with 
such  luminous  flashes  so  sudden  and  multiplied,  with 
such  a  surprising  and  constant  volume  of  smoke  and 
flame  has  never  been  encountered  here  below. 

I  know  not,  indeed,  how  to  speak  of  him ;  I  cannot 
describe  his  paintings,  so  vast  are  they  said  so  numer- 
ous. It  is  the  inward  condition  of  his  mind  that  must 
be  enlarged  upon.  It  seems  to  me  that,  in  him,  we  dis- 
cover a  unique  state  of  things,  the  hghtning-burst  of 
inspiration.  The  term  is  strong,  but  it  corresponds  to 
ascertained  facts  of  which  examples  may  be  cited.    In 
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certain  extreme  moments,  when  confronting  great  dan- 
ger, in  any  sudden  crisis,  man  sees  distinctly,  in  a  flash, 
with  terrible  intensity,  whole  years  of  his  life,  com- 
plete incidents  and  scenes  and  often  a  fragment  of.  the 
imaginary  world  :  the  recollections  of  the  asphyxiated 
and  the  accounts  of  persons  escaping  txom  drowning, 
the  revelations  of  suicides  and  of  opium-eaters,*  and 
of  the  Indian  Puranas  aU  confirm  this.  The  activity  of 
the  brain  suddenly  increased  ten  or  a  hundredfold 
causes  the  mind  to  live  more  in  this  brief  foreshorten- 
ing of  time  than  in  all  the  rest  of  life  put  together.  It 
is  true  that  it  commonly  issues  from  this  sublime  state 
of  hallucination  exhausted  cuid  morbid ;  but  when  the 
temperament  is  sufficiently  vigorous  to  support  ihs 
electric  shock  without  flagging,  men  like  Luther,  St. 
Ignatius,  St.  Paul  and  all  the  great  visionariee  aoeom- 
plish  works  transcending  the  powers  of  humanity. 
Such  are  the  transports  of  creative  imagination  in  the 
breasts  of  great  artist^;  with  less  of  a  counterpoise 
they  were  as  strong  with  Tintoretto  as  with  the  greatest. 
If  a  proper  idea  be  formed  of  this  involuntary  and  ex- 
traordinary state  in  a  tragic  temperament  like  his,  and 
of  the  colorist  senses  such  as  he  possessed,  we  can  see 
how  everything  else  follows. 

He  never  selects ;  his  vision  imposes  itself  on  him ; 
an  imaginative  scene  to  him  is  a  reality;  with  one  dash, 
he  copies  it  instantaneously,  along  with  whatever  in  it 
is  odd,  surprising)  vast  and  multitudinous ;  he  ex- 
tracts a  portion  from  nature  and  transfers  it  bodily  to 
his  canvas,  with  all  the  force  and  abruptness  of  a  spon- 
taneous creation  knowing  neither  combination  nor 
hesitancy.  It  is  not  two  or  three  personages  he  paints 
but  a  scene,  a  fragment  of  life,  an  entire  landscape  and 
a  populous  architecture.  His  "  Marriage  of  Cana'*  is 
a  complete,  gigantic  dining-hall,  with  ceilings,  windows, 

■   ■---'  —  -  —  -  —  *- 

*  **  GonfeSBions  of  a&  Opium  Eater,'*  by  De  Quinoey. 
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doors,  floors,  domestics,  an  exit  into  side-rooms,  the 
guests  in  two  flies  around  the  receding  table,  the  men 
on  one  side  and  the  women  on  the  other,  the  two  rowB 
of  heads  appearing  like  the  two  lines  of  trees  of  an  ave- 
nue, and,  at  the  far  end,  Christ,  small  and  effaced,  on 
account  of  the  mxdtitude  and  the  distance.  His  *'  Pis- 
cine probatique"  at  the  SciM)la  San-Bocco  is  a  hospi- 
tal ;  half-naked  women  stretched  on  a  sheet  which  peo- 
ple are  lifting,  others  on  couches  with  bare  legs  and 
breasts,  one  in  a  tub  entirely  stripped  and  Christ  in  the 
midst  of  them  among  fevers  and  ulcers.  His  "  Shower 
of  Manna"  is  an  encampment  of  people  with  all  the 
petty  details  of  life,  every  diversity  of  landscape  and  all 
the  grandeur  of  illimitable  distances :  here  is  a  camel 
and  his  driver,  there  a  man  near  a  table  with  a  pestle, 
in  another  place  two  women  washing,  another  young 
woman  listening  and  stooping  to  mend  a  basket,  others 
seated  near  a  tree,  others  turning  a  reel  with  sheets  at- 
tached to  it  to  collect  the  manna  and  a  grand  draped 
old  man  in  consultation  with  Moses.  Jn  his  exuberance 
as  in  his  genius  he  surpasses  his  own  age  and  approxi- 
mates to  ours.  His  pictures  seem  to  be  *^  illustrations;  *' 
only  he  produces  in  a  length  of  forty  feet,  with  figures  as 
large  as  life,  what  we  tiy  to  do  in  the  space  of  a  foot 
with  figures  no  bigger  than  one's  finger.  Life  in 
general  interests  him  more  than  the  particular  life  of 
one  being  ;  he  discards  picturesque  and  plastic  rules, 
subordinating  the  personage  to  the  whole  and  parts  to 
the  effect.  He  is  impelled  to  render,  not  this  or  that 
man  standing  or  lying,  but  a  moment  in  nature  or  in 
history.  He  is  invaded  as  if  from  without ;  he  is  over- 
powered by  an  image  which  takes  possession  of  him, 
torments  him  and  in  which  he  has  faith. 

Hence  his  unprecedented  originality;  Compared 
with  him  all  painters  are  self-copyists ;  you  are  always 
astonished  before  his  pictures ;  you  ask  yourself  where 
he  went  for  that,  into  what  unknown  and  fantastic  but 
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nevertheless  real  world.  In  the  "Last  Supper"  the 
central  figare  is  a  large  kneeling  servant,  her  head  in 
shadow  and  her  shoulder  luminous ;  she  holds  a  platter 
of  beans  and  is  bringing  in  dishes ;  a  cat  attempts  to 
climb  up  her  basket.  Bound  about  are  buffets,  domes- 
tics, ewers  and  disciples  in  a  perpendicular  file  border- 
ing a  long  table.  It  is  a  supper,  a  veritable  evening  re- 
past, w^hich  is  for  him  the  essential  idea.  Above  ihe 
table  glimmers  a  lamp  while  a  blue  light  from  the  moon 
falls  on  their  heads  ;  but  the  supernatural  enters  on  all 
sides  :  in  the  background  by  an  opening  in  the  sky  and 
a  choir  of  radiant  angels;  on  the  right  by  a  swarm  of 
pale  angels  whirling  about  in  the  nocturnal  obscurity. 
With  extraordinary  boldness  and  force  of  verisimilitude 
the  two  worlds  divine  and  human,  merge  into  each 
other  and  form  but  one.  When  this  man  reads  in  the 
Evangelists  the  technical  term  it  is  the  corporeal  ob- 
ject with  all  its  details  which  forcibly  impresses  him 
and  which  he  forcibly  renders.  St.  Joseph  was  a  car- 
penter ;  instantly,  in  order  to  depict  the  Annunciation, 
he  represents  the  actual  house  of  a  carpenter, — on  the 
outside  a  shed  in  order  to  work  in  the  open  air,  the 
disorder  of  a  workshop,  bits  of  wood  and  carpentry 
tumbled  about,  piled  up,  adjusted,  leaning  against  the 
walls,  saws,  planes,  cords,  a  workman  busy ;  within,  a 
large  bed  with  red  curtains,  a  bottomless  chair,  a 
child's  willow  cradle,  the  wife  in  a  red  petticoat,  a 
vigorous,  amazed  and  frightened  plebeian.  A  Fleming 
could  not  have  more  accurately  imitated  the  confusion 
and  vulgarity  of  common  life.  But  passion  always 
accompanies  these  intense  and  circumstantial  visions. 
Gabriel  and  a  flock  of  tumultuous  whirling  angels  dart 
athwart  the  door  and  window ;  the  unfinished  domicQe 
seems  to  be  shattered  by  the  shock ;  it  is  the  fury  of 
an  invasion ;  the  pigeons  betake  themselves  in  fuU 
flight  to  their  own  tenement;  they  pitch  aU  together 
upon  the  Virgin.    You  may  judge  by  this  fremded  and 
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disproportionate  activity  the  irresistible  irraption  with 
which  tumultuoas  ideas  are  nnloosed  in  his  mind.  No 
painter  has  thus  loved,  felt  and  rendered  action.  All 
his  figures  dart  and  re-dart  forward  and  backward. 
There  is  a  "Besnrrection"  by  him  in  which  no  figure 
is  in  a  state  of  equilibrium ;  angels  ^  descend  head 
foremost  from  above;  Christ  and  the  saints  swim  in 
the  air;  the  atmosphere  is  a  resistant  and  palpable 
fluid  which  sustains  bodies  and  allows  them  every  atti- 
tude as  water  does  the  fishes«  When  he  chances  to 
paint  a  violent  scene  like  the  ''  Bronze  Serpent"  or  a 
"  Massacre  of  the  Innocents"  it  is  a  delirium.  The 
women  freely  seize  the  swords  of  the  executioners,  roll 
down  precipitated  from  the  heights  of  a  terrace,  strain 
their  infants  to  their  breasts  with  an  animal  gripe  and 
fall  upon  them  covering  them  with  their  bodies.  Five 
or  six  bodies,  one  on  top  of  the  other,  women  and 
children,  wounded,  dying  and  living,  form  a  mound. 
The  space  is  covered  with  a  mass  of  heads  and  limbs, 
and  torsos  falling,  running,  struggling  and  staggering 
as  if  a  hurly-burly  of  inebriates;  it  is  the  infuriate 
bacchanalianism  of  despair.  Near  this,  on  a  mountain 
cliff  dog-headed  serpents  forage  amongst  a  monstrous 
heap  of  prostrated  men.  One,  already  black,  having 
died  howling,  lies  on  his  back  his  limbs  swollen  with 
the  venom,  his  mxuscles  contorted  with  convulsions,  the 
breast  strained  and  projecting  and  the  head  cast  back- 
ward; others,  in  the  last  agony,  bleed  and  writhe, 
some  on  the  flank,  others  erect  and  stiff,  with  bowed 
head,  and  others  with  their  thighs  drawn  up  and  their 
arms  contorted,  all  under  livid  lights  contending  with 
deathly  shadows,  rolling,  heaving  and  pitching  like  a 
human  avalanche  down  the  side  of  a  precipice.  The 
artist  is  on  his  own  domain  ;  he  wanders  about  grandly 
in  the  realm  of  the  impossible.  He  sees  too  much  at 
once,  forty,  sixty  and  eighty  personages  and  their  sur- 
roundings, aroused,  comm7ngled  and  crowded  beneath 
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a  tragedy  of  lights  and  darks.     Let  his  second  Piscine 
probatique  in  the  church  of  San-Bocco  be  contemplated: 
no  sky,  no  background ;  save  the  roof  and  four  shafts 
of  Ionic  columns,  all  consists  of  bodies  and  heaps  o^ 
bodies,  naked  backs  and  breasts,  heads,  beards,  man- 
tles and  drapery,  a  monstrous  accumulation  of  oyer- 
thrown  humanity^  male  and  female,  supporting  each 
other  and  extending  their  arms  to  the  Saviour  Christ 
A  woman  stretched  on  her  back  turns  her  eyes  toward 
him  to  demand  succor.      An  enormous  torso  in  the 
agony  of  death  reaches   out  and  falls  upon  a  pile  of 
drapery  in  a  last  attempt  to  draw  near  the  source  of 
cure.    Here  and  there  are  beautiful  faces  of  suppliant 
spouses  emerging  into  light,  bald  skulls  of  old  soldiers, 
muscular  breasts  and  grand  beards  like  those  of  the 
river-gods.     In  the  foreground  a  colossal  attendant,  a 
sort  of  athlete  and  porter,  contracts  his  thighs  and  bows 
himself  up  on  his  loins  to  carry  off  a  bundle  of  linen. 
Another,  an  old  giant,  almost  naked,  sits  against  a 
column,  his  legs  hang  down  and  he  appears  resigned 
like  an  old  inmate  of  a  hospital;  his  reddened  and 
flabby  skin  wrinkles  at  every  anfraotuosity  of  the  mus- 
cles ;  he  has  waited  years  and  can  wait  still  longer  :  he 
muses  with  an  upturned  face  sensitive  to  the  sunshine 
which  rewarms  his  old  blood. — Through  this  taste  for 
the  actual  and  the  colossal,  through  these  violent  con- 
trasts of  light  and  dark,  through  this  passion  which 
bears  him  on  to  the  end  of  his  conception,  through  this 
audacity  which  leads  him  to  thoroughly  display  his  idea 
he  is  the  most  dramatic  of  painters.     Delacroix  should 
have  come  here  ;  he  would  have  recognised  one  of  his 
ancestors,  sensitive  like  himself  to  crude  reaUty,  to  un- 
restrained energy,  to  aggregate  effects,  to  the  moral 
force  of  color,  but  healthier,  mor^  sure  of  his  hand  and 
nurtured  by  a  more  picturesque  age  and  in  a  broader 
sentiment  of  physical  grandeur.    None  of  Delacroix's 
pictures  leave  a  more  poignant  impression  than  "  8L 
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Koch  among  the  Prisoners."  They  are  in  a  vast  som- 
bre dungeon,  a  sort  of  antique  ergastvlum,  where  iron 
bars,  stocks  and  straining  chains  rack  and  dislocate 
limbs  through  slow  and  prolonged  taming.  The  saint 
appears ;  a  miserable  creature  fastened  bj  the  neck 
raises  toward  him  his  twisted  head  ;  another,  from  the 
bottom  of  a  grated  fosse,  fixes  his  face  against  the  bars ; 
spines  reddened  and  rigid  with  muscles,  breasts  of  the 
color  of  rust,  heads  brown  like  lions'  manes,  white,  lu- 
minous beards  appear  in  the  midst  of  sepulchral  ob- 
scurity ;  but  higher  up,  in  the  duskiness  of  the  shadow, 
float  exquisite,  figures,  silyery  silken  robes,  tunics  of 
pale  violet  and  blonde  radiant  hair,  the  visitation  of  an 
angelic  choir. 

After  having  passed  through  the  church  and  the  two 
stories  of  the  Scuola  there  still  remains  a  grand  hall  to 
visit,  the  Albergo  ;  the  walls  and  ceilings  here  are  also 
tapestried  with  paintings  by  Tintoretto.  It  is  in  vain 
to  say  to  yourself  that  you  are  weary,  and  to  accuse 
the  painter  of  exuberance  and  excess,  to  feel  that  these 
forty  immense  pictures  were  executed  too  rapidly  and 
rather  indicated  than  perfected,  that  he  presumes  on 
his  own  and  the  spectator's  powers.  You  enter,  and  you 
find  strength  left,  because  he  imparts  it  to  you  in  spite 
of  yourself.  Virgins  and  women  thrown  backward  swim 
on  the  panels  of  the  ceiling,  their  ample  beauty,  the 
magnificent  rotundity  of  their  flesh  bathed  in  shadow, 
being  displayed  with  inexpressible  richness  of  tone.  A 
'^  Ohrist  bearing  the  Cross*'  develops  itself  on  the 
winding  escarpment  of  a  mountain  ;  Christ,  mth  a  rope 
around  his  neck,  is  dragged  on  in  front,  while  the  sav- 
age  procession  scales  the  rocks  with  the  sorrowful  and 
furious  dash  of  a  "  Passion"  by  Rubens.*  On  the 
other  side  the  medc  Christ  stands  before  Pilate,  and  the 
long  white  shroud  wholly  enveloping  him  contrasts  its 

*    The  same  scene  in  the  Brassds  Mas6e,  by  RabeoA. 
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funereal  color  with  the  black  shadows  of  the  architec* 
ture  and  with  the  blood-red  vestments  of  the  assistants. 
Over  the  door  a  ruddy  corpse  lies  stiffened  between  the 
soldiers  and  the  scarlet  robes  of  the  judges  ;  but  these 
are  merely  accompaniments.  An  entire  section  of  the 
hall,  a  wall  forty  feet  long  and  high  in  proportion,  disap- 
pears beneath  a  "  Crucifixion,"  ten  scenes  in  one,  and 
so  balanced  as  to  constitute  a  single  composition  ; 
eighty  figures  grouped  and  spaced,  a  plateau  strewn 
with  rocks  at  the  base  of  a  mountain,  trees,  towers,  a 
bridge,  cavaliers,  stony  crests,  and  in  the  distance,  a 
trast  brownish  horizon;  Never  did  eye  embrace  such  en- 
semUeSf  or  combine  the  like  effects.  In  the  centre 
Christ  is  nailed  to  the  upraised  cross,  and  his  drooping 
head  is  obscure  in  the  dim  radiance  of  his  nimbus.  A 
ladder  rises  behind  the  cross,  and  executioners  are 
climbing  up  and  passing  to  each  other  the  sponge.  At 
the  foot  of  the  cross  the  disciples  and  women  standing 
extend  their  arms,  and  those  kneeling  sob  and  weep ; 
the  Virgin  swoons,  and  all  these  forms  of  bending,  tot- 
tering, falling  women  under  grand  red  and  blue  draper- 
ies of  every  hue,  with  a  flash  of  sunlight  on  a  cheek  or 
a  chin,  produce  a  funereal  pomp  of  the  most  imposing 
character.  Like  a  grandiose  harmony  sustaining  a 
rich  and  penekating  voice,  surrounding  crowds  and  in- 
eidents  accompany  the  principal  scene  with  their  tragic 
variety  and  splendor.  On  the  left,  one  of  the  two 
thieves  is  already  bound  to  his  cross  and  is  being  raised 
up ;  the  upper  part  of  his  body  glows  in  the  light,  and 
the  rest  is  in  shadow.  Five  or  six  executioners  strain 
at  the  ropes  and  support  those  who  are  climbing  up, 
pulling  and  pushing  with  all  the  might  and  force  of  the 
rigid  muscular  machinery.  The  light  falls  across  their 
rosy  and  rayed  cassocks,  on  the  brown  tendons  of  their 
necks  and  on  the  swollen  veins  of  their  foreheads. 
Their  implements  are  there,  axes,  picks,  wedges,  a  mas- 
sive ladder,  and,  at  the  head  of  the  cross,  in  a  beautiful 
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luminoas  shadow,  an  indifferent  spectator  leaning  oyer 
his  horse's  neck  and  looking  on. — On  the  other  side,  with 
equal  splendor  and  diversity,  is  displayed  the  third  exe- 
cution, like  one  chorus  corresponding  to  another  cho- 
rus. The  cross  lies  on  the  ground,  and  the  victim  is 
being  attached  to  it;  one  executioner  brings  ropes,  an- 
other, a  superb,  athletic  fellow,  expanding  his  twisted 
shoulder,  turns  an  auger  in  one  of  its  arms ;  at  the  foot 
of  the  plateau  sits  an  old  amateur  of  such  spectacles  ; 
it  interests  him ;  he  bends  forward  haH  recKning  in  his 
red  mantle,  and  near  him,  on  an  iron-gray  horse,  a  sort 
of  ruffian  in  a  cap,  a  tall,  red  scamp,  fully  illuminated, 
leans  over  in  order  to  make  a  serviceable  suggestion.— 
Beyond  these  three  scenes,  there  rolls  in  tiers  on  five  or 
six  planes,  with  an  innumerable  variety  of  tints  and 
forms,  the  broad  and  pompous  harmony  of  the  multitude, 
assistants  of  every  kind,  petty  accessory  incidents,  dig- 
gers excavating  the  graves  of  the  criminals,  crossbowmen 
in  a  hollow  drawing  lots  for  the  tunics,  priests  in  grand 
robes,  men-at-arms  in  cuirasses,  cavaliers  boldly  draped 
and  posed,  simarres  of  Jews  and  armor  of  gentlemen, 
spirited  horses  in  neutral  and  auroral  trappings,  wo- 
men's orange  and  green  skirts,  contrasts  of  delicate  and 
intense  tones,  popular  visages  and  chivalric  brows,  easy 
and  complicated  attitudes,  all  in  such  ampUtude  of 
light,  with  such  a  triumphant  expansion  of  genius  and 
such  perfect  representation  that  one  goes  away  half 
stunned,  as  from  a  too  rich  and  powerful  concert,  all 
sense  of  the  proportion  of  things  gone  and  wondering 
if  one  ought  to  have  faith  in  his  own  sensations. 

May  1st. — I  have  just  purchased  the  engraving  of 
Augustino  Carrache ;  it  only  gives  the  skeleton  of  the 
picture  and  even  falsifies  it.  I  returned  to-day  to 
see  the  picture  again.  He  is  a  little  less  impressive 
on  the  second  inspection ;  the  effect  of  the  whole,  that 
of  the  first  sight,  is  too  essential  in  the  eyes  of  Tinto- 
retto ;  he  subordinates  the  rest  to  these,  his  hand  is  too 
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prompt,  he  too  readily  follows  out  his  first  conception. 
In  this  respect  he  is  superior  to  the  masters ;  he  has 
onl}^  done  two  complete  things,  his  mythological  subjects 
in  the  Ducal  Palace  and  his  '*  Miracle  of  St.  Mark." 

May  2(j. — ^When,  after  quitting  Venetian  art,  one  tries 
to  gather  up  his  impressions  into  a  complete  whole,  he 
is  sensible  only  of  one  emotion,  and  that  is  like  the 
sweet  sonorous  echo  of  perfect  enjoyment  Part  of  a 
naked  foot  issuing  from  silk  mottled  with  gold,  a 
pearl  whose  milky  brightness  quivers  on  touching  a 
snowy  neck,  the  ruddy  warmth  of  life  peering  out  be- 
neath transparent  shadow,  the  gradations  and  alter- 
nations of  clear  and  sombre  surfaces  following  the 
muscular  undulations  of  the  body,  the  opposition  and 
agreement  of  two  flesh-tones  lost  in  each  oth^  and 
transformed  by  interchanging  reflections,  a  yacillating 
Ught  fringing  a  piece  of  dark  metal,  a  purple  spot 
enhvened  by  a  green  tone,  in  brief,  a  rich  harmony 
due  to  colors  manipulated,  opposed  and  composed  as  a 
concert  proceeds  from  various  instruments,  and  which 
fills  the  eye  as  the  concert  fills  the  ear, — this  is  the  one 
peculiar  endowment.  By  this  inventiyeness  forms  are 
vivified ;  alongside  of  these  others  seem  abstract.  Else- 
where the  body  has  been  separated  from  its  surround- 
ings, it  has  been  simplified  and  reduced ;  it  has  been 
forgotten  that  the  contour  is  only  the  limit  of  a  color, 
that  for  the  eye  color  is  the  object  itself.  For,  so  soon 
as  the  eye  is  sensitive  it  feels  in  the  object,  not  alone  & 
diminution  of  brilliancy  proportioned  to  its  receding 
planes,  but  again  a  multitude  and  a  mingling  of  tones, 
a  general  blueness  augmenting  with  distance,  an  infinity 
of  reflections  which  other  bright  objects  intersect  and 
overhe  with  diverse  colors  and  intensities,  a  constant 
vibration  of  the  interposing  atmosphere  where  float 
imperceptible  irridescences,  where  there  are  growing 
striae  quivering  and  speckled  with  innumerable  atoms, 
and  in  which  fugitive  appearances  are  incessantly  dis- 
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solving  and  vanishing.  The  exterior  as  well  as  the 
interior  of  beings  is  only  movement,  change  and  trans- 
formation, and  their  complicated  agitation  is  Ufe. 
Starting  from  this  the  Venetians  vivify  and  harmonize 
the  infinite  tones  uniting  to  compose  a  tint ;  they  make 
perceptible  the  mutual  contagion  by  which  bodies  com- 
municate their  reflections ;  they  augment  the  power  by 
which  an  object  receives,  returns,  colors,  tempers  and 
harmonizes  the  innumerable  luminous  rays  striking  on 
it,  like  a  man  who  straining  soft  cords  enhances  their 
vibrating  qualities  in  order  to  convey  sounds  to  the  ear 
which  our  coarser  ears  had  not  yet  detected.  They 
develop  and  thus  exalt  the  visible  existence  of  things ; 
out  of  the  real  they  fashion  the  ideal :  hence  a  newborn 
poesy.  Let  there  be  added  to  this  that  of  form,  and 
that  genius  through  which  they  invent  a  complete 
spontaneous,  original,  intermediary  type  between  that 
of  the  Florentines  and  that  of  the  Flemings,  exquisite 
in  softness  and  voluptuousness,  sublime  in  force  and  in 
inspiration,  capable  of  furnishing  giants,  athletes, 
kings,  empresses,  porters,  courtezans,  the  most  real 
and  the  most  ideal  figures,  in  such  a  way  as  to  unite 
extremes  and  assemble  in  one  personage  the  most  ex- 
quisite charm  of  sensibility  and  the  most  grandiose 
majesty,  a  grace  almost  as  seductive  as  that  of  Cor- 
reggio,  but  with  richer  health  and  more  vigorous  ampli- 
tude, a  flow  of  life  as  fresh  and  almost  as  broad  as  that 
of  Bubens,  but  with  more  beautiful  forms  and  a  better 
regulated  rhythm,  an  energy  almost  as  colossal  as  that 
of  Michael  Angelo,  but  without  painful  severity  or  re- 
volting despair: — then  may  one  judge  of  the  place 
which  the  Yenetians  occupy  among  painters  and  I  do 
not  know  if  I  yield  to  personal  inclination  in  preferring 
them  to  any. 
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VERONA.— THE  AMPHITHEATRE.— CHURCHES.— LOMBARD  STYLE  OF 
ARCHITECTCRB.-THB  BUOHO.-SAN  ZENONB.— THE  SCALIOSRS.— 
THE  PIAZZA.— THE  HUSEO. 

On  leaying  Venice  the  train  seems  to  pass  oyer  the 
surface  of  the  water ;  the  sea  glows  on  the  right  and 
on  the  left  and  ripples  up  within  two  paces  of  the 
wheels ;  the  sandbanks  are  multiplied  amidst  the 
shining  pools.  The  lagunes  diminish ;  great  ditches 
absorb  whatever  remains  of  the  water  and  drain  the 
soil.  The  immense  plain  becomes  green  and  is  covered 
with  vegetation;  the  crops  are  sprouting  young  and 
fresh,  and  the  vines  are  budding  on  the  trees  while,  on 
the  sloping  dechvities,  pretty  country-houses  warm 
themselves  in  the  mid-day  sunshine.  Meanwhile,  to 
the  north,  between  the  great  verdant  expanse  and  the 
grand  blue  dome  overhead,  the  Alpine  wall  bristles  up 
dark  with  its  rocks,  towers  and  bastions,  shattered 
like  the  ruins  of  an  enclosure  demolished  by  artill^y, 
the  pale  clouds  of  smoke  issuing  from  their  anfracta- 
osities  and  their  crests  indented  with  snow. 

An  hour  more  and  we  enter  Yerona,  a  melancholy 
provincial  town  paved  with  cobble-stones  and  neglected. 
Many  of  the  streets  are  deserted;  alongside  of  the 
bridges  are  piles  of  ordure  descending  into  the  stream. 
Bemains  of  old  sculptures  and  of  tarnished  arabesques 
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run  here  and  there  along  the  fafades ;  the  once  pros- 
perous air  of  the  city  is  evident  but  it  is  now  fallen. 

Beneath  a  parasite  crust  of  sheds  and  shops  an  old 
Boman  amphitheatre,  the  largest  and  best  preserved 
after  those  of  Nismes  and  Borne,  uplifts  its  vigorous 
curves.  Lately  it  contained  fifty  thousand  spectators. 
When  it  possessed  its  wooden  galleries  I  suppose  it 
might  have  held  seventy  thousand ;  there  was  room 
enough  for  the  entire  population  of  the  place.  In 
structure  and  in  use  the  amphitheatre  is  the  peculiar 
sign  of  Boman  genius.  Its  enormous  stones,  here  six 
feet  long  and  three  feet  wide,  its  gigantic  round  arches, 
its  stories  of  arcades  one  supporting  the  other,  are 
capable,  if  left  to  themselves,  of  enduring  to  the  day  of 
judgment.  Architecture,  thus  understood,  possesses 
the  solidity  of  a  natural  production.  This  edifice,  seen 
from  above,  looks  like  an  extinct  crater.  If  one  desires 
to  build  for  eternity  it  must  be  in  this  fashion.  .  On  the 
other  hand,  however,  this  monument  of  grandiose  com- 
mon sense  is  an  institution  of  permanent  murder.  We 
know  that  it  steadily  afforded  wounds  and  death  as  a 
spectacle  to  the  citizens ;  that,  on  the  elecrtion  of  a 
duumvir  or  an  sedile,  this  bloody  sport  formed  the  prin- 
cipal interest  and  the  prime  occupation  of  a  municipal 
city ;  that  the  candidates  and  the  magistrates  multi- 
plied them  at  their  own  cost  to  win  popular  favor  ;  that 
benefactors  of  the  city  bequeathed  vast  sums  to  the 
curia  to  perpetuate  it ;  that,  in  a  paltry  town  like  Pom- 
peii, a  grateful  duumvir  caused  thirty-five  pairs  of 
gladiators  to  contend  at  one  representation ;  that  a 
polished,  learned  and  humane  man  attended  these 
massacres  as  we  of  to-day  attend  a  play  ;  that  this  di- 
version was  regular,  universal,  authorized  and  fashion- 
able and  that  people  resorted  to  the  amphitheatre  as 
we  now  resort  to  the  playhouse,  the  club  or  the  cafe. 
A  species  of  being  is  there  encountered  with  which  we 
are  no  longer  famiUar,  that  of  the  pagan  reared  in  the 
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gymnasium  and  on  the  battle-field,  that  is  to  say,  ac« 
customed  to  cultivating  his  body  and  to  conquering 
men,  pushing  to  extremes  his  admirable  physical  and 
militant  institutions  and,  traversing  the  activity  of  tihe 
palestrum  and  of  civic  heroism,  ending  in  the  indol^ice 
of  the  baths  and  in  the  ferocities  of  the  circus.  Every 
civilization  has  its  own  degeneracy  as  well  as  its  own 
vitalizing  forces.  For  us  christians,  spiritualists,  who 
preach  peace  and  cultivate  our  understanding,  we  kaTe 
the  miseries  of  a  cerebral  and  bourgeois  existence,  the 
enervation  of  the  muscles,  the  excitement  of  the  brain^ 
small  rooms  on  the  fourth  story,  our  sedentary  and  ar- 
tificial habits,  our  saloons  and  our  theatres. 

This  amphitheatre  is  simply  a  relic :  traces  of  Borne 
are  scant  in  the  nortii  of  Italy  ;  the  originality  and  the 
interest  of  the  place  consist  of  its  mediaBval  monu- 
ments. The  impression  it  makes  on  the  mind  is  an 
odd  one,  because  the  Italian  mediaeval  epoch  is  mixed 
and  ambiguous.  Most  of  the  churches,  Santa-Anasia- 
sia,  San  Fermo-Maggiore,  the  Duomo,  San  Zenone,  are 
of  a  peculiar  style  called  Lambardy  intermediary  between 
the  Italian  and  the  Gothic  styles,  as  if  the  Latin  and 
the  Gbrman  artist  had  met  in  order  to  oppose  and  har- 
monize their  ideas  in  the  same  edifice.  But  the  work 
is  genuine ;  in  every  monument  of  a  primitive  era  we 
realize  the  lively  invention  of  a  budding  spirit.  Among 
these  diverse  churches  the  Duomo  may  be  taken  as  the 
type  ;  this  edifice,  like  the  old  basilicas,  is  a  house  sur- 
mounted by  a  smaller  one  and  both  presenting  a  gable 
frontage.  We  recognize  the  antique  temple  raised  for 
the  purpose  of  supporting  another  on  the  top  of  it. 
Straight  lines  ascend  in  pairs,  parallel  as  in  later  f^chi- 
tecture,  in  order  to  be  capped  with  angles.  These 
lines,  however,  are  more  extended,  and  the  angles  are 
sharper  than  in  the  latin  architecture  ;  five  superposed 
belfries  render  them  still  more  attenuated.  The  new 
spirit  evidently  appreciates  less  a  solid  posture  than  a 
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bold  flight;  the  old  forms  are  reduced  by  it  and  con- 
yerted  to  new  uses.  The  ranges  of  columns  and  the 
two  borderings  of  arcades  let  into  the  fa9ade  are  sim- 
ply small  ornaments,  the  vestiges  of  an  abandoned  art, 
like  the  rudimentary  bones  of  the  arm  in  the  whale,  or 
in  the  dolphin.  On  all  sides  we  detect;  the  ambiguous 
spirit  of  the  twelfth  century,  the  remains  of  Soman 
tradition,  the  bloom  of  a  new  invention,  the  elegance 
of  an  architecture  still  preserved  and  the  gropings  of 
the  new-bom  sculpture.  A  projecting  porch  repeats 
the  simple  lines  of  the  general  arrangement  and  its 
small  columns,  supported  by  griffins,  rise  above  and 
are  joined  into  each  other  like  sections  of  cordage. 
This  porch  is  original  and  charming ;  but  its  crouching 
figures  and  its  groups  around  the  Virgin  are  hydro- 
cephalous  monkeys. 

Gk>thic  forms  prevail  in  the  interior,  not  yet  complete, 
but  indicated  and  already  christian.  I  cannot  get  rid 
of  the  idea  that  ogives,  arcades  and  foliations  are  alone 
capable  of  imparting  mystic  sublimity  to  a  church ;  if 
they  are  lacking  the  church  is  not  christian ;  it  becomes 
so  as  soon  as  they  appear.  This  one  is  already  mourn- 
fully grave  like  the  first  act  of  a  tragedy.  Clusters  of 
small  columns  combine  in  reddish  pillars,  ascend  into 
capitals  bound  with  a  triple  crown  of  flowers,  spread 
out  into  alrcades  embroidered  with  twining  wreaths  and 
finally  end  in  the  wall  of  the  flank  in  a  sort  of  terminal 
tuft.  On  the  flank  the  ogive  of  the  chapel  is  enveloped 
in  a  covering  of  leaves  and  complicated  ornaments 
joined  together  at  the  top  in  a  spire  and  surmounted 
by  a  statuette.  Most  of  the  figures  have  the  grave 
candor  and  the  sincere  and  too  marked  expression  of 
the  fifteenth  century.  A  choir  in  the  background,  built 
by  San-Micheli,  protrudes  its  belt  of  ionic  columns 
even  into  the  nave.  The  various  ages  of  the  church 
are  thus  shown  in  its  various  ornaments ;  its  structure, 
however,  and  its  grand  forms  still  secure  to  the  whole 
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the  sober  simplicity  and  bright  originaJitj  of  piimitiTB 
invention,  and  there  is  pleasure  in  contemplating  a 
healthy  architectural  creation  belonging  to  a  distinct 
species  and  found  nowhere  else. 

On  trying  to  define  the  ruling  type  in  other  churches 
resembling  this  one  we  find  the  two  superposed  gables 
of  Pisa  and  Sienna  and  the  pointed  canopies  which  Pisa 
and  Sienna  lack.  This  combination  is  unique  :  these 
canopies,  over  full  walls  and  elegant  lines,  almost  black 
and  coyered  with  rusty  scales,  bristle  against  the  blue 
sky  with  their  ferruginous  points  as  if  they  were  the 
remains  of  so  many  fossil  carcasses.  Sometimes  a  beTj 
of  canopies  crowd  around  the  central  cone  or  are  perched 
on  all  sides  on  the  crests  and  on  the  angles  of  the  roofs, 
the  ruddy  tone  of  the  bricks  of  which  the  edifice  is  built 
adding  to  the  singularity  of  their  rough  and  deadened 
forms.  It  is  a  unique  growth  like  that  of  a  pineapple 
slowly  elongated  and  incrusted  with  smoky  ochre.  It 
is  one  that  is  peculiar  to  the  country.  Between  the 
Boman  arcade,  now  disappearing,  and  the  Gothic  ogi^e 
just  indicating  itself,  it  gathered  around  it  the  sympa- 
thies of  men  for  two  or  three  centuries.  They  discov* 
ered  it  at  the  first  step  they  made  out  of  savage  life  and 
many  are  the  traits  which  render  visible  the  barbari<7' 
from  which  they  issued.  The  portal  of  Santa  Anastasia 
displays  heads  one  half  as  large  as  the  body ;  otiiers 
are  without  necks  or  have  them  dislocated ;  almost  all 
are  grotesque ;  a  Christ  on  the  cross  has  the  broken 
and  bent-back  paws  of  a  frog. — Centuries,  howevet,  in 
their  progress,  dragged  art  out  of  its  swfiuldling-clothes 
and,  in  later  chapels,  the  sculptui^  becomes  adult 
Santa  Anastasia  is  filled  with  figures  of  the  fifteenth 
century,  occasionally  a  little  clumsy,  stiff  and  too  real, 
but  so  expressive  that  the  perfection  of  the  mastetB 
appears  languid  alongside  of  their  animated  deformity. 
In  the  choir  a  bush  of  thorns  and  large  expanded  flow- 
ers, twenty-fiv6  feet  high,  envelop  a  tomb  in  which 
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stand  rude  figures  of  men-at-arms.  In  the  Miniscaico 
chapel,  amidst  interlaoings  of  elegant  arabesques,  you 
see  four  standing  statuettes  placed  in  couples  above 
each  other  between  the  red  columns  supporting  an 
entablature :  they  are  those  of  a  young  man,  a  some- 
what meagre,  candid  young  girl,  and  two  bald-headed 
doctors  roughly  chiselled  the  whole  similar  to  the 
figures  of  Perugino.  The  chapel  Pellegrini,  wainscoted 
entirely  with  terra-cotta,  is  a  large  sculptured  picture 
in  compartments,  where  evangelieal  subjects  unite  and 
separate  with  admirable  richness  and  originality  of 
imagination  ;  two  files  of  single  figures,  each  under  an 
ornamented  ogive  canopy,  divide  the  various  scenes, 
each  of  which  is  enclosed  in  a  frame  of  spiral  columns 
with  acanthus  capitals.  In  this  graceful  and  overflow- 
ing decoration,  among  these  fancies  half  gothic  half 
greek,  we  find,  along  with  the  beautiful  groupings  of 
the  new  art,  the  sincerest  and  simplest  expressions, 
virgins  of  infantile  innocence  and  beaming  beauty, 
saintly  women  weeping  with  the  touching  abandonment 
of  genuine  grief,  noble,  erect  young  forms  displaying 
the  sentiment  of  human  vitality  with  the  sincerity  of 
the  recent  invention  and  a  cuirassed  St.  Michael  as  spir- 
ited and  simple  as  an  ancient  ephebos. — ^Never  was 
sculpture  more  fecund,  more  spontaneous  and,  in  my 
opinion,  more  beautiful  than  in  the  fifteentti  century. 

We  take  a  cab  and  drive  to  the  end  of  the  town,  to 
San  Zenone,  the  most  curious  of  these  churches,  begun 
by  a  son  of  Charlemagne,  restored  by  the  German  em- 
peror Otho  I.,  but  belonging  almost  entirely  to  the 
twelfth  century.^  Some  portions,  as,  for  instance,  the 
sculptures  of  a  door,  belong  to  the  more  ancient  times ; 
except  at  Pisa  I  have  seen  none  so  barbarous.  The 
Christ  at  the  pillar  looks  like  a  bear  mounting  a  tree ; 
the  judges,  the  executioners  and  the  personages  belong- 

*  The  spire  is  of  the  year  1045. 


334 


LOMBABDY. 


ing  to  other  biblical  stories  resemble  the  gross  cari- 
catures of  clumsy  Germans  in  their  overcoats.  In  an- 
other place  Christ  on  his  throne  has  no  skull,  the  entire 
face  being  absorbed  by  the  chin  ;  the  wondering,  pro- 
jecting eyes  are  those  of  a  frog,  while  around  him  the 
angels  with  their  wings  are  bats  with  human  heads. 
The  heads  throughout  are  enormous,  disproportionate 
and  pitiful ;  below  badly  jointed  limbs  toss  about  float- 
ing bellies.  These  figures  all  swim  through  the  air  on 
different  planes  in  the  most  insensate  manner,  as  if  the 
sculptor  or  founder  aimed  to  excite  a  laugh.  To  this 
low  level  did  art  fall  during  the  Carlovingian  decadence 
and  the  Hungarian  invasions. — In  the  interior  of  the 
church  you  follow  the  strange  and  whimsical  gropidgs 
of  an  experimental  mind,  catching  glimpses  of  daylight 
now  and  then  from  its  obscure  depths.  The  crypt, 
belonging  to  the  ninth  century,  low  and  lugubrious,  is 
a  forest  of  columns  crowned  with  shapeless  figures; 
sculptures  still  more  shapeless  cover  an  altar.  To  this 
damp  cavern  people  resorted  to  pray  at  the  saint's  tomb 
for  the  expulsion  of  devastators  and  of*the  yelling  cav- 
alry which,  wherever  it  passed,  left  a  desert  behind  it. 
Higher  up  in  the  church,  a  curious  altar  is  supported 
by  crouched  brutes  resembling  lions ;  from  their  bodies 
of  red  marble  spring  four  small  columns  of  the  same 
material  which,  half  way  up,  twine  and  interlace  around 
each  other  like  serpents,  and  then,  ouce  knotted,  resume 
their  rectilinear  projection  up  to  the  corinthian  capitaL 
Farther  on  Ohrist  and  his  apostles  in  colored  marble, 
frescoes  of  the  fourteenth  century,  a  St.  George  with 
his  heraldic  buckler,  a  Magdalen  in  drapery  of  her  own 
hair,  range  themselves  along  the  wall,  some  lank  and 
grotesque  like  wooden  dolls,  others  grave,  enveloped  in 
the  grand  folds  of  their  robes  and  with  hieratic  ele- 
vation and  austerity.  How  slow  progress  is,  and  how 
many  centuries  are  necessary  for  man  to  comprehend 
the  human  figure ! 


VERONA.  885 

The  architecture,  more  simple,  is  more  precocious.  It 
is  satisfied  with  a  few  straight  or  curved  lines,  a  few 
symmetrical  and  clearly  defined  planes ;  it  does  not 
exact,  like  sculpture,  knowledge  of  receding  rotundi- 
ties and  a  study  of  the  complications  and  reliefs  of  the 
ovaL  Uncultivated  natures  confined  to  a  few  powerful 
sentiments  can  be  affected  by  and  reveal  themselves 
through  it ;  it  is  perhaps  their  proper  medium  of  ex- 
pression. In  half-barbarous  ages  indeed,  in  the  times 
of  Philippe  Augustus  and  Herodotus,  it  obtained  its 
original  forms,  while  complete  civilization^  instead  of 
sustaining  it  and  developing  it  like  other  arts  has 
rather  impoverished  or  corrupted  it.  Within  as  with- 
out, San  Zenone  is  grand  in  character,  austere  and  sim- 
ple :  we  here  realize  the  Soman  basilica  making  itself 
Christian.  The  central  nave  rests  on  round  columns 
whose  barbarous  capitals,  enveloped  with  foliage, 
lions,  dogs  and  serpents,  sustain  a  line  of  circular  ar- 
cades ;  on  these  arcades  rises  a  grand  naked  wall  bear- 
ing the  arch.  Thus  far  the  structure  is  Latin  ;  but  the 
nave,  through  its  extreme  height,  fills  the  soul  with  a 
religious  emotion.  Its  curious  ceiling  consists  of  a 
triple  roof  trellised  with  dark  wood  and  inlaid  with 
little  squares  starred  with  white  and  gold,  its  super- 
posed hollows  extending  along  with  a  wild  and  unex- 
pected fancy.  Beneath  it,  the  pavement,  lower  down, 
connects  the  portal  and  the  choir  by  high  steps*  pro- 
vided with  balustrades,  while  the  differences  of  level 
break  up  and  complicate  all  the  lines.  The  capricious 
imagination  of  the  middle-ages  begins  to  introduce 
itself  into  the  regularity  of  ancient  architecture  in 
order  to  disturb  planes,  multiply  forms  and  transpose 
effects. 

The  same  imagination  reigns,  but  this  time  sovereign 
and  complete,  within  an  iron  railing  situated  near 
Santa  Maria  TAntica,  and  which  is  the  most  curious 
monument  in  Yerona.    Here  are  the  tombs  of  the  an- 
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cient  sovereigns  of  the  city,  the  Scaligers,  who,  either 
by  turns  or  always,  tyrants  and  warriors,  politicians 
and  sages,  assassins  and  exiles,  great  men  and  fratri- 
cides, furnished,  like  the  princes  of  Ferrara,  Milan  and 
Padua,  examples  of  that  powerful  and  immoral  genius 
peculiar  to  Italy  and  which  Machiayelli  has  described 
in  his  "  Prince  "  or  displayed  in  his  Life  of  Castmccio. 
The  first  five  tombs  display  the  simplicity  and  heavi- 
ness of  heroic  times.  It  seems  that  man  after  having 
combated,  slain  and  founded  demands  only  of  the  sep- 
ulchre a  spot  for  repose  ;  the  hollow  stone  that  receives 
his  bones  is  as  solid  and  worn  as  the  iron  armor  which 
protected  his  flesh.  It  consists  of  an  enormous  and 
massive  tub  formed  out  of  a  naked  rock,  a  single  red 
block,  and  placed  on  three  short  supports  of  marble. 
A  single  slab,  thick  and  without  ornaments,  forms  the 
cover,  as  Hamlet  says  "the  ponderous  jaws"  of  the 
tomb.  This  is  a  true  funereal  monument,  a  monstrous 
rude  coffer,  built  for  eternity. 

Out  of  this  savage  world,  in  which  the  ferocities  of 
Ecclin  and  his  destroyers  were  let  loose,  an  art  appears. 
Dante  and  Petrarch  were  welcomed  at  this  court,  now 
learned  and  magnificent ;  the  Gothic  style,  which  from 
the  mountain-tops  descends  on  Milan,  and  on  all  sides 
impregnates  Italian  architecture,  displays  itself  here 
pure  and  complete  in  the  monuments  of  its  latest  lords. 
Two  of  these  sepulchres,  especially  that  of  Cane  Signo- 
rio  (1375)  are  as  precious  in  their  way  as  the  cathedrals 
of  Milan  and  Assisi.  The  rich  and  delicate  comming- 
ling of  twining,  excavated  and  sharp  forms,  the  trans- 
formation of  dull  matter  into  a  filagree  of  lace,  into  the 
multiple  and  the  complex,  is  the  aspiration  of  this  new 
taste.  At  the  foot  of  the  memorial  smaU  columns  with 
curious  capitals  connect  through  a  sort  of  armorial  turban 
in  order  to  bear  on  a  platform  the  storied  tomb  and 
the  sleeping  statue  of  the  dead.  From  this  basis  springs 
a  circle  of  other  small  columns  whose  arcades  laced 
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vith  trefoils,  join  in  a  dome  crowned  with  foliated  Ian- 
terns  and  with  canopies  tapering  upward  and  cluster* 
ing  together  like  the  vegetation  of  thorns.  On  the  sum- 
mit, Cane  Signorio,  seated  on  his  horse,  seems  the  ter* 
minal  statue  of  a  rich  specimen  of  the  jeweller's  art. 
Processions  of  small  sculptured  figures  deck  the  tomb. 
Six  statuettes  in  armor,  with  bare  heads,  coyer  the 
edges  of  the  platform,  and  each  of  the  niches  of  the 
second  story  contains  its  figure  of  an  angel.  This 
crowd  of  figures  and  this  efflorescence  rise  pyramidi- 
cally  like  a  bouquet  in  a  vase  while  the  sky  shines 
through  the  infinite  interstices  of  the  scafiblding.  In 
order  to  complete  the  impression  each  tomb  by  itself, 
as  well  as  the  entire  enclosure,  is  shut  in  by  one  of 
those  railings,  so  original  and  so  intricate,  in  which 
medisBval  art  delighted,  a  sort  of  thread  of  arabesques 
wrought  with  four-leafed  trefoils,  united  with  halberd 
irons  and  crowned  with  triple-pointed  thorn-leaves.  It 
is  to  this  side,  toward  the  prodigality  and  interlacing 
of  light  capricious  forms,  tiiat  the  imagination  wholly 
turned.  Figures,  in  fact,  although  weU-proportioned, 
display  nothing  of  the  ideal.  Oane  is  simply  a  laborious- 
ly exercised  warrior.  The  statuettes  in  armor  have 
that  air  of  a  grave  sacristan  so  frequent  in  medieval 
sculptures.  The  Virgin,  sculptured  in  relief  on  the  tomb, 
is  a  simple,  gross,  stolid  peasant-woman  and  the  infant 
Christ  has  the  big  head,  lank  limbs  and  protuberant 
belly  of  actual  bantlings  that  do  nothing  else  but  suck, 
sleep  and  cry.  The  artist  knows  only  how  to  copy  the 
human  form  servilely  and  dolefully ;  his  invention  ex- 
pends itself  in  other  directions.  I  was  thinking  by 
contrast  of  a  double  Benaissance  tomb  which  I  had 
just  seen  in  the  sacristy  of  San-Fermo-Maggiore,  that 
of  Jerome  Turriano,  so  simple,  so  elegant,  so  richly 
and  so  healthily  imaginative;  where  small  fluted  col- 
umn9  form  a  medium  space  between  medium  masses, 
where  the  whiteness  of  marble  is  enhanced  by  the  dim- 
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mer  tints  of  bronze,  where  sphinxes,  fawns  and  nympha 
in  bas-relief  caper  amidst  the  flowers.    One  cannot 
fail  to  realize  that  mediadval  art  so  creative  and  so  vig- 
orous, has  something  of  the  strained  and  divergent. 
The  tmth  is  it  is  a  morbid  art :  a  cheerful  and  healthy 
mind  could  not  accommodate  itself  to  such  a  minute, 
intricate  and  fragile  ornamentation  which  seems  so  inca- 
pable of  self-endurance  and  which  demands  a  sheath  to 
protect  it.    We  require  monuments  to  be  solidly  based 
and  .to  have  a  consistency  of  their  own.    The  imagina- 
tion ikires  at  being  always  kept  suspended  in  the  air, 
diverted  in  its  flight,  caught  by  sharp  angles  .and  perched 
on  the  points  of  needles.    We  retrace  our  steps  to  see 
the    Piazza  dei  Signori,    where    there  is  a  charming 
little  Benaissance  palace,  resting  on  a  portico  of  arcades 
and  Corinthian  columns.      We  enjoy  the  finesse  of  its 
small  columns  and  the  elegant  rotundities  of  its  balus- 
trades.   The  eyes  wander  over  the  sculptures  twining 
around  the  coins  and  cornices  of  the  windows ;  branches 
loaded  with  leaves,    stately  flowers  springing  out  of 
cm  amphora,  Boman  cuirasses,  cornucopias,  medaUions, 
every  form  and  every  emblem  an  artist  would  like  to 
surround  himself  with  in  order  to  make  of  his  life  a 
fete.      We  contemplate    the  two  statues  in  the  shell 
niches,  a  Yirgin  like  the  Madonna  of  the  "  Last  Judg- 
ment,*' gathering  herself  up  and  turning  her  shoulder 
with  all  the  charm  of   Florentine    finesse.      I  sup- 
pose that  this  constitutes  the  pleasure  of  travelling; 
one's  ideas  are  reconsidered  and  confirmed  and  de- 
veloped  and  constantly  corrected  according  as  new 
cities  present  to  the  mind  new  aspects  of  the  same 
objects. 

Still  one  becomes  weary.  I  saw  too  many  pictures 
at  Yenice  to  dwell  on  those  in  this  place.  There  is,  how- 
ever, a  Pinacotheca  at  the  Palazzo  Pompeii  filled  with 
the  works  of  the  Veronese  masters.    A  number  of  the 
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early  painters,  Falconetto,  Turodi,  CriveUi,  are  ranged 
in  the  order  of  their  epoch.  One  of  them,  Paolo  Mo- 
rando,  who  died  in  1522,  fills  an  entire  room  with  his 
works,  somewhat  stiff,  realistic  and  finished  to  excess, 
in  which,  among  the  figures  copied  from  life,  are  beauti- 
fol  angels  crowned  with  laurels  and  announcing  the 
advent  of  ideal  form,  whilst  a  glow  of  color  and  aidlful 
gradations  of  tints  indicate  Venetian  taste.  All  these 
painters  should  be  studied ;  they  are  the  beginnings  of 
a  local  flora ; — ^but  there  are  days  when  every  effort  to 
fix  the  attention  is  disagreeable,  when  one  is  only  capa- 
ble of  enjoying  himself.  One  turns  away  from  the  pre- 
cursors for  two  or  three  of  the  pictures  by  the  masters. 
There  is  one  by  Bonifazio,  representing  the  rendition 
of  Verona  te  the  Doge,  brilliant  and  decorative,  in 
which  the  freest  imitation  of  actual  Kfe  is  enlivened  and 
embellished  with  every  magnificence  of  color.  Seignors 
in  the  costumes  of  the  time  of  Francis  I.,  in  lustrous 
white  silk  and  decked  with  flowers,  appear  on  one  side 
of  the  Doge,  whilst  on  the  other  sit  the  councillors  in 
the  waving  pomp  of  their  grand  red  robes.  Costume,  in 
those  days,  is  so  fine  that  it  alone  affords  material  for 
pictures ;  in  every  epoch  it  is  the  most  spontaneous  and 
most  significant  of  the  works  of  art ;  for  it  indicates  the 
way  in  which  man  comprehends  the  beautiful  and  how 
he  desires  to  adorn  his  life ;  rely  upon  it  that  if  it  is  not 
picturesque,  picturesque  testes  are  wanting.  When  peo- 
ple truly  love  pictures  they  begin  to  depict  their  own  per- 
sons ;  this  is  why  the  age  of  dress-coats  and  black  trow- 
sers  is  poorly  qualified  for  the  arts  of  design.  Compare 
our  vestments  of  a  respectable  undertaker  or  of  a  practi- 
cal engineer  to  the  superb  portrait  of  Pasio  Guariento  by 
Paul  Veronese  (1556).  He  stends  in  steel  armor  rayed 
with  black  lines  and  damasked  with  gold.  His  casque, 
gauntlets  and  lance  are  by  his  side.  He  is  a  man  of 
action,  valiant  and  gay,  although  quite  old;  his  beard 
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is  gray,  but  his  cheeks  possess  the  somewhat  vinous 
^ints  of  jovial  habits.     His  military  pomp  and  his  sim« 
pie  expression  harmonize;  everything  about  the  man 
holds  together,  within  and  without;   be  fashions  his 
own  costume,  furniture  and  architecture,  his  entire  out- 
side decoration  according  to  his  inward  necessities; 
but  in  the  long-run  ihe  decoration  reacts  on  him.    I  am 
satisfied  that  an  armor  like  this  would  convert  any 
man  into  a  heroic  ox.     To  fight  well,  to  drink  well  and 
dine  well  and  to  display  himself  superbly  on  horseback 
was  all  he  cared  to  do.    A  cavalier's  life  and  pio* 
turesque  sensations  absorbed  him  entirely ;  he  did  not, 
like  us  closet-folks,  require  a  learned  subtle  psychology ; 
it  would  have  set  him  yawning;  he  was  himself  too 
slightly  complicated  to  incline  to  our  analyses.    On  ac- 
count of  this  the  central  art  of  the  century  is  not  litera- 
ture but  painting. — In  this  art  Veronese,  like  Van  Dyck, 
reaches  that  final  moment  when  primitive  impulse  and 
energy  begin  to  be  tempered  by  the  breath  of  workfly 
ease  and  dignity.    People  still  sometimes  wear  the 
great  sword  but  use  the  rapier ;  they  don  at  need  the 
solid  battle-armor  but  more  willingly  deck  themselveB 
with  the  rich  pourpoint  and  the  laces  of  the  court ;  a 
gentlemanly  elegance  comes  to  transform  and  brighten 
the  ancient  energy  of  the  soldier.    The  Venetian  like 
the  Fleming  paints  that  noble  and  poetic  society  which, 
placed  on  the  confines  of  the  feudal  and  the  modem 
ages,  preserves  the  seigneurial  spirit  without  maintun- 
ing  gothic  rudeness  and  attains  to  the  urbanity  of  the 
palace  without  falling  into  the  insipidity  of  drawing- 
room  politeness.    By  the  side  of  Titian,  Giorgione  and 
Tintoretto,  Veronese  seems  a  delicate  cavalier  amongst 
robust  plebeians.    Here,  in  a  fresco  representing  MusiCy 
the  heads  of  the  women  possess  charming  sweetness ; 
his  voluptuousness  is  aristocratic,  and  often  refined; 
the  diversion  of  fetes,  the  variety  and  the  brilliaBcy  of 
a  smiling  seducing  beauty  more  readily  respond  to  his 
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mind  than  the  force  and  simplicity  of  bodies  and  of 
athletic  actions.  He  himself  saluted  Titian  with  respect 
**  as  the  father  of  art/'  while  Titian,  on  the  square  of 
San-Marco,  affectionately  embraced  him,  recognizing  in 
him  the  head  of  a  new  generation. 


CHAPTEUn. 

LAGO  DI  OABDA.— MILAN.— 6TRBBT8  AND  CHASACTER8.— TEffi  CATHB- 
BRAL.— MYSTIC  FIGURES  AND  VBOBTAL  ANALOGUES  OF  THB 
GOTHIC— SAN  AMBROGIO. 

Neab  Desehzano  we  come  in  sight  of  the  Lago  di 
Garda.  It  is  quite  bine,  of  that  strange  blue  peculiar 
to  rocky  depths ;  rugged  mountains,  marbled  with  glit- 
tering snow,  enclose  it  within  their  curves  and  advance 
their  promontories  into  the  middle  of  the  lake.  With 
all  their  asperities  they  look  genial ;  an  azure  veil,  as 
aerial  and  delicate  as  the  finest  gauze,  envelops  their 
nudity  and  tempers  their  rudeness.  After  leaving  Ve- 
rona they  are  visible  only  through  this  veil.  This  soft 
azure  occupies  the  half  of  space ;  the  rest  is  a  tender 
and  charming  green  prairie,  rendered  still  softer  by  the 
faint  yellow  tinge  overspreading  the  spring  growth  with 
the  freshness  of  new  being. 

At  Desenzano  the  train  stops  on  the  very  margin  of 
the  lake.  Its  lustrous  slaty  sturf  ace  buries  itself  between 
two  long  rocky  shores  seeming  to  be  the  embossed  and 
jagged  sides  of  a  fantastic  river.  It  forms,  indeed,  the 
marble  ewer  into  which,  before  they  decline,  the  Alps 
collects  and  retains  its  springs.  On  the  projections  of 
this  shore  we  see  villages,  churches  and  ancient  fort- 
resses extending  down  into  the  water,  and,  in  the 
background,  a  loftier  wall  lifting  into  the  sky  its  snowy 
fringe  silvered  with  sunlight.  Nothing  can  be  gayer 
and  nobler.  From  the  lake  to  the  firmament  all  these 
azure  tints  melt  into  each  other  graduated  by  diversi- 
ties of  distance  and  reminding  one  of  the  blue  rocky 
landscapes  which  Leonardo  gives  in  the  backgrounds 
of  his  pictures. 
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The  rest  of  the  counfcry  as  far  as  Milan  is  a  vast 
orchard  replete  with  crops,  artificial  fields  and  fniit- 
trees,  where  the  mulberry,  already  quite  green,  rounds 
its  tops  amidst  the  vines  and  where  petty  canals  bear 
life  to  the  vegetation,  so  blooming  and  so  prolific  as  to 
suggest  an  idea  of  superabundant  prosperity ;  but  in 
order  to  relieve  this  fertility  of  any  vulgar  or  monoto- 
nous aspect,  the  Alps  rise  on  the  right  in  the  evening 
glow,  like  a  file  of  vast  stationary  clouds. 

MUcua,  May  4. — One  realizes  that  he  is  in  a  rich  and 
gay  land.  The  city  is  grand  and  even  luxurious  with 
its  monumental  gates  and  broad  streets  lined  with 
palaces,  full  of  vehicles  and  lively  without  being  fever- 
ish like  Paris  or  London.  It  is  situated  on  a  plain ; 
the  lakes,  canals  and  river  easily  supply  it  with  pro- 
visions from  the  well*cultivated  and  generously  pro- 
ductive country.  Its  buildings  are  as  pleasing  as  its 
environs.  You  enter  the  waiting-rooms  of  a  railroad 
station;  you  see  between  the  mouldings  and  their 
c^naments  an  azure  ceiling  full  of  floating  clouds.  The 
caf^s  are  well  patronized ;  ices  and  coffee  cost  four  or 
five  sous ;  an  omnibus  fare  is  two  sons.  Admission  \o 
both  of  the  operas  is  but  one  or  two  francs ;  common 
people  and  the  women  are  quite  numerous  in  the  par- 
terre. Many  of  the  women  are  beautiful,  and  almost 
all  gay  and  good-humored ;  they  walk  \vell,  having  a 
spruce  and  attractive  air ;  with  their  lively  physiogno- 
my, fine,  cleanly  chiselled  head,  and  vibrating  sonorous 
accent  they  stand  out  instantaneously  in  bold  relief. 
Nothing  can  be  prettier  than  the  black  veil  serving  as  a 
ooiffiire;  a  circle  of  silver  bodkins  placed  around  the 
chignon  forms  a  crown.  Stendhal,  who  lived  here  a 
long  time,  says  that  this  city  is  the  land  of  good-nature 
and  pleasure :  to  regard  labor  and  serious  preoccupa- 
tions as  a  load  to  be  reduced  as  much  as  possible,  to 
enjoy  themselves,  to  laugh,  to  go  on  country  pic-nics, 
to  get  in  love  and  not  in  sighing  fashion,  such  is  the 
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way  in  which  thej  regard  life.  I  haye  had  two  or  three 
interesting  conyersations,  in  this  connection,  with  my 
trayelling  companions ;  all  of  them  terminated  in  the 
same  creed.  One  of  these,  haU-bourgeois,  another  a 
lawyer,  each  remarked  to  me :  "Ho  la  sveutura  desaere 
aTnanogliaio, — ^it  is  true  I  married  my  wife  for  love  and 
that  she  is  pretty  and  prudent,  but  I  have  lost  my 
Ub^ty."    • 

A  transient  visitor  like  myself  can  have  no  opinion  on 
social  matters;  he  can  only  talk  about  monuments. 
There  are  three  conspicuoi&s  ones  at  Milan — the  cathe- 
dral and  two  picture  gaUeriea. 

The  cathedral,  at  the  first  sight,  is  bewildenng. 
Gothic  art,  tran^Kirted  entire  into  Italy  at  the  close  of 
the  middle  ages,""  attains  at  once  its  traumph  and  its 
extrayagance.  Never  had  it  been  seen  so  pointed,  so 
highly  embroidered,  so  complex,  so  overcharged,  so 
strongly  resembling  a  piece  of  jewehry ;  and  as,  instead 
of  coarse  and  hfeless  stone,  it  here  takes  for  its  material 
the  beautiful  lustrous  Italian  marble,  it  beoomes  a  pure 
chased  gem  as  precious  through  its  substance  as  through 
the  labor  bestowed  on  it.  The  whole  church  seems  to 
be  a  colossal  and  magnificent  crystayization,  so  splen*- 
didly  do  its  forest  of  spires,  its  intersections  of  mouldr 
ings,  its  population  of  statues,  its  fringes  of  fretted, 
hollowed,  embroidered  and  open  marblework,  ascend  in 
multiple  and  intenuinable  bright  forms  against  the 
pure  blue  sky.  Truly  is  it  the  mystic  candelabra  of 
visions  and  legends,  with  a  hundred  thousand  branches 
bristling  and  overflowing  with  sorrowing  thorns  and 
ecstatic  roses,  with  angels,  virgins,  and  martyrs  upoa 
every  flower  and  on  every  thorn,  with  infinite  myriads 
of  the  triumphant  Church  springing  from  the  ground 
pyramidically  even  into  the  azure,  with  ita  millions  of 
blended  and  vibrating  voices  mounting  upward  in  a 

^— «—      ■   I^H    .  J I  »   ■    I  ■  .1  I  *   —  ■  lit  ■  I      j        — ^i^.^M— ^    I  I         I 

*  Begun  in  1886.    Itt  «rebitecte  weie  Ckmiaas  sad  Fna<d»^ik 
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single  shont,  hosaimah !  Moved  by  such  sentiments  we 
qnickly  comprehend  why  architecture  violated  the 
ordinary  conditions  of  matter  and  of  its  endnrance.  It 
no  longer  has  an  end  of  its  own;  little  does  it  care 
whether  it  be  a  solid  or  a  fragile  construction ;  it  is  not 
a  shelter  but  an  expression ;  it  does  not  concern  itself 
with  present  fragility  nor  with  the  restorations  ot  the 
fature ;  it  is  bom  of  a  sublime  frenzy  and  constitutes 
a  sublime  frenzy ;  so  much  the  worse  for  the  stone  that 
disintegrates  and  for  generations  tiiat  are  to  commence 
the  work  anew.  The  object  is  to  manifest  an  intense 
reverie  and  a  unique  transport ;  a  certain  moment  in 
life  is  worth  all  the  rest  of  life  put  together.  The 
mystic  philosophers  of  the  early  centuries  sacrificed 
everything  to  the  hope  of  once  or  twice  transcending  in 
the  course  of  so  many  long  years  the  limits  of  human 
existence  and  of  being  translated  for  an  instant  up  to 
the  ineffable  One,  the  source  of  the  uniT^*se. 

We  enter,  and  the  impression  deepens.  What  a 
difference  between  the  religious  power  of  such  a  church 
and  that  of  St.  Peter's  at  Borne  I  One  exclaims  to  him* 
self,  this  is  the  true  christian  temple  I  Four  rows  of 
enormous  eight-sided  pillars,  close  together,  seem  like 
a  serried  hedge  of  gigantic  oaks.  Their  strange  capi- 
tals, bristling  with  a  fantastic  vegetation  of  pinnacles, 
canopies,  foliated  niches  and  statues,  are  like  venerable 
trunks  crowned  with  delicate  and  pendent  mosses. 
They  spread  out  in  great  branches  meeting  in  the  vault 
overhead,  the  intervals  of  the  arches  being  filled  with 
an  inextricable  network  of  foliage,  thorny  sprigs  and 
light  branches,  twining  and  intertwining,  and  figuring 
the  aerial  dome  of  a  mighty  forest.  As  in  a  great  wood, 
the  lateral  aisles  are  almost  equal  in  height  to  that  of 
the  centre,  and,  on  all  sides,  at  equal  distances  apart, 
one  sees  ascending  around  him  the  secular  colonnades. 
Here  truly  is  the  ancient  germanic  forest,  as  if  a 
reminiscence  of  the  religions  groves  of  Irmensul.  light 

16* 
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pours  in  transformed  by  green,  yellow  and  purple 
panes,  as  if  through  the  red  and  orange  tints  of 
autumnal  leaves.  This,  certainly,  is  a  complete  archi«> 
tecture  like  that  of  Greece,  having,  like  that  of  Greece, 
its  root  in  vegetable  forms.  The  Greek  takes  the  trunk 
of  the  tree,  dressed,  for  his  type ;  the  German  the  en- 
tire tree  with  all  its  leaves  and  branches.  True  archi- 
tecture, perhaps,  always  springs  oat  of  vegetal  nature, 
and  each  zone  may  have  its  own  edifices  as  well  as 
plants;  in  this  way  oriental  architectures  might  be 
comprehended, — the  vague  idea  of  the  slender  palm 
and  of  its  bouquet  of  leaves  with  the  Arabs,  and  the 
vague  idea  of  the  colossal,  prolific,  dilated  and  brist- 
ling vegetation  of  India.  In  any  event  I  have  never 
seen  a  church  in  which  the  aspect  of  northern  foreets 
was  more  striking,  or  where  one  more  involuntarily 
imagines  long  alleys  of  trunks  terminating  in  glimpses 
of  daylight,  curved  branches  meeting  in  acute  angles, 
domes  of  irregular  and  commingling  foliage,  xmiversal 
shade  scattered  with  lights  through  colored  and  di- 
aphanous leavea  Sometimes  a  section  of  yellow  panes, 
through  which  the  sun  darts,  launches  into  the  obscu- 
rity its  shower  of  rays  and  a  portion  of  the  nave  glows 
like  a  luminous  glade.  A  vast  rosace  behind  the  choir, 
a  window  with  tortuous  branchings  above  the  entrance, 
shimmer  with  the  tints  of  amethyst,  ruby,  emerald  and 
topaz  like  leafy  labyrinths  in  which  lights  from  above 
break  in  and  diffuse  themselves  in  shifting  radiance. 
Near  the  sacristy  a  small  door-top,  fastened  against  the 
waU.  exposes  a/ii^nity  of  interLtbg  .oulLgs  sim- 
ilar  to  the  delicate  meshes  of  some  marvellous  twining 
and  climbing  plant.  A  day  might  be  passed  here  as  in 
a  forest,  the  mind  as  csJm  and  as  occupied  in  the 
presence  of  grandeurs  as  solemn  as  those  of  nature, 
before  caprices  as  fascinating,  amidst  the  same  inter- 
mingling of  sublime  monotony  and  inexhaustible 
fecundity,  before  contrasts  and  metamorphoses  of  light 
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as  rich  and  as  unexpected.  A  mystic  reyerie,  combined 
with  a  fresh  sentiment  of  northern  nature,  such  is  the 
source  of  gothic  architecture. 

At  the  second  look  one  feels  the  exaggerations  and 
the  incongruities.  The  gothic  is  of  the  late  epoch  and 
is  inferior  to  that  of  Assisi;  outside,  especially,  the 
grand  lines  disappear  under  the  ornamentation.  You 
see  nothing  but  pinnacles  and  statues.  Many  of  these 
statues  are  of  the  seventeenth  century,  sentimental  and 
gesticulating,  in  the  taste  of  Bernini ;  the  main  windows 
of  the  fafade  bear  the  imprint  of  the  Benaissance  and 
constitute  a  blemish.  In  the  interior  St.  Charles  Bor- 
romeo  and  his  successors  have  in  several  places  plas- 
tered it  with  the  affectations  of  the  decadence.  A 
monument  like  this  transcends  man's  forces ;  five  hun- 
dred years  of  labor  has  b^n  bestowed  on  it,  and  it  is 
not  finished  yet.  When  a  work  requires  so  long  a 
time  for  its  completion  the  inevitable  revolutions  of  the 
mental  state  leave  on  it  their  discordant  traces :  here 
appears  that  true  characteristic  of  the  middle  ages,  the 
disproportion  between  desire  and  power.  Criticism, 
however,  before  such  a  work  is  out  of  place.  One 
drives  it  from  his  mind  like  an  intruder ;  it  remains  on 
the  threshold  and  does  not  soon  attempt  to  re-enter. 
The  eyes  of  their  own  accord  discard  ugly  features ;  in 
order  to  prolong  their  pleasure  they  fix  themselves  on 
some  of  the  tombs  of  the  great  century,  that  of  Cardi- 
nal Carraciulo  (1538)  and  especially,  before  the  Chapel 
of  the  Presentation,  that  of  the  sculptor  Bambaja,  an 
unknown  man  of  the  time  of  Michael  Angelo.  The 
diminutive  Virgin  is  ascending  a  flight  of  steps  amongst 
superb,  erect  forms  of  men  and  women ;  one  meagre 
old  man  is  looking  at  her,  and  his  bony  head,  in  its 
enormous  frizzled  beard,  has  a  spirited  and  wild  aspect ; 
a  woman  on  the  left,  between  the  columns,  has  the  ani- 
mated beauty  of  the  most  blooming  youth.  Farther 
on,  another  Virgin  between  two  female  saints  is  a  mas- 


848  LOMBABDY. 

terpiece  of  simplicity  and  force.  We  do  not  know  and 
cannot  f ullj  estimate  the  genius  of  the  Renaissance ; 
Italy  has  only  exported,  or  allowed  to  be  taken,  fn^g- 
ments  of  its  work ;  books  have  popularized  a  few 
names ;  but,  for  the  sake  of  abridgment^  others  have 
been  omitted.  Below,  and  by  the  side  of  great  known 
names,  is  a  multitude  of  others  equal  to  them.  ^ 

Another  celebrated  church  is  cited,  that  of  San- 
Ambrogio,  founded  in  the  fourth  centuiy  by  St.  Ambroee 
and  completed  or  restored  later  in  the  Soman  style, 
supplied  with  gothio  arches  toward  the  year  1300  and 
strewn  with  divers  bits — doors,  pulpit  and  altar  decora- 
tions—during the  intermediary  ages.  An  oblong  court 
precedes  it  tiirough  a  double  portico.  A  large  square 
tower  flanks  it  with  its  sombre  and  reddened  mass. 
Bemnants  of  sculpture  plastered  on  the  wall  raider  the 
porticoes  a  sort  of  defaced  and  incoherent  memoriaL 
The  old  edifice  itself  raises  its  fretted  gable  upon  a 
double  story  of  arcades.  The  portal  is  peculiar,  being 
striped  and  mottled  with  fine  stone  ornaments,  consist- 
ing of  networks  of  thread,  rosaces,  and  of  small 
squares  filled  with  foliage ;  on  the  columns  we  see 
crosses,  heads  and  bodies  of  animals,  a  decoration  of 
an  unknown  species.^  These  works  of  the  darkest  cen- 
turies of  the  middle  ages  always,  after  the  first  repulsion, 
leave  a  powerful  impression.  We  feel  in  them,  as  in  the 
saints'  legends  accumulated  from  the  seventh  to  the  tenth 
centuries,  the  bewilderment  of  an  appalled  understand- 
ing, the  awkwardness  of  clumsy  hands,  the  alteration  and 
discordance  of  decrepit  faculties,  the  gropings  of  a  child- 
ish and  senile  intellect  which  has  forgotten  everything 
and  as  yet  learned  nothing  new,  its  dolorous  and  semi- 
idiotic  uneasiness  before  vaguely  conceived  forms,  its 
impotent  effort  to  stammer  forth  an  anxious  thought, 

*  Compare  the  cloister  of  St.  Trophime  at  Aries,  one  of  the  most 
carious  and  most  perfect  of  medisBval  monuments. 
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its  first  tottering  steps  in  a  profound  cave  where  all  is 
confasion  and  vacillation  in  the  pallid  rajs  of  daylight. 
In  the  interior  heavy  pillars,  composed  of  a  mass  of 
columns,  support  on  their  barbaric  capitals  a  file  of 
round  arcades  and  low  arches,  and,  at  the  far  end,  in 
the  apsis,  are  meagre  byzantine  figures  gleaming  on 
gold.  Under  the  pulpit  a  tomb,  supposed  to  be  that  of 
Stilicon,  is  sculptured  with  coarse  hunting-scenes  where 
beasts  of  uncertain  species,  it  may  be  dogs  or  orooo-  « 
diles,  are  pursuing  and  biting  each  other ;  the  decline  - 
of  art  is  not  greater  than  in  the  monument  of  Placidia 
at  Barenna.  We  look  up  and  we  see  in  the  sculptures 
of  the  pulpit  the  first  dawn  of  the  Benaissance.  It  is 
a  work  of  the  twelfth  century,  a  sort  of  long  box  rest* 
ing  on  columns  Uke  the  pulpits  of  Nicholas  of  Pisa. 
The  figures  sculptured  on  it  represent  the  Last  Supper ; 
eleren  personages  seen  in  front  view  and  with  their  two 
arms  before  them,  all  repeat  the  same  posture;  the 
heads  are  real,  and  even  carefully  studied,  but  quite 
bourgeois  and  vulgar.  Between  this  early  gleam  of 
life  and  the  formless  chaos  of  the  l^er  sepulchre,  six 
centuries,  perhaps,  elapse  ; — behold  the  time  requisite 
for  incubation  I  No  document  exposes  better  than  works 
of  art  the  formations  and  metamorphoses  of  human 
civilization. 
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a'HB  LAST  SUPPER  OF  LEONARDO  DA  VINCI.— CHARACTER  OP  HD 
FER80NAQB8.-OHARACTfiR]BTIGSOFHIS  OENIDB.-~H[S  SCHOOL.— 
LUINI.-TUE  BRERA  MU8£E.-THE  AMBROSIAN  LIBRARY. 

One  church  more  is  all  that  remains  in  mj  mind, 
that  of  Santa-Maria  delle  Orazie,  a  large  ronnd  tower 
girdled  by  two  galleries  of  small  columns  and  resting 
on  a  square  mass  ;  it  is  not  the  church  however  which 
one  goes  to  see,  but  Leonardo  da  Vinci's  ''Last  Sup- 
per," painted  on  a  wall  of  the  refectory,  and  which,  to 
tell  \he  truth,  you  do  not  see.  Fifty  years  after  its 
completion  it  became  a  ruin.  Li  the  last  century  it  was 
entirely  repainted,  and,  as  it  stiU  scaled  off,  it  was  re- 
stored ten  years  ago.  What  is  there  now  of  Leonardo 
in  this  painting  ?  Less,  perhaps,  than  in  a  master's  car- 
toon transferred  to  canvas  by  his  mediocre  pupils.  Li 
one  face,  that  of  Ae  Apostle  Andrew,*  the  wry  mouth 
is  evidently  spoilt.  Only  the  general  idea  of  the  mas- 
ter can  be  seized;  its  delicacies  have  disappeared. 
Still,  among  other  iaraits,  one  can  see  without  much 
trouble  that  the  celebrated  engraving  by  Morghen 
represents  Christ  as  more  melancholy  and  more  spiiit- 
ual.t  The  Christ  of  Leonardo  has  a  sweet  countenance 
but  large,  ample  and  divine ;  his  aim  was  not  to  portraj 
a  sad  and  tender  dreamer  but  a  type  of  humanity.  In 
like  manner  the  apostles  with  iJieir  strongly-marked 
features  and  speaking  expressions  are  vigorous  Italians 
whose  excitable  passions  lead  to  pantomime.  The  pic- 
ture of  Leonardo,  like  those  of  Baphael  in  the  Vatican, 

*  The  third  figure,  beginning  at  the  left. 

t  Compare  contemporary  copies,  those  of  Maroo  d'Oggione  at  the 
Brera.  and  that  in  the  Louvre. 
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depicted,  probably,  beaatifal  physical  life  as  understood 
in  the  Renaissance.  Bat  he  added  to  it  a  peculiarity 
of  his  own,  the  expression  of  different  temperaments 
patiently  studied  and  sudden  emotions  arrested  in 
their  flight.  On  this  account  he  must  have  devoted  a 
couple  of  hours  daily  to  the  low  class  of  the  Borgo  in 
order  to  give  to  his  Judas  the  head  of  a  sufficiently  vile 
and  vigorous  rogue. 

Here,  at  Milan,  he  thought  and  lived  the  longest. 
His  principal  works  should  be  here,  but  they  have 
either  been  carried  away  or  have  perished.  His  great 
equestrian  model  in  bronze,  intended  to  commemorate 
the  Duke  Sforza,  was  cut  to  pieces  by  some  gascon 
cro3S*bowmen.  Nothing  of  his  now  remains  but  some 
manuscripts  and  a  few  sketches  and  studies.  And  yet, 
reduced  as  his  work  is,  there  is  no  other  that  is  more 
striking.  In  the  leading  traits  of  his  genius  he  is 
modem.  There  is  in  the  Brera  gallery  by  him  a  female 
head  in  red  chalk  which  in  depth  and  delicacy  of  ex- 
pression surpasses  the  most  perfect  of  pictures.  It  is 
.not  beauty  alone  he  seeks,  but  rather  individual  origi- 
nality ;  there  is  a  moral  personality  and  a  delicacy  of 
soul  in  his  figures,  the  powerful  emotion  of  the  inner 
life  slightly  hollowing  the  cheeks  and  depressing  the 
eyes.  Two  other  studies  in  the  Ambrosian  library 
(Nos.  177, 178),  especially  that  of  a  young  female  with 
drooping  eyelids,  are  incomparable  masterpieces.  The 
nose  and  lips  are  net  perfectly  regular ;  form  alone  does 
not  occupy  him;  the  interior  seems  much  more  im- 
portant to  him  than  the  exterior.  Under  this  exterior 
Uves  a  real,  but  superior,  soul  endowed  with  faculties 
and  passions  still  slumbering,  whose  unlimited  power 
glows  in  repose  by  the  force  of  the  maiden  gaze,  by  the 
divine  form  of  the  brow  and  by  the  fulness  and  ampli- 
tude of  the  head  superbly  crowned  with  hair  such  as 
one  never  beholds.  On  examining  his  book  of  drawings 
in  the  Louvre,  and  calling  to  mind  favorite  figures  in 
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his  authentic  pictures,  on  reading  the  details  of  Mb  life 
I  and  character  one  perceives  therein  the  same  inward 
strife.  The  worid,  perhaps,  contains  no  example  of  a 
genius  so  universal,  so  creative,  so  incapable  of  self- 
contentment,  so  athirst  tor  the  infinite,  so  naturally 
refined,  so  far  in  advance  ot  his  own  and  of  subsequent 
ages.  His  countenances  express  incredible  sensibilitj 
and  mental  power;  they  overflow  with  unexjHressed 
ideas  and  emotions.  Michael  Angdo*s  personages 
alongside  of  his  are  simply  heroic  athletes ;  Baphael*s 
virgins  are  only  placid  children  whose  sleeping  souls 
have  not  yet  lived.  His  perscmages  feel  and  think 
through  every  line  and  trait  of  their  physiognomy; 
some  time  is  necessary  in  order  to  enter  into  com- 
munion with  them :  not  that  their  sentiment  is  too 
slightly  marked,  on  the  contrary,  it  emerges  from  its 
whole  investiture,  but  it  is  too  subtle,  too  complicated, 
too  far  above  and  beyond  the  ordinary,  too  unfathom- 
able and  inexplicable.  Their  immobility  and  silence 
lead  one  to  divine  two  or  three  latent  thoughts,  and  still 
others  concealed  behind  the  most  remote ;  we  have  a, 
confused  glimpse  of  their  inner  and  secret  world  like  an 
unknown  delicate  vegetation  at  the  bottom  of  trans- 
parent waters.  Their  mysterious  smile  moves  and 
disturbs  one  vaguely ;  skeptical,  epicurean,  lieentioas, 
exquisitely  tender,  ardent  or  sad,  what  aspimtions, 
what  curiosities,  how  many  disappointments  still  re- 
main to  be  discovered  I  Occasionally  among  spirited 
young  athletes,  like  Grecian  gods,  we  find  some  ambigu- 
ous adolescent  with  a  feminize  body,  slender  and  twin- 
ing with  voluptuous  coqtbetiy  like  the  hermaphrodites 
of  the  imperial  epoch,  and  who  seem,  like  them,  to 
announce  a  more  advanced,  less  healthy,  almost  morbid 
art,  so  eager  for  perfection  smd  insatiaUe  of  happiness 
that,  not  isontent  with  endowing  man  with  strength  and 
woman  with  delicacy,  it  singularly  confounds  together 
and  multiplies  the  betfi^y  of  both  sexes,  losing  itseU  in 
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the  reveries  and  in  the  researches  of  ages  of  decadence 
and  immorality.  One  goes  far  in  pushing  to  extremes 
the  craving  for  exquisite  and  deep  emotions.  Many 
m&n  of  this  epoch,  and  notably  this  one,  after  repeated 
excursions  through  all  the  sciences,  arts  and  pleasures, 
bring  back  from  their  sojourn  in  the  midst  of  all  ob- 
jects I  know  not  what  of  surfeit,  of  resignation  and  of 
sorrow.  They  appear  to  us  under  these  various  aspects 
without  wishing  to  be  wholly  abandoned.  They  halt 
before  us  with  a  semi-ironical  and  b^aevolent  smile 
somewhat  veiled.  However  expressive  the  painting 
may  be  it  reveals  nothing  of  their  interior  but  a  com* 
placent  grace  and  superior  genius ;  it  is  only  later,  and 
through  reflection,  that  we  distinguish  in  the  sunken 
orbits,  in  the  drooping  eyelids,  in  the  faintly  furrowed 
cheeks  the  infinite  exigencies  and  mute  anguish  of  sa 
over-refined,  nervous  and  prolific  nature,  the  languor  of 
exhausted  felicities  and  the  lassitude  of  insatiate  desire. 
No  ckrtist  has  maintained  so  long  and  so  complete  an 
ascendancy  over  contemporary  artists.  Melzi,  Salaino, 
Salario,  Marco  d*Oggione,  Cesare  da  Cesto,  Guadenzio 
Ferrari,  Beltraffio,  Luini,^  all  proportionately  to  and  in 
view  of  their  faculties,  remained  true  to  the  v^ierated 
and  beloved  master  whose  voice  they  had  heard  or 
whose  traditions  they  had  gathered ;  and  we  find  here 
in  their  works  the  developments  of  the  thought  which 
his  too  rare  productions  have  not  wholly  brought  to 
light.  They  repeat  his  figures;  in  the  Ambrosian 
library  some  of  Luini's  personages, — a  female  head,  a 
small  St.  John  kneeling  with  the  infant  Jesus  against 
the  Virgin,  especially  a  Holy  Family — ^seem  to  be  de- 
signed or  dictated  by  the  master.  They  are  much  more 
delicate  souls,  much  more  capable  of  refined  and  power- 
ful emotions  than  the  simply  ideal  figures  of  the  "  School 


*  Rio,  EtsUnre  de  VArt  Chretien,  YoL  IIL,  Ch.  XVL   It  is  not  certaio 
that  Luini  was  dii'ectly  a  pupil  of  Leonardo. 
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of  Athens ;"  *  no  converse  could  be  maintained  with 
Baphael's  personages ;  they  would  at  most  utter  two 
or  three  words  in  a  grave  and  melodious  voice ;  one 
would  admire  but  not  become  enamored  of  them  ;  the 
sovereign  and  penetrating  charm  emanating  from  those 
of  Leonardo  and  his  pupil  would  not  be  realized.  There 
is  little  flesh,  for  flesh  denotes  carnal  life  and  indicates 
excessive  nourishment ;  the  whole  physiognomy  lies  in 
the  features ;  these  are  strongly  marked,  although  deli- 
cate, so  that  through  all  its  lineaments  the  countenance 
feels  and  thinks ;  the  chin  is  hollowed  and  often  point- 
ed; depressions  and  projections  break  the  sculptural 
uniformity  and  exclude  the  idea  of  luxuriant  health. 
The  strange  and  indefinable  smile  of  Monna  Lisa 
gleams  on  her  motionless  lips.  A  floating  penumbra, 
an  intense  and  deep  yeUow  hue,  envelops  the  figures 
with  its  shadowiness  and  mystery ;  at  times  the  grace 
of  vanishing  contours  and  tiie  luminous  softness  of  in- 
fantile flesh  seem  to  indicate  the  hand  of  Correggio.t 
The  fulness  of  open  daylight  here  would  be  discordant ; 
tender  and  dying  tones,  mellowness  of  light  and  shade, 
the  soothing  caress  of  a  wandering  and  refreshing 
breeze  are  essential  in  order  not  to  disturb  such  deli- 
cate bodies  and  such  sensitive  natures.  Luini,  in  this 
particular,  goes  even  beyond  Leonardo.  If  he  impairs, 
he  softens  him,  if  he  has  not,  like  him,  the  elevation 
and  superiority  "of  another  Hermes  or  of  another 
Prometheus"!  he  attains  to  a  still  more  feminine  and 
more  affecting  finish.  Even  this  is  not  enough ;  he 
seeks  elsewhere  and  strives  to  add  to  the  spirit  of  his 
first  the  style  of  more  modern  masters.  As  to  his  fres- 
coes one  would  suppose  that  he  had  studied  in  Florence. 
Li  one  of  the  lower  halls  of  the  Ambrosian  library  his 


*  The  cartoon  of  this  picture  is  placed  opposite, 
f  No.  105,  without  the  name  of  any  artist    Luini  was  contempo* 
raiy  with  and  almost  a  townsman  of  Corre^o. 
t  Lomazzo. 
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Christ  crowned  with  thorns  is  scourged  by  the  execu- 
tioners ;  a  large  curtain  and  four  columns  encircle  the 
scene  of  suffering  ;  on  each  side,  in  symmetrical  order, 
are  two  angels  and  three  executioners ;  in  the  distance 
is  seen  one  of  the  disciples  with  the  two  Marys ;  on  the 
two  flanks  of  the  picture,  a  file  of  pious,  kneeling  alms- 
receivers  in  black  robes,  cause,  through  their  realistic 
figures,  the  rhythmic  attitudes  and  ideal  forms  of  this 
evangelical  event  to  be  still  better  felt.  In  like  manner, 
at  the  entrance  of  the  Brera  gallery,  the  twenty  frescoes 
which,  for  the  most  part,  represent  the  various  stories 
of  the  Virgin,  have  the  faintness  of  color,  the  simple 
expression  and  the  serene  nobleness  of  the  figures  of 
the  Vatican.  At  one  time  it  is  a  large  Virgin  accompa- 
nied by  an  aged  man  in  a  green  nmntle  and  by  a  young 
woman  in  a  golden-yellow  robe,  and,  at  their  feet,  on 
the  steps,  a  little  angel  who,  with  legs  stretched  apart, 
tunes  his  cithern  with  the  motionless  pose  and  the 
harmonious  lines  of  the  "  Parnassus,"  or  of  the  "  Dis- 
pute of  the  Holy  Sacrament."  At  another  time,  in  the 
"  Nativity  of  the  Virgin,"  it  is  a  couple  of  nimble  young 
girls  fetching  water,  and  two  aged  women,  so  beautiful 
and  so  grave,  that  one  imagines  in  looking  at  them, 
the  corresponding  scenes  painted  by  Andrea  del  Sarto 
in  the  portico  of  Santa-Annunziata.  Luini  here  seems 
to  have  adopted  the  precepts  of  the  pure  and  learned 
school  in  which  Baphael  was  formed,  the  perfection  and 
moderation  of  which  are  best  represented  by  the  Frate 
and  Andrea  del  Sarto ;  the  school  which,  founded  by 
the  goldsmiths,  always  subordinated  expression  and 
color  to  drawing;  which  placed  beauty  in  the  dispo- 
sition of  lines,  and  which,  in  the  sobriety,  elevation  and 
judiciousness  of  its  mind  was  the  Athens  of  Italy.  But 
here  and  there  the  form  of  a  head,  a  delicate  chin,  large 
eyes  still  more  enlarged  by  the  arch  of  the  eyebrow, 
some  adorable  infantile  form,  an  air  of  intelligence,  a 
more  subtle  charm,  recalls  Leonardo.    The  three  great 
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Italian  artists  matured  at  Florence  liave  all  added 
something  to  paganism  and  to  the  Florentine  Atticism, 
— the  pious  ingeniousness  of  Baphael  brought  by  him 
from  religious  Umbria ;  the  tragic  energy  which  Michael 
Angelo  found  in  his  own  wrestling  soul ;  the  exquisite 
and  pensive  superiority  the  example  of  wMch  Leonardo 
bequeathed  to  his  Lombard  pupils. 

Two  galleries  more  contain  together  six  or  sevea 
hundred  pictures,  and  the  only  prudent  course  for  a 
man  to  pursue  is  to  keep  silent  about  them.  I  have 
only  noted  five  or  six  of  them,  and  first,  the  "Marriage 
of  the  Virgin"  by  Baphael.  He  was  twenty-one  years 
old  and  copied,  with  a  few  alterations,  a  picture  by 
Perugino  which  is  in  the  Miisie  at  Caen.  It  is  an  au- 
roral ray,  the  early  dawn  of  his  invention.  The  color 
is  almost  hard,  and  cut  out  in  clean  spots  by  dry  con- 
tours. The  moral  type  of  the  virile  figures  is  still  but 
indicated ;  two  youths  and  several  yoxmg  girls  have  the 
same  round  head,  the  same  small  eyes,  the  same  lamb- 
like expression  characteristic  of  choir-children  or  of 
communicants.  He  scarcely  dares  to  venture;  his 
thought  moves  only  in  the  twilight.  But  its  virginal 
poesy  is  perfect.  A  broad  open  space  extends  behind 
the  personages.  Li  the  background  b  rotund  temple, 
furnished  with  porticoes,  profiles  its  regular  lines  on 
the  pure  sky.  The  azure  expands  amply  on  all  sides, 
as  in  the  country  around  Assisi  and  Perugia ;  the  distant 
landscape,  at  first  green,  then  blue,  encircles  the  cere- 
mony with  its  serenity.  With  a  simpKcity  which  recalls 
hieratic  compositions,  the  personages  all  stand  in  a  row 
in  the  foreground  of  the  picture ;  their  two  groups  cor^ 
respond  to  each  other  on  each  side  of  the  two  spouses, 
and  the  high-priest  forms  the  centre.  Amidst  this  gen- 
eral repose  of  figures,  of  attitudes  and  of  lines,  the 
Yirgin,  modestly  inclining:,  and  with  her  eyes  downcast, 
halthesitatingly  advanced  her  hand  on  which  the  priest 
is  about  to  place  the  marriage  ring,    j^e  does  not 
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know  what  to  do  with  the  other  hand,  and,  with  ador* 
able  artlessness,  she  presses  it  close  against  her  mantiie. 
A  light,  diaphanous  yeil  scarcely  touches  her  exquisite 
blonde  hair ;  an  angel  could  not  have  placed  it  on  her 
with  more  becoming  care  and  respect.  She  is,  how- 
ever, large,  healthy  and  beautiful  like  a  rural  maiden, 
and  near  her  a  superb  young  woman  in  light  red, 
draped  in  a  green  mantie;  tur^s  around  with  ttie  pride 
of  a  goddess.  Pagan  beauty,  the  animated  sentiment 
of  an  active  and  agile  body,  the  spirit  and  taste  of  the 
Benaissance,  already  peer  out  through  monastic  piety 
and  placidity. 

The  contrast  is  very  great  on  contemplating  the  last 
of  the  great  painters  of  the  Benaissance,  Correggio  and 
his  "Eepose  of  the  Virgin."  The  picture  is  signed  Anto- 
nius  Lsetus,*  and,  although  there  is  doubt  that  it  is  by 
him,  I  venture  to  find  it  charming.  Two  young  women, 
the  Virgin  and  the  infant  Jesus,  are  under  a  tree 
almost  black,  in  a  sort  of  sombre  relief  which  greatly 
enhances  the  extraordinary  briUiancy  of  the  heads. 
The  straight  and  symmetrical  lines  have  become  wav- 
ing and  curved.  Figures,  tranquil  and  slumbering, 
have  abandoned  sculptural  regularity  and  noble  sim- 
plicity.  Now  their  disturbed  look  bewilderg  and 
excites ;  their  animation,  their  pri^e,  their  innocence 
remind  one  of  the  nervous  vivacity  of  birds.  Still 
more  winning  and  seductive  than  the  Virgin  is  the 
young  woman  in  a  yellow  robe  who  is  kneeling  by  her, 
with  a  phial  in  her  hand,  among  lights  and  half-lights 
of  marvellous  delicacy  and  splendor ;  a  kind  of  infantile 
sullenness  imperceptibly  swells  her  lip.  After  the 
virile  figures  expressing  the  energy  of  intact  passions  it 
remained  to  art,  becoming  exaggerated  before  declining, 
and  to  souls  becoming  over-refined  before  becoming 
relaxed,  the  cult  of  feminine  grace,  at  one  time  sport- 

*  LflBtns  the  latin  form  of  Alle^ 
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iye  and  pretty,  at  another  genial  and  penetrating, 
infinite  in  subtle  and  complex  charms,  alone  capable  of 
absorbing  hearts  to  which  action  was  interdicted,  ap- 
pearing in  Correggio  like  the  softened  glow  of  a  flower 
blooming  too  early  and  then  fading,  or  like  the  extreme 
maturiiy  of  a  melting  peach  impregnated  with  evening 
sunshine. 

After  him,  the  restoration  of  the  Caracci  does  not 
stay  the  decadence.  These  artists,  so  learned,  so 
ingenious,  so  painstaking,  are  either  academic  painters 
or  painters  by  system.  If  they  still  create  it  is  out- 
side of  the  proper  field  of  painting,  in  moral  expression. 
They  produce  interesting  or  affecting  dramas  or  melo- 
dramas. Among  twenty  pictures  of  this  school  there 
is  a  celebrated  one  by  Guercino  of  *'  Abraham  expelling 
Hagar."  Hagar  is  weeping  with  despair  and  indigna- 
tion ;  but  she  masters  herself  and  her  feminine  pride 
renders  her  rigid ;  she  will  no  longer  allow  Sarah  her 
fortunate  rival  to  feed  on  her  grief.  The  latter  displays 
the  haughtiness  of  the  legitimate  wife  who  has  driven 
away  a  mistress;  she  affects  dignity  and  yet  glances 
out  of  one  comer  of  her  eye  with  malignant  satisfac- 
tion. Abraham  is  a  noble  patriarch  who  is  good  at 
self-display,  but  empty-headed ;  it  was  difficult  to  find 
any  other  part  for  bim.  All  this  is  of  a  spiHtvd  stamp 
and  would  provide  a  Diderot  with  numerous  pages; 
but  psychology  here  assumes  precedence  of  painting. 

How  intact  the  Venetians  maintain  themselves  and 
how  faithful  they  alone  are  to  the  true  point  of  view ! 
There  are  five  or  six  Titians  in  the  Ambrosian  gallery, 
and  as  many  Yeroneses  at  the  Brera,  which,  with  folds 
of  stuffs,  a  curved  body,  a  background  of  blue  sky  rayed 
with  ruddy  foliage,  suffice  for  every  craving  of  the  eyes, 
A  "  Nativity"  by  Titian  shows  the  Virgin  under  a  species 
of  rustic  shed  of  dark  wood  toward  which  advance  the 
three  magi  kings ;  one  of  them  almost  an  Ethiopian 
negro,  comes  forward  in  a  green  silken  jacket  wearing 
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on  his  head  a  sort  of  barbarous  cap  surmonnted  with 
an  enormous  red  feather ; — imagine  the  effect,  under  this 
relief,  of  a  sooty  tint  illuminated  bj  three  small  lights, 
one  on  the  eye,  the  other  on  the  white  teeth,  and  the 
other  on  the  lobe  of  the  ear.  The  second  one,  a  big, 
bald  well-fed  potentate  displays  himself  in  a  vast  robe 
of  yellow  silk  figured  with  gold.  The  third,  an  old 
warrior  all  in  red,  his  sword  by  his  side  and  standing, 
scarcely  dares  let  his  rude  gray  beard  touch  the  end  of 
the  feet  of  the  little  infant.  All  these  painters  evidently 
copied  with  sincere  pleasure  surrounding  pomps  and 
festivals;  pedantry  does  not  intrude  itself  to  bridle 
them  ;  their  pictures  come  to  them  through  the  impetus 
of  a  free  instinct  and  not  through  the  combinations  of 
academic  precepts.  In  this  respect  a  ''Moses  in  the 
Bulrushes,"  by  Bonifazio  would  be  amusing  if  it  were 
not  splendid.  Fortunately  no  one  here  thinks  of 
Moses ;  the  scene  is  simply  a  pleasure-party  near  Padua 
or  Yerona  for  beautiful  ladies  and  grand  seigneurs. 
We  see  people  in  the  gay  costume  of  the  day  under 
spreading  trees  in  a  broad,  mountainous  country.  The 
princess  desires  to  take  a  promenade,  accompanied  by 
her  full  retinue  of  dogs,  horses,  monkeys,  musicians, 
squires  and  ladies  of  honor.  The  rest  of  the  cavalcade 
arrives  in  the  distance.  Those  who  have  dismounted  are 
enjoying  the  shade  of  the  foliage  and  are  indulging  in  a 
concert ;  the  seignors  lie  at  the  ladies*  feet  and  are 
singing  with  their  caps  on  their  heads  and  their  swords 
by  their  sides ;  the  ladies,  smiling,  are  chatting  while 
listening.  Their  robes  of  silk  and  of  velvet,  at  one 
time  red  and  striped  with  gold,  at  another  sea-green  or 
deep-blue,  their  sleeves  puffed  and  slashed,  form  groups 
of  magnificent  tones  against  the  depths  of  the  foliage. 
They  are  at  leisure  and  are  enjoying  life.  Some  of 
them  are  looking  at  the  dwarf  giving  fruit  to  the  mon- 
key, or  at  the  little  negro  in  a  blue  jacket  holding  the 
hounds  in  a  leash.    In  their  midst,  and  still  more 
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gorgeous,  like  the  leading  jewel  in  a  brooch,  is  the 
princess  standing  erect ;  a  rich  surtout  of  blue  velyet, 
open  and  fastened  with  diamond  buttons,  leaves  visible 
her  robe  of  autumnal  hue  :  the  chemise  spangled  with 
golden  seeds  enlivens  with  its  whiteness  the  satiny  flesh 
of  the  neck  and  chin,  and  pearls  wind  their,  soft  light 
through  the  curls  of  her  auburn  tresses. 

All  this  dwindles  before  a  sketch  by  Yelasquez,  broad- 
ly executed  with  a  few  formless  dashes  of  color.  It  is 
tiie  bust  of  a  dead  monk,  as  large  as  life,  of  a  sublime 
and  fearful  reality.  He  is  not  long  dead,  and  the  face 
is  not  yet  earthy ;  but  the  lips  are  pale  and  the  eyes 
heavily  closed;  the  stiffness  of  the  neck  breaks  the 
brown  drapery.  There  is  here  nothing  of  the  ideal; 
naked  tragedy  suffices  and  more  too ;  a  ray  of  sunshine 
falls  on  the  vulgar  shaved  mask,  of  one  color,  enveloped 
in  the  sombre  folds  of  the  cowl ;  under  that  outward 
brilliancy  the  flight  of  the  inner  life  becomes  moie 
tragic ;  the  man  is  now  empty,  and  the  livid,  inert  re- 
mains are  only  a  shell.  In  vain  the  ccmtracted  brow 
bears  the  marks  of  an  agonizing  sweat ;  the  agony  is 
just  over  and  we  now  feel  how  heavy  is  the  formidable 
hand  of  death.  Under  this  hand  the  body  has  suddenly 
become  a  foul  lump  of  clay,  a  pile  of  dust  which,  of 
itself,  is  about  to  ^disintegrate  and  retain  only  through 
a  passing  usurpation  the  imprint  of  the  vanished 
spirit. 


OHAPTEE  IV. 

OOMO  AND  THE  LAKE.-43CKNERY.-THE  CATHEDRAL.— ITALIAN  AR- 
CHITEUTUKB  AND  SCULPTURE  IN  THE  FIFTEENTH  CENTURY. 

Afteb  three  months  passed  in  the  society  of  pictures 
and  statues  a  man  gets  to  be  like  one  who  for  three 
months  has  been  invited  oat  daily  to  dine  ; — give  me 
bread  now  and  no  more  sweetmeats. 

We  take  the  railway  with  a  light  heart,  knowing  at 
the  terminus  we  shall  find  water,  trees  and  veritable 
mountains,  and  that  the  landscape  will  no  longer  be 
merely  three  feet  long  and  shut  up  within  four  margins 
of  gold.  There  is  relief  iq  looking  at  a  beautiful, 
fertile  imdulating  country,  where  the  white  roads  form 
ribbons  amidst  the  green  cidtures.  We  reach  Monza, 
an  old  and  famous  little  town  of  the  middle  ages,  and 
take  good  care  not  to  go  to  see  the  iron-crown  and  the 
jewels  of  the  Lombard  queen  Theodoline.  Veritable 
antiquities  and  historic  brie  a  brae  are  let  alone.  There 
is  far  greater  pleasure  in  strolling  through  the  pretty 
streets ;  the  most  one  contemplates,  in  passing,  is  the 
lagade  of  the  cathedral,  of  a  gay  Italian  gothic,  almost 
plain,  where  the  elegant  pulpit,  half-ogive  half-classic, 
decked  with  shell  niches  and  spiral  columns,  frames 
amongst  its  trefoils  and  ogives,  the  serious  figures  of 
apostles  and  saints.  These  graceful  or  beautiful  forms 
leave  in  the  mind  a  sort  of  poetic  ibelody  which  lingers 
there  whilst  the  feet  stray  about  the  streets.  This  little 
town,  agreeable  like  those  of  our  Touraine,  does  not  seem 
bourgeoise  like  these.  We  resume  our  carriage ;  the 
eyes  wander  over  the  slopes  covered  with  trees  succeed- 
ing each  other  along  the  road  leading  to  the  ancient 
gates  of  Como.    The  hotels  stand  upon  the  shore,  and 
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we  see  from  the  windows  the  great  blue  expanse  losing 
itself  afar  in  the  golden  evening  atmosphere.  A  stock- 
ade protects  the  vessels,  and  the  growing  duskiness 
spreads  its  mistiness  over  the  glittering  waves.  Night 
has  come.  In  the  universal  darkness  the  mountains 
form  a  darker  circle  around  the  lake ;  a  lantern  and 
some  distant  h'ghts  vacillate  here  and  there  like  sur- 
viving stars;  the  coolness  from  the  water  comes  in 
brought  by  a  gentle  breeze ;  the  port  and  the  square 
are  empty,  and  one  feels  himself  protected  and  tran- 
quillized by  the  all-pervadiAg  silence. 

In  the  moriiing  we  take  a  steamboat  in  order  to 
make  a  tour  of  the  lake,  and  for  the  entire  day,  without 
fatigue  or  thought,  we  swim  in  a  cup  of  light.  The 
shores  are  strewn  with  white  villages,  reaching  down  to 
dip  their  feet  in  the  water;  the  mountains  descend 
gradually,  their  pyramids  being  populated  half-way  up ; 
pale  olive  and  round-topped  mulberry  trees  stretch 
away  in  rows  along  the  eminences,  and  summer-houses, 
framed  in  imder  a  beautiful  shade,  extend  their  ranges  of 
terraces  down  to  the  beach.  Toward  Bellagio  myrtle  and 
lemon  trees  and  parterres  of  flowers  form  either  white 
or  purple  bouquets  between  the  two  azure  branches  of 
the  lake.  But,  as  it  retreats  toward  the  north,  the 
country  becomes  grand  and  severe  ;  the  monntains  rise 
high  and  become  shattered;  rigid  seams  of  primitive 
rocks,  indented  crests  white  with  snow,  long  ravines  in 
which  He  ancient  strata  of  frost,  emboss  or  furrow  with 
their  entanglements  the  uniform  dome  of  the  sky.  Sev- 
eral lofty  crags  seem  to  be  bastions  ranged  in  a  circle ; 
the  lake  was  once  a  glacier,  and  the  friction  of  its  sides 
has  slowly  eaten  away  and  rounded  off  the  declivities. 
Within  these  inhospitable  gorges  there  is  no  verdure  or 
trace  of  life;  man  ceases  to  regard  himself  as  on  the 
habitable  globe;  he  stands  in  the  mineral  world  an- 
terior to  man,  on  a  bare  planet  where  his  sole  enter- 
tainers are  stone,  the  atmosphere  and  water^   a  vast 
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pool  the  child  of  eternal  snows ;  around  it  is  an  assem- 
bly of  grave  mountains  which  dip  their  feet  in  its  azure ; 
behind  them  is  a  second  range  of  whitened  peaks,  still 
wilder  and  more  primitive,  like  an  upper  circle  of  giant 
gods,  all  motionless  and  jet  all  different,  as  expressive 
and  as  varied  as  human  physiognomies,  bat  bathed  in  a 
warm  velvety  tint  through  distance  and  the  vapory  air 
and  tranquil  in  the  enjoyment  of  their  magnificent 
eternity.  The  breeze  having  subsided  the  great  lumi- 
nary of  heaven,  above  the  contracted  horizon,  flamed 
down  with  all  its  force.  The  blue  of  the  lake  became 
more  profound ;  around  the  boat  undulations  of  velvet 
rose  and  fell  unintermittingly,  and  in  the  hoUows,  be- 
tween the  azured  bands,  the  sun  projected  other  moving 
bands  like  yellow  silk  spangled  with  sparks. 

Ccymo  and  the  Cathedral, — It  is  in  vain  to  have  resolved 
to  see  no  more  works  of  art.  They  exist  everywhere  in 
Italy,  and  this  Httle  town  has  such  a  beautiful  cathe- 
dral 1 

Nowhere  have  we  foxmd  a  happier  union  of  the  Ital- 
ian and  the  Gothic,*  a  more  beautiful  simplicity  re- 
lieved here  and  there  with  the  pleasing  and  the  fanci- 
ful. The  fagade  consists  of  the  ordinary  gable  com- 
posed of  two  houses  joined  together,  the  one  upper  and 
the  other  lower,  clearly  defined  by  four  perpendicular 
cordons'  of  statues.  You  recognize  the  type  and  the 
bony  framework  of  the  national  architecture  such  as 
Pisa,  Sienna  and  Yerona  created  it  in  refashioning  the 
basilicas.  Although  christian  it  is  gay.  Although  the 
solid  parts  dominate  there  is  no  lack  of  finesse  and 
variety.  You  feel  the  substance  of  the  wall  but  it  is 
embroidered,  and  embroidered  harmoniously.  Statues 
stand  in  shell  niches,  but  each  file  of  niches  terminates 
in  a  highly  foliated  and  elegant  little  canopy.  The 
nudity  of  the  fafade  is  diversified  by  a  large  rosace  and 

*  Began  in  1896,  the  &9ade  having  been  finished  in  1526. 
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four  high  windows,  and  four  files  of  niches  and  statues. 
In  order  to  entirelj  break  the  monotony  the  artist  has 
placed  on  the  two  flanks  two  grand  projecting  niches 
and  in  these  stand  an  angel  on  one  side  and  the  Yirgin 
on  the  other  between  pretty  spiral  oolmnns  capped 
with  pointed  pinnacles.  Over  the  rose-window  run 
two  niches,  one  narrow  and  gothic  containing  a  Christ, 
and  the  other  wide,  in  which  ogive  and  renaissance 
forms  commingle,  and  where  a  second  Christ,  between 
the  angel  and  his  mother,  seems  to  be  bestowing  a 
benediction  on  the  entire  structure.  Still  higher  up, 
on  the  extreme  and  central  peak,  above  this  elegant, 
up-springing  pyramid,  you  see  arising  like  the  crown  of 
a  candelabra,  an  exquisitely  charming  little  openwork 
turret,  four  delicate  stories  of  sculptured  pilasters  and 
Greek  columns,  elevated  and  tapered  by  a  capping  bt 
gothic  foliage  and  indentations.  Nowhere  have  we 
seen  a  latin  fa9ade  in  which  the  rich  inyention  of  the 
Benaissance  and  the  bewildering  finish  of  ogival  taste 
harmonize  in  more  exquisite  sobrietjr  and  with  a  liTelier 
inspiration. 

But  the  renaissance  spirit  predominates.  This  is 
evident  in  the  abundance  and  beauty  of  the  statues. 
The  pleasure  of  contemplating  and  ennobling  the 
human  form  is  the  distinctive  mark  of  this  age  in  which 
man,  freed  from  ancient  superstition  and  mis^,  begins 
to  feel  his  own  power,  to  admire  his  own  genius  and  to 
assume  for  himself  the  position  of  the  gods  under  which 
he  had  humbled  himself.  Not  only  do  cordons  of 
statues  bind  together  the  four  lines  of  the  edifice  and 
overlie  each  other  above  the  rose-window,  but  the  win- 
dows are  bordered  with  them,  the  central  door  flanked 
and  crowned  and  the  curves  of  the  three  portals  peo- 
pled with  them.  They  are  of  the  best  epoch,  and 
belong  to  the  dawn  of  the  renaissance.*    Their  aim- 

*  TwaBtatUMontheaidesof  the  great  door  are  d«led  1486L 
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pHciiy,  their  gravity,  their  originality,  their  vigor  of  ex- 
pression  testify  to  a  healthy  and  youthful  art.  Several 
figures  of  young  people  in  pourpoints  and  tight  hose 
are  chivalrous  pages  with  legs  somewhat  slender,  such 
as  Perugino  painted.  Naive  and  semi-awkward  airs,  a 
too  literal  imitation  of  actual  forms,  undoubtedly  indi- 
'  cate  that  the  spirit  has  not  yet  attained  to  its  full  flight. 
Again  some  exaggerated  attitudes  and  superabundant 
masses  of  hair  like  those  of  Leonardo  da  Yinci,  still 
announce  the  early  excess  and  irregular  pulsation  of 
invention ; — but  the  sculptor  so  fully  appreciates  life ! 
You  realize  that  he  discovers  it,  that  he  is  enamored 
with  it,  that  his  soul  is  full  of  it,  that  a  proud  young 
man,  or  virginal  and  passive  Madonna,  suffice  to  whoUy 
absorb  him ;  that  varieties  of  head  and  of  human  atti- 
tude, the  movement  of  muscles  and  of  drapery,  all  the 
grandeur  and  all  the  action  of  the  body  are  stamped 
on  his  mind  through  direct  contact  with  it,  through 
spontaneous  comprehension  and  without  academic  tra- 
dition. From  Ghiberti  to  Michael  Angelo  Italian  sculp- 
ture multiplied  its  masterpieces  ;  its  statuettes,  its  bas- 
reliefe,  its  jewelry  form  a  complete  world.  If,  in  the 
larger  and  isolated  statues  it  remains  inferior  to  Grecian 
sculpture  it  equals  it  in  subordinate  statues  and  in 
general  ornamentation.  The  statue  thus  regarded 
enters  as  a  portion  into  a  whole.  The  tops  of  the  three 
doors  of  the  fa9ade  are  pictures  like  the  bas-reliefs  of 
Ghiberti ;  a  "  Nativity,"  a  "  Circumcision,"  "  the  Ado- 
ration of  the  Magi,"  and,  on  the  northern  facade,  a 
"  Visitation"  are  displayed  in  complete  scenes  through 
a  multitude  of  grouped  figures  and  sometimes  with  a 
joyous  profusion  of  arabesques  the  personages  of  which 
are  themselves  only  a  fi-agment.  The  northernmost 
door  consists  of  an  arc  supported  by  two  columns  and 
two  pilasters,  as  crowded  and  as  blooming  as  the  fron- 
tispieces of  the  books  of  the  period.  Naked  children 
cling  to  the  cornices,  play  with  dolphins  and  bestride 
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the  goats,  and  others  are  blowing  on  bagpipes.  Small 
marine  cupids  are  shaking  their  serpentine  tails  among 
jumping  frogs.  Birds  with  outspread  wings  come  to 
peck  at  the  cornucopias.  On  the  neighboring  windows 
runs  a  frieze  of  large,  expanded  flowers,  infantile  bodies 
and  grave  medallions.  All  the  kingdoms  of  nature,  all 
the  graceful  and  luxurious  confusion  of  the  fantastic 
and  of  the  actual  world  wind  and  moye  about  in  stone 
like  a  pagan  carnival  in  the  gardens  of  Alcinous  under 
the  capricious  and  facile  inventiveness  of  Ariosto. 
The  architecture  adapts  itself  to  this  elegant  fes- 
tival ;  it  forms  bijous  to  frame  it  in.  The  baptistery 
is  a  charming  little  marble  pavilion  whose  small  columns 
form  a  circle  in  order  to  support  a  round  roof,  protect- 
ing the  sculptured  vase  containing  the  lustral  water. 
The  niches  flanking  the  great  entrance  are  trim  little 
porticoes  filled  with  delicate  serpentine  arabesques. 
One  ought  perhaps  to  state  that  the  centre  of  art  in 
the  Benaissance  is  decorative  art.  Commissions  in 
Greece  came  principally  from  the  city  which  desired  to 
have  a  memorial  of  its  heroes  and  of  its  gods.  Com- 
missions in  Florence  came  especially  from  wealthy  in- 
dividuals who  craved  ewers,  ivory  and  ebony  cabinets, 
plate,  painted  walls  and  ceilings  and  sculptured  stucco 
in  order  to  decorate  their  apartments.*  Art,  in  the 
former,-was  rather  a  public  matter  and  therefore  graver, 
simpler  and  better  calculated  to  express  calm  grandeur. 
Here  art  is  rather  a  private  concern  and  therefore  more 
flexible,  less  solemn,  and  more  inclined  to  seek  the 
agreeable,  to  excite  pleasure  and  to  proportion  its 
dimensions  and  its  inventions  to  the  luxury  of  which  it 
is  the  ministrant. 

♦  Bee  the  lives  of  Paolo  Uccello,  Dello,  Verocclilo,  Pollaiolo,  Dona- 
tello  in  Vasari.  Painting  and  sculpture  in  the  fifteenth  ce&toiy  iflsae 
from  the  goldsmith's  art 


CHAPTEB  V. 

FHOM  OOMO  TO  LAOO  MAGOIOKfl:.— DEVOTION.-BPICUItBANISM.— THB 
PEASANTKY,  BOUBQEOIS  AND  NOBLES.— POLITICAL  DISPOSITIONS. 
—THE  NECESSITIES  OF  ITALY.— LAOO  MAQGIORE.— ISOLA  MADRB. 
— ISOLA  BELLA.— SCENERY.— ART  AND  NATURE.— THE  ALPS  AND 
THE  SmPLON. 

The  country  is  beautiful,  green  and  fertile  and  strewn 
"with  villages  and  country-houses ;  poplar  avenues  ex- 
tend down  to  the  road  and  terminate  in  a  circle  of  stone 
benches  under  a  shade.  The  crops  follow  one  after 
another  under  lines  of  mulberry-trees ;  between  these 
runs  the  slender  stem  of  a  vine,  expanding  its  young 
leaves  and  traversed  by  sunlight.  Wheat,  wine  and 
silk  compose  everywhere  a  triple  harvest  on  the  same 
field. 

It  is  a  fete  day.  The  people  are  out  of  doors  in  their 
Sunday  clothes.  They  do  not  look  indigent;  their 
dwellings  are  in  good  condition;  the  women  wear 
shawls  striped  with  white  and  red,  black  skirts  falling 
in  plaits,  ear-rings,  and  a  crown  of  sUver  pins  which 
fasten  their  veils  and  hair.  Summing  up  thiugs  in 
gross  there  is  about  the  same  degree  of  comfort  as  in 
Touraine.  Most  of  the  children,  however,  go  barefoot ; 
the  diligence  horses  are  lean  nags  as  in  Provence,  and 
a  good  many  signs  indicate  the  same  neglect,  ignorance 
and  love  of  pleasure  and  the  same  superstition  as  in 
the  south  of  France.  Numerous  Madonnas  are  seen, 
and  alongside  of  them  a  notice  to  the  wayfarer  to  re- 
peat an  Ave,  Sometimes  the  walls  represent  the 
damned  in  the  midst  of  flames,  and  bear  an  inscription 
advising  the  living  to  take  heed.  At  Milan,  in  the 
cathedral,  Jesus  on  a  cross  is  surrounded  by  three  or 
four  small  silver  hearts ;  repentant  believers  who  have 
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confessed  and  who  are  willing  to  saj  a  Paternoster  or 
an  Ave  at  the  choir,  obtain  a  hundred  years*  indulgence ; 
if  they  are  old  or  impotent  thej  have  only  to  send  some 
one  to  do  it  in  their  place  and  thus  derive  no  less  bene- 
fit. One  of  my  Venetian  friends  regards  the  state  of 
mind  in  his  province  as  about  the  same ;  the  peasantry 
are  devotees  to  the  Holy  Father ;  however  poor  they 
may  be  they  give  their  money  for  masses,  their  lively 
imagination  offering  a  firm  hold  for  the  religion  of 
rites. 

Hence  it  is  that  they  are  only  very  moderately  patri- 
otic. In  the  late  campaign  our  officers  found  them 
better  disposed  toward  the  Austrians  than  to  the 
Piedmontese.  The  German  administration  had  been 
orderly,  lenient  enough  and  even  paternal  for  the 
peasantry;  these,  unable  to  read  and  indifferent  to 
politics  entertained  no  bad  feeling  against  Austria. 
When  national  pride  and  sentiment  are  wanting  little 
does  it  matter  if  the  master  be  a  foreigner ;  if  he  allows 
dancing,  drinking,  love-making  and  pays  weU  for 
services,  that  suffices.  A  boatman,  a  shrewd  fellow,  as 
they  almost  all  are,  said  to  me,  "The  Austrians  are 
clever  folks ;  they  made  a  good  deal  of  work,  and  there 
was  more  trade  in  their  day.  They  were  only  ill-natured 
to  the  signon  because  the  signori  were  always  against 
them.  !Now  the  signori  are  satisfied ; — they  have  every- 
thing and  their  sons  are  officers.  It  is  only  the  poor 
who  are  miserable ;  none  of  the  peasants  have  property ; 
the  land  all  belongs  to  the  rich.  A  day-laborer  earns 
thirty  cents  a  day,  a  kilogramme  of  meat  costs  eighty- 
five  centimes  and  we  pay  as  many  taxes  as  before.*' — 
This  intelligent  and  sensuous  race  see  but  one  object  in 
life,  that  of  pleasure  and  idleness.  A  country  bourgeois 
tells  me :  "  They  would  like  to  enjoy  themselves  and  do 
nothing ;"  they  esteem  a  government  the  more  accord- 
ing as  they  happen  to'  enjoy  imder  it  more  amusements 
and  more  leisure. 
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To  make  amends  the  middle-class  and  the  nobles,  all 
who  possess  a  cloth  coat  and  read  the  newspapers,  are 
enthusiastic  for  Italy.  In  1848  Milan  fought  for  three 
days  and  drove  off  the  Austrians  with  its  own  forces. 
When  the  French,  after  the  battle  of  Magenta,  entered 
the  city,  their  joy,  gratitude  and  enthusiasm  amounted 
to  delirium.  One  soldier,  at  first,  appeared,  alone  by 
himself ;  the  throng  of  people  rushing  forward  to  wel- 
come and  embrace  him  was  so  great  that  he  coidd  not 
keep  his  feet ;  his  head  went  bobbing  about  and  he 
staggered  with  exhaustioix.  Soon  after  this  the  ad- 
vanced battalions  appeared.  Young  girls  with  their 
mothers  ran  through  the  streets  embracing  the  soldiers 
and  even  the  Turcos.  These  battalions  remained  a 
fortnight ;  cafes,  restaurants,  all  was  given  up  to  them ; 
they  were  not  allowed  to  pay  a  cent.  It  was  impossible 
for  a  resident  to  have  a  glass  of  ice-cream  brought  to 
him — everything  being  for  the  French  ;  it  was  impos- 
sible for  a  sick  Milanese  to  procure  a  physician,  as  they 
were  all  attending  on  the  wounded  French.  After  the 
battle  of  Solferino  the  ladies  visited  them  in  the  hospi- 
tals; the  private  houses  were  all  filled  with  them; 
people  even  disputed  their  possession;  many  of  the 
captains  on  recovering  wedded  rich  heiresses.  It  is  not 
that  the  Austrians  were  brutal  or  ijpsolent ;  on  the  con- 
trary they  were  gentle,  well  brought  up,  refined  and 
patient  in  the  extreme.  Through  orders  from  their 
superiors  the  officers  avoided  duels ;  they  were  jostled 
at  the  theatres  and  people  trod  on  their  toes ;  but  they 
kept  silent ;  otherwise  they  would  have  been  compelled 
to  fight  every  day.  The  national  sentiment  was  intract- 
able toward  them  and  it  is  so  yet.  Lately  a  Milanese 
lady,  who  had  remitted  money  to  the  Pope,  was  recog- 
nized in  her  box  in  the  theatre  aUd  hooted  and  whistled 
at  until  she  was  obliged  to  leave  the  house  by  a  back- 
door. I  peruse  two  or  three  newspapers  every  day, 
ajid  I  do  not  see  one,  except  the  "  Unitaj"  which  is  not 
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patriotic.  The  caricatures  of  the  Pope  are  brutal ;  you 
see  Death,  holding  a  ball,  bowling  at  him  between  the 
legs  of  the  Emperor  Napoleon;  Death  again  is  a 
gambler  making  an  unexpected  cast  and  deliTering 
Italy.  Garibaldi  is  admired,  exalted,  adored  even  in 
the  meanest  inn ;  the  conductor  of  the  diligence  shows 
me,  at  Yarese,  the  house  in  which  he  married  his  second 
wife,  "the  wicked  one,"  and  the  wall  of  which  he  made 
his  barricade.  Nobody  can  give  an  idea  of  his  popu- 
larity in  Italy ;  Joan  of  Arc  enjoyed  less  in  France. 
At  Levano,  I  see  on  the  wall  of  the  cafe  an  inscription 
stating  that  the  son  of  the  proprietor  died  for  his 
country  in  combating  in  Sicily  by  the  side  of  the 
national  hero.  Every  evening  and  afternoon,  in  the 
cafes,  on  the  public  squares,  aU  the  semi-bourgeois,  the 
shopkeepers,  the  clerks,  read  their  journal  and  discuss 
the  plans  of  the  ministers.  To  tell  the  truth  they  even 
discuss  too  much,  and  gratify  themselves  with  words. 
These  latin  and  southerly  races  seem  to  be  composed 
of  amateurs  who,  having  a  prompt  conception  and  a 
facile  tongue,  soar  and  circulate  above  action  without 
taking  any  part  in  it.  They  delight  in  argument  for  its 
own  sake ;  discussion  provides  them  with  an  outlet  for 
their  oratorical  humor ;  political  conversation  forms  a 
sort  of  opera  seria  the  effect  of  which  is  enervating  be- 
cause it  is  complete  and  all-sufficing.  They  do  not 
investigate ;  their  political  journals  are  as  much  below 
ours  as  ours  are  below  the  English  journals :  they  con- 
tain the  superficial  ebullitions  of  impulsive  faculties  but 
not  the  true  reflections  of  solid  science.  They  divert 
rather  than  exercise  their  minds ;  but  at  this  moment 
Italy  has  more  need  of  works  than  of  words.  Financial 
matters  are  its  stumbling-block.  In  order  to  become 
an  independent  people  and  a  military  power  it  is  neces- 
sary to  pay  more  and  therefore  to  labor  and  produce 
more.  A  person  who  establishes  a  manufactory,  a  land- 
owner who  drams  his  grounds,  an  artisan  who  lengthens 
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his  day  by  an  hour  are  at  this  moment  its  best  citizens. 
The  object  is  not  to  read  newspapers  and  to  declaim, 
bnt  to  dig,  to  manufacture,  to  calculate,  to  learn,  to 
invent  every  wearisome,  positive  and  confining  occu- 
pation  which  the  people  would  so  gladly  leave  to 
northern  blockheads.  It  is  a  sore  trial  to  pass  from 
an  ^epicurean  and  speculative  life  to  an  industrial  and 
militant  life :  the  dilettant  and  the  patrician  seem  to 
become  serfs  and  wheels  of  a  machine ;  but  the  choice 
must  be  made.  In  aspiring  to  form  a  great  nation  it  is 
necessary,  in  order  to  subsist  alongside  of  others,  to  ac- 
cept the  obligations  others  impose  on  themselves,  that 
is  to  say  faithful  and  regular  labor,  self-constraint,  a 
discipline  of  the  mind  methodically  devoted  to  fixed 
purposes,  an  enrolment  of  persons  confined  to  one 
sphere  and  stimulated  by  competition,  a  loss  of  indiffer- 
ence, a  diminution  of  gaiety,  a  mutilation  and  a  con- 
centration of  faculties,  constant  and  stem  effort,  every- 
thing, in  short,  that  separates  an  Italian  of  the  last 
three  centuries  from  a  modem  Englishman  or  Ameri- 
can. 

Lago-Maggiore^  April  10th.  If  I  had  my  choice  of  a 
country-house  I  would  take  one  here.  From  above 
Yarese  where  the  road  begins  to  descend,  one  sees  at 
his  feet  a  broad  plain  over  which  is  spread  out  a  series 
of  low  hills.  The  whole  expanse  is  clothed  with  ver- 
dure and  with  trees,  with  fields  and  crops  spotted  with 
white  and  yellow  flowers  like  a  velvet  Venetian  robe, 
with  mulberry-trees  and  vines,  and,  farther  on,  with 
bouquets  of  oaks  and  poplars,  and  scattered  among  the 
hills,  with  beautiful  placid  lakes,  united  and  spreading 
out  broadly  and  glittering  like  mirrors  of  steel.  It  is 
the  freshness  of  an  English  landscape  among  the  noble 
lines  of  a  picture  by  Claude.  The  mountains  and  the 
sky  impart  majesty  and  the  superabundant  water  im- 
pacts moisture  and  grace.  The  two  natures,  that  of  the 
north  and  that  of  the  south,  here  unite  in  a  happy  and 
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friendly  embrace  in  order  to  combine  tlie  softness  of  a 
grassy  park  with  the  grandeurs  of  an  amphitheatre  of 
crags.  The  lake  itself  is  much  more  varied  than  that 
of  Como :  it  is  not  encased  from  one  end  to  the  other  by 
naked  and  abrupt  hills ;  it  has  rugged  mountains  but 
also  gentle  slopes,  the  drapery  of  the  forests  and  a 
perspective  of  plains.  From  Laveno  you  see  its  broad, 
placid  surface,  scattered  with  rays  and  damasked  like  a 
cuirass  under  innumerable  scales  in  a  blaze  of  sxmshine 
traversing  the  dome  of  clouds ;  scarcely  does  the  light 
breeze  impel  a  dying  undulation  against  its  gravelly 
shore.  Toward  the  east  a  path  winds  half  way  up  the 
bank  among  green  hedges,  blooming  fig-trees,  spring 
flowers,  and  every  description  of  delightful  perfume. 
The  great  lake  opens  out  tranquil  in  full  view;  the 
swelling  sail  of  a  small  vessel  is  seen,  also  two  white 
hamlets  which  at  this  distance  seem  to  be  the  work  of 
beavers.  Mountains  bristling  with  trees  descend  at 
long  intervals  to  the  water's  edge,  expanding  their 
pyramids,  their  misty  peaks  half  lost  in  the  cloudy 
grayness. 

We  take  a  boat  at  sunrise  and  traverse  the  lake  in 
the  transparent  vapor  of  the  dawn.  It  is  broad  like  an 
arm  of  the  sea,  and  its  light  waves  of  a  leadeny  blue 
shine  feebly.  The  thin  mist  envelops  both  sky  and 
water  with  its  gray  hue.  By  degrees  it  grows  thinner 
and  rises,  and  through  its  decreasing  meshes  penetrate 
the  beautiful  light  and  delightful  warmth.  Thus  do  we 
glide  for  a  couple  of  hours  in  the  soft  and  monotonous 
suavity  of  the  half-transparent  atmosphere  stirred  by 
the  breeze  as  if  by  the  gentle  motion  of  waving  plumes ; 
then  it  becomes  quite  clear  and  nothing  is  visible  around 
us  but  azure  and  light ;  the  surrounding  water  seems 
to  be  a  surface  of  wrinkled  velvet,  and  the  pure  sky 
above  a  conch  of  glowing  sapphire.  Meanwhile  a  white 
spot  appears,  increases  in  size  and  becomes  detached : 
this  is  Isola-Madre  enwrapped  in  its  terraces,  the  waves 
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beating  against  its  great  blue  stones  and  sprinkling  its 
lustrous  leaves  with  moisture.  The  boat  draws  near 
and  we  land.  Aloes  with  their  massive  leaves  and  the 
Indian  fig  on  the  sides  of  the  ledge  are  waving  their 
tropical  growths  in  the  sunshine ;  avenues  of  lemon- 
trees  wind  along  the  walls  while  their  green  or  ripe 
fruit  clings  close  to  the  panels  of  the  rock.  Four  series 
of  foundations  thus  arise  in  stories  under  their  decora- 
tions of  precious  plants.  On  the  summit  the  isle  con- 
sists of  a  tuft  of  verdure  expanding  its  masses  of  leaves 
above  the  water,  laurels,  evergreens,  platanes,  pome- 
granates, exotic  shrubbery,  flowering  glycines  and 
blooming  clusters  of  azalia.  One  walks  along  sur- 
rounded by  coolness  and  perfume;  there  is  no  one 
here  but  a  custodian ;  the  island  is  deserted,  seemingly 
awaiting  some  youthful  prince  and  his  fairy  bride  to 
screen  their  nuptials ;  thus  carpeted  with  tender  grass 
and  flowery  shrubs  it  is  simply  a  lovely  morning  rose,  a 
white  and  violet  bouquet  around  which  hover  the  bees ; 
its  immaculate  prairies  are  starred  with  the  primrose 
and  the  anemone  ;  peacocks  and  pheasants  quietly  pa- 
rade their  golden  robes  starred  with  eyes  or  coated 
with  purple,  the  undisputed  sovereigns  among  a  popu- 
lation of  twittering  and  frolicsome  birds. 

I  was  no  longer  capable  of  appreciating  formal  archi- 
tectural works,  and  especially  the  perverted  forms  and 
artificial  decoration  of  Isola  Bella ;  its  grottoes  of  rock- 
work  and  mosaic,  its  apartments  wainscoted  with  pic- 
tures and  filled  with  curiosities,  its  water-basins,  its 
fountains  appeared  to  me  unsightly  and  made  no  im- 
pression. I  gazed  on  the  western  and  opposite  shore, 
craggy  and  wholly  green  and  which  seems  truly  formed 
to  please  the  eye.  The  lofty  and  tranquil  mountains 
rise  up  in  all  their  grandeur,  and  one  longs  to  go  and 
recline  on  their  turfy  beds.  Sloping  fields  of  an  incom- 
parable freshness  clothe  the  near  declivities.  The  nar- 
cissus, euphorbia  and  purple  flowerets  abound  in  the 
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hollows;  clusters  of  the  myosotis  open  their  little 
azure  eyes  and  their  tops  tremble  in  the  ooze  of  the 
springs.  We  see  myriads  of  rills  descending  the  hill- 
sides, tumbling  about  and  intersecting  each  other; 
diminutive  cascades  strew  the  grass  with  their  pearly 
showers  while  rivulets  of  diamonds,  collecting  these 
scattered  waters,  flow  on  and  discharge  themselves  into 
the  lake.  Here  and  there  over  this  blooming  freshness 
and  these  soft  murmurings  spreading  oaks  extend  the 
lustre  of  their  early  verdure,  mounting  upward  tier 
upon  tier  until,  finally,  their  height  disappearing,  the 
sky,  at  the  summit,  is  barred  by  their  limitless  layers 
and  the  indefinite  colonnade  of  the  forest. 

We  take  the  diligence  at  two  o'clock  in  the  morning. 
This  is  the  last  day  of  the  journey ;  nowhere  is  Italy 
more  beautiful.  Toward  four  o'clock  an  exquisite  in- 
distinct dawn  peers  out  from  the  night  like  the  pale- 
ness of  a  chaste  statue;  a  remote  opaline  reflection 
rests  on  the  heights  and  growing  half-lights  venture 
their  pearly  grays  beneath  the  nocturnal  blue.  The 
stars  glimmer  but,  otherwise,  the  atmosphere  is  dusky, 
while  shadows  similar  to  cloud-flocks  creep  along  the 
ground.  Our  vehicle  stops,  and  we  cross  a  river  in  a 
ferry-boat.  In  this  silence  and  in  this  total  effacoment 
of  objects  the  water  is  the  only  living  thing,  moving 
and  Stirling  imperceptibly,  its  flowing  surface  rayed 
and  glittering  with  small  eddies  intermingling  between 
its  dark  banks.  The  trees,  meanwhile,  peer  out 
through  the  haze,  and  the  buds  on  their  tops  become 
visible  enveloped  in  dew,  awaiting,  apparently,  the 
completion  of  daylight.  The  sky  becomes  whiter,  the 
dawn,  meanwhile,  extinguishing  ihe  stars ;  on  all  Sides 
both  vegetation  and  plants  come  out  in  clear  relief ; 
the  gauzy  veil  grows  thinner  and  thinner  and  finally 
evaporates;  their  color  reappears;  they  are  reborn 
with  the  light,  and  we  feel  the  sweet  wonder  of  creatures 
surprised  to  find  themselves  as  they  were  the  previous 
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evening,  again  to  resume  their  suspended  life.  The 
whole  gorge  is  filled  with  them,  while  monstrous  moun- 
tains, on  the  two  sides  of  this  scattered  and  charming 
population,  rise  up  like  guardian  giants  in  sombre 
masses  indenting  the  luminous  sky  with  their  whitened 
brows.  At  length  a  flash  issues  from  one  of  the  rugged 
crests ;  the  sudden,  dazzling  jet  pierces  the  Tapor ; 
sections  of  verdure  begin  to  brighten,  the  streams 
glow,  and  huge  antique  vines,  the  domes  of  the  trees, 
delicate  arabesques  of  clambering  shrubs,  all  the  luxu- 
riousness  of  a  vegetation  fed  by  the  freshness  of  eternal 
springs  and  by  the  hiunid  warmth  of  the  rocks  dis- 
plays itself  like  the  attire  of  a  fairy  enveloped  in  her 
^  gauze  of  gold. 

No,  it  is -not 'of  a  fairy  here  that  we  must  speak  but  of 
a  goddess.  The  fantastic  is  only  a  caprice  and  a  mala- 
dy of  the  human  brain ;  nature  is  healthy  and  stable  ; 
our  discordant  reveries  have  no  right  to  be  compared 
with  her  beauty.  She  is  self-sustaining  and  self-devel- 
oping ;  she  is  independent  and  perfect,  active  and  serene, 
and  that  is  all  that  can  be  said  of  her ;  if  we  presume 
to  compare  her  to  any  human  work  it  must  be  to  the 
Greek  gods,  to  the  august  Pallas  and  the  supernatural 
Jupiter  of  Athens;  she  is  self-sufficing  as  they  are. 
We  cannot  love  her,  our  words  fail  to  reach  her;  she  is 
beyond  our  grasp  and  indifferent ;  we  can  only  contem- 
plate her  like  the  effigies  of  temples,  mute  and  bare- 
headed, in  order  to  impress  ourselves  with  her  perfected 
form  and  invigorate  our  fragile  being  in  contact  with 
her  immortality.  This  contemplation  alone  is  a  deliv- 
erance. We  escape  from  our  turmoil,  from  our  desultory 
andephemeral  thoughts.  What  is  history  but  a  conflict 
of  unaccomplished  efforts  and  abortive  works  ?  What 
have  I  seen  in  this  Italy  but  secular  gropings  of  genius 
circumventing  each  other,  disintegrating  faiths  and  un- 
successful enterprises  ?  What  is  a  Musee  if  not  a  cem- 
etery, and  what  is  a  painting  or  statue  or  piece  of 
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architecture  if  not  a  memorial  which  a  passing  genera- 
tion anxiously  erects  to  itself  in  order  to  prolong  its 
waning  thought  by  a  sepulchre  as  evanescent  as  this 
thought?  On  the  contrary  before  heayen,  amidst 
mountains  and  waters,  we  feel  as  if  we  stood  in  the 
presence  of  perfect  and  perennial  beings.  No  accident 
has  befallen  them,  they  are  the  same  as  at  the  first  day ; 
every  year  the  same  spring  sends  forth  to  them  from 
copious  sources  pith  and  vigor ;  our  exhaustion  is  re- 
stored by  their  might  and  beneath  their  tranquillity  our 
restlessness  subsides.  In  them  appears  the  uniform 
power  evolved  by  the  variety  and  transformation  of 
things,  the  great  fruitful  and  genial  mother  whom 
nothing  disturbs  because  beyond  her  there  is  nothing. 
Then  from  the  soul  departs  an  unknown  und  profound 
sensation ;  its  inmost  recesses  then  appear ;  the  in- 
numerable lines  with  which  life  has  invested  it,  its 
wrecks  of  passion  and  of  hope,  all  the  human  droes 
which  has  accumulated  on  its  surface  is  dissolved  and 
fades  away ;  it  reappears  in  its  simplicity ;  it  'revives 
the  instinct  of  former  days,  the  vague  montonous 
words  which  formerly  placed  it  in  communion  with  the 
gods,  with  those  natural  gods  who  live  in  all  things  ;  it 
feels  that  all  the  words  it  has  since  spoken  or  heard  are 
but  confused  babblings,  a  mental  concussion,  a  street 
noise,  and  that  if  there  is  one  healthy  and  desirable 
moment  it  is  that  when,  quitting  the  vexations  of  its  so- 
journ, it  perceives,  as  venerated  sages  htive  said,  the 
harmony  of  the  spheres,  that  is  to  say  the  palpitation 
of  the  eternal  universe. 

The  road  winds  up  the  declivities,  and  toward  Isella, 
the  mountains  become  bare  and  crowded.  Walls  of 
cliff  fifteen  hundred  feet  high  enclose  the  route  within 
their  defiles.  Their  yellow  bases,  blackened  by  the 
exudations  of  the  springs,  their  towers,  their  chaos  of 
deformed  and  corroded  ruins,  seem  to  be  the  crumbled 
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masses  of  myriads  of  cathedrals.  One  vainly  recnrs  to 
memory  or  to  his  dreams  for  forms  of  this  kind ;  yon 
imagine  some  enormous  trunk  hacked  by  the  axe  of  a 
blind  colossus  whose  diildren,  more  feeble,  afterward 
approach  with  pruning-hooks  a  hundred  feet  long  and 
full  of  obstinate  fury,  in  order  to  add  other  gashes  to 
the  mighty  blows  of  their  father.  It  would  require 
similar  rage  and  insanity  to  explain  these  grand  pre- 
cipitous breaches,  these  sudden  chasms,'  these  over- 
hanging crests  and  needles,  this  monstrous  wildness  of 
disorder.  Trains  of  tarnished  frost  creep  about  the 
hollows,  each  one  melting  and  then  flo wiilg  away ;  thus 
on  all  sides  do  the  streams  collect  and  intersect  each 
other,  at  one  time  sinuous  and  clinging  to  the  brown 
sides,  at  another  scattered  in  cascades  and  exposing  in 
the  air  their  feathery  foam.  In  the  distance  smoke  is 
ascending  and  the  torrent  fights  its  way  grumbling  be- 
tween the  rocky  palisades. 

WiB  still  ascend  and  the  snow  glitters  between  the 
peaks;  sometimes  it  whitens  an  entire  declivity  and 
Vhen  the  sun  shines  on  it  its  brightness  is  so  vivid  that 
the  eyes  are  blinded  by  it.  The  defile  widens  and 
sloping  fields  spread  out  in  their  snowy  shroud.  All, 
however,  is  not  barren :  armies  of  larches  cUmb  in  dis- 
order and  with  an  air  of  resignation  to  the  assault  of 
the  clifik ;  their  fresh  buds  give  them  a  peculiar  yellow 
dress;  a  few  morose  firs  spot  them  with  their  black 
cones ;  they  mount  upward  in  rows  among  dying  trunks 
and  bodies  of  mutilated  trees  and  all  the  ravages  of 
avalanches;  like  the  survivors  on  a  battle-field  they 
look  as  if  they  knew  that  they  were  still  to  fight  again 
and  were  aware  of  all  the  suffering  that  awaits  them. 
On  the  summit,  near  the  hospice  and  village  of  the 
Simplon  extends  a  mournful  plateau  ploughed  with  fur- 
rows all  bedimmed  with  melting  snows  like  an  aban- 
doned, devastated  cemetery.    Here  is  the  boimdary 
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between  two  regions  and  it  seems  as  if  it  were  the 
boundary  between  two  worlds ;  the  dazzling  peaks  are 
lost  in  the  whiteness  of  the  clouds,  so  that  one  nc 
longer  knows  where  the  earth  ends  and  where  the  sky 
begins. 
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46 :  by  Orcagna,  65 ;  by  Tintoretto,  312 

*Last  Supper,*  by  Giotto,  102 ;  by  Tinto- 
retto. 320 

Lanratl  Pietro,  103 

'Lazaras*  Byzantine,  196 ;  by  Giotto,  202 

Leaning  Tower  of  Pisa,  61 

Leo  the  Isaarlan,  189 

Lconidas,  bv  Perneino,  11 

Librarian  Sienna,  iS 

Lido  (The)  of  Venice,  22R-6,  268-70 

Llppl,  Works  of,  124 ;  Character,  187 

Loggetta  of  Sansovlno,  Venice,  220 

Loggia^  73 ;  de'  Lanzi,  Florence,  87 ;  of 
the  Vatican,  97 

Longhi,  262 

Loredan  Palace,  Venice,  228 

Lorenzettl,  63 ;  Frt^scoes  by,  68 

Louis  of  Orleans,  64 

Louvre,  Gallery  of  the,  14 

Love,  21-2 ;  Lord  of,  22 

*Love  and  Chastity,*  painted  by  Pern- 
gino, 14 

Lmgi,  Count  Piero,  267 

Luitprand,  Bishop,  quoted,  94 

Lynch  Law,  87 

LysippuB,  88 

Luinl— Pupil  of  da  Vinci.  858;  Works 
of.  compared  with  Baphael^s,  858,  856 ; 
with  Leonardo's,  854;  in  the  Brera 
Gallery,  855 

M. 

Hachiavelli,  Tomb  of,  108 ;  'Prince,'  836 

'Madame  Bovary,*  81 

'Madonna'— by  Guldo  of  Sienna,  49 ;  Dnc- 
cio,  51 ;  Simone  Memmi,  53 ;  a  M.ediae- 
val  Artiift,  60;  Rico  of  Candla,  98: 
Clmabue,  i)9;  Giotto:  'Visitation  of 
— ',  102,200;  'Coronation  of—,'  104; 
Pollalolo,  123;  Story  of,  by  Ghirlan- 
daUo,  128;  FraAngcUco,  134;  Statue. 
by  M.  Angelo,  149;  Raphael:  '—  of 
tlie  Goldfinch  '  140, '— of  the  Tribune,' 
154,  '—  della  Segglola,'  164,  'Marriage 
of  — ,'  856;  Francia,  171;  Annibale 
Caracci,  173;  Domenlchlno,  176 ;  Gui- 
de, 178 ;  Byzantine,  185 ;  Tintoretto, 
254:  John  Bellini,  282;  on  Tombs  at 
Verona,  387-8 ;  Luini,  865 ;  Corregglo, 
357 ;  Titian,  'NaUvity  of  — ,'  858 

'Magdalen,'  by  Giotto,  203 

Maier,  quoted,  265 

Manettl,  118 

Manlchaeans,  The,  189 

Mannl,  Glan  Nicola,  11 

Mantegna,  180  '.Frescoes  by,  202 

Marco  Comer,  Doge,  Tomb  of,  244 

Marini,  153 

Marozzia,  60 


'  Marriage  Feast  at  Cana,'  by  Giotto,  201 , 

by  Tintoretto,  318 
'Mars,'  by  Perugino,  11 
'Martyrdom  of  St.  Agnes,'  byDomenl- 

chino.  176 
'Mary  Stuart,'  by  SchiUer,  played  la 

Venice,  256 
Masaccio,  117;  Character  and  Worki 

of,  128-7 
Masolino,  124 

'Massacre  of  the  Innocents,'  by  Tinto- 
retto, 821 
Matteo  da  Sienne.  68 
'Maudit,'  Le,  86, 19S 
Medicis,  The,  111-116 :  Chapel  of.  147-9 ; 

Statue  of  Lorenzo,  149*  Traiu  of,  15*i-4 ; 

Portrait  of  Cardinal  Uippolyte,  by  Ti 

tian,  156 
Medusa,  88 

Meleager  and  his  Dogs,  61 
Memmi,  Simone,  53, 106 
'Mercury,'  Greek,  144 ;  by  John  of  Bo- 
logna, 145 ;  '—  and  the  Three  Gracvj»,' 

by  Tintoretto,  298 
Merode,  M.  de,  29,  81 
Metayer  System,  80 
Miclmel  Angelo,  7 ;  'Pieta'  br,  93 ;  Tomb 

of,  103 ;  Works  in  Medici  Chapel,  147-9 ; 

Trials,  of,  149, 174 
Michelotti,  Blordo  di,  8 
Milan— Aspect  of,  8473:  Women  of,  843; 

the  Cathedral,  345 ;  Patriotism  of,  3ti9 
Minlscalco  Chapel,  383 
Misson,  364 

Mocenlgo,  Doge,  Character  of,  379 
Modem  SUtes,  211-16  (see  Society) 
Monastic  Fervor,  26 
'Montjoie'  of  Octave  Fenillet,  77 
Montanelli,  82 
Montanisto,  The,  186 
Monuments  (see  Tombs) 
Morando,  Paolo,  839 
Morosini,  Tomb  of  the  Doge,  218 ;  Fran* 

cis  — ,  263 
'Moses,^  by  M.  Angelo,  150 ;  '~  In  the 

Bulrashes,'  by  Boniliuio,  359 
Murat,  29 

Naples,  The  Mastery  of,  29 

Napoleon  I.,  311 

Napoleon  m.,  28,  29,  78 

Naml,  8 

'Nativity,'  by  Fra  Angellco,  9 ;  by  Pe- 
rugino,  12 ;  by  Nichobis  of  Pisa,  46 ; 
by  Giotto,  102;  '—  of  the  Virgin,'  by 
Masaccio,  129,  by  Luini,  355,  by  Titian, 
^8 ; '—  of  St.  John,'  by  Masaccio,  12» ; 
'—  of  St.  John  the  Baptist,'  by  L.  Ca- 
racci, 173 

'Neptune,'  by  John  of  Bologna,  169 

Nereids,  S8 

Nerval,  Gerard  de,  38 

Newspapers,  Character  of  Italian,  78; 
La  Vacc,  78 ;  of  French,  79 

Niccolo  dell'  Area,  167 

Nicholas  V.,  Pope,  131 

Nicholas  of  Pisa— Tombs  by,  7,  61; 
Pulpit  by,  44-6;  Birth,  49;  Works  of, 
116,  166 

'Niobe'— Sentiment  of,  TO :  Hall  of,  ^v» 

'  Nun,'  The,  by  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  lo5 

'Nymph  and  Satyr,'  by  Qiorgone,  1ST 
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O. 

Orcagnu,  Frescoes  by,  64,  66 

Orfano  Canal,  2S7 

Orvieto,  35,  86 

'Othello,'  77 

Otho  of  FreTsingen,  94 

Lady 
Pity,'  178 

»eck,  i 
Oxford,  compared  with  Venice,  218 


*Our  Lady  of  tne  Boeary,^  175 :  >—  of 

Pitv,'  178 
Overoeck,  27 


P. 

Aim,  Xa.  78 

Fadua-^Aeipect  oi;  196;  the  Prato,  196; 
(see  Cbarches.) 

PaJazzo— Perugia :  del  Goyemo,  6 ;  Flor- 
ence :  Vecchio,  84, 146,  —  Pltti,  151-2; 
Sienna:  Pablico,  48;  Verona:  Pom- 
peii, 888 

Palladio,  228 

Palma  the  Yoanger,  228 

PalmarVecchio,  300 

'Paradise,'  by  Tintoretto,  228 

•Paradiso,'  22 

Parmegiano,  178 

ParodC205 

Pcuguale  Paoli^  77 

'Passion 'The,  by  Nicholas  of  Pisa,  46 

'Peace,'  287 

Pecoroni,  67 

Pellegrini,  178:  Chapel,  888 

Perranlt,  Claade.  261 

'Perseus,'  by  Cellini,  87 

Perugia— Description  of,  6 :  Feudal  Con- 
tests, 8 ;  Military  Depredations  in.  34 

Pemgino— Sentiment  of  the  Art  of,  8- 
12:  Portrait  and  Character,  18-14; 
Originality  ot  180, 171 

Pesaro,  Doge,  Tomb  ot  947 

'Peter  of  Verona,'  by  Domenichino,  176 

Petrarch,  24,  67 

Phidia8,88 

Philip  n.  of  Spain,  Portrait  by  Titian, 
156 

Photins,  186 

Piazza— Florence :  —  della  Signoria,  84, 
—  Annnnziata,  78 ;  Venice :  —  di  San 
Marco,  219-20 

Piers  Plowman,  quoted,  67 

'Pieta,  by  M.  Angelo,  92, 150 

Pietro  dH)rvleto,  68 ;  —  di  Cortona,  168 

Pinturicchio,  48, 180 

Pisa,  Maritime  Importance  of,  49;  Aspect 
of,  66 ;  Duomo,  68-60 

Pisani,  277 

'Rscine  Probatique,'  by  Tintoretto,  819, 
822 

Pistoija,160 

Pins  n..  History  of,  painted  by  Pintu- 
ricchio, 48 

Placidia,  In  Byzantine  art,  196 

'Henty,'  297 

Politian,  128 

Politics— Of  Italy  in  general,  26-86, 179- 
80:  Garibaldi,  28;  mpoleon,  28;  Pa- 
triotism of  Women,  29;  rolicy  of 
Piedmont  toward  Naples,  29 ;  Nature 
of  the  Revolution,  80,  80;  Anecdotes 
of  Popular  Sentiment,  81-8;  Feeling 
against  the  Priests,  88-4 ;  Estimate  of 
the  Clerey,  86;  of  Florence,  78-9;  of 
Ooxiata&anople  under  the  Xmperon, 


186-92;  Number  of  Citizens  enjoying 
Political  Righto  in  the  XVL  Century, 
212;  of  Venice,  257;  of  Lombardy, 
367-71 

Pollalolo,  117, 122, 125 

Pope,  The,  Caricatures  of,  78, 870 ;  Per- 
severance of.  82 

Pordenone,  228 

^Power '  ^^ 

Prato,  The,  of  Padua,  198,  208 

'Presentation  of  the  Boy  Jesus/  by  Oas- 
pacclo.  281 ;  '—  Virgin,'  by  Titian,  804 

Press,  The.    (See  Newspapers.) 

Primaticcio,  B8 

Procopins,  187 

Procuraties.  The,  Venice,  280 

PrwU  dT  Italia,  Un,  77 

'Prophets,'  by  Perugino,  11 

Provence,  8 

Pulci,125 

Quercio,  Jacopo  della,  117 

'Rape  of  Europa,'  by  Veronese,  800 

'Rape  of  the  Sabines,'  by  John  of  Bo- 
logna, 87 

Rapnael,  11 ;  Development  of,  15 ;  in 
relation  to  Giotto,  108, 202 ;  his  Ptean- 
ism,  154-5;  Portraito  by,  156;  '&dnt 
Cecilia,'  170 ;  'Marriage  of  the  Vixgin,' 
866 

Ravenna,  General  Aspect  of;  180-1 ;  By- 
zantine Character  of,  182.  (See 
Churches.) 

Reli^on,  DuTerence  between  the  Spirit 
of  Protestant  and  Catholic,  86 ;  of  the 
Venetians,  266 

Renan,  196 

'Repast  at  the  House  of  Levi,'  by  Vero- 
nese, 810 

'Repose  of  the  Virgin,*  by  Correggio, 
857 

'Resurrection,'  by  Tintoretto,  821 

Revolutions.    (See  Politics.) 

Rico  of  Candia,  98 

Ricci,  Guido,  58 

Riccio,  205 ;  Candelabra  by,  906 

Ridom,  Lives  by,  801 

Rio,  quoted,  18,  858 

Rizzo,  222 

Robbia,  Lucca  della,  117 

Romanos,  The  Torments  of  the,  M 

RoselU,  180 

Rosmini,  78 

Rosso,  88 

RothschUd,  110 

s. 

SabelliuB,  106 

Sacchetti,  67,108 

'Samson,'  209 

Sansovino,  223 ;  Decorator  of  San  Anto- 
nio,  Padua,  206 ;  Loggetta  ot  in  Ven- 
ice, 920;  Staircases  by,  S22;  other 
works,  2s8 

Sanudo,260 

Sarpl,  Paolo,  78 

Sarto,  Andrea  del,  117 ;  Sentiment  of  the 
Art  of,  153 
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Savonarola,  18-14,  73, 181 

'8t.  Barbara,'  68 ;  by  Palma  Yecchio,  310 

Bt.  Bernard,  Anthorltv  of,  66 

*St.  Catherine,'  by  Sodoma,  54 ;  by  Cim- 
abue,  99  ;  Vieiona  of,  66 

'St.  Cecilia,'  by  Baphael,  170 

*St.  Christopher,'  by  Titian,  297 

St.  Dominic,  Tomb  of,  166 

'St.  Ephesaft,'  by  Spinello  d'Arezzo,  63 

St.  Felix,  Chapel  of  at  Padaa,  306 

St.  John—'—  the  Evangellet,'  by  Qiolto, 
104;  '—the  Baptist, ^ by  Ghlrlandai jo, 
128 :  Byzantine,  195 ;  by  Raphael,  140; 
by  Donatello,  148 ;  by  Quido,  177 

'St.  Joseph  and  the  Virgin,'  by  Pern- 
gino,  9 

*Si.  Lawrence,  Martyrdom  of/  by  Ti- 
tian, S66 

St.  Mark— Convent  of  in  Florence,  96 ; 
Paintings  of  by  Fra  Bartolomeo,  158 ; 
by  Tintoretto,  222,  814-16;  Church: 
Object  in  the  Landscape,  219,  227; 
Compared  with  St.  Sopnla,  286 ;  Art 
of,  287,  241 ;  Interior,  'i88-i40 :  View 
from  Tower,  270;  Library  of,  270; 
F6te  of,  'i3S 

'St.  Mary  Magdalen,'  08 

'St.  Pctronlus,'  bv  M.  Angelo,  167 

St.  Pierre,  Abb6  de,  8 

'St.  Roch  among  the  Piisonera/  by  Tin- 
toretto, 823 

*St.  Sebastian,'  by  Peraglno,  11;  by 
Pollalolo,  122 

St.  Sophia,  Chnrch  of,  191 

St.  Thomas,  Patron  of  the  Chnrch,  105- 
a ;  in  Byzantine  Art,  195 

St.  Trophine,  Cloister  of,  848 

'Saint  Ursula,'  painted  by  Carpaccio, 
288-4 

'St.  Vincent,'  painted  by  Fra  Bartolo- 
meo,159 

Salnt-Dedier,  quoted,  265,  267 

Salnte  ChapeUe,l9 

San  Agostino,  JPemgiA,  6 

San  Ambrogiq,  Milan,  848 

San  Antonio,  Padua,  201-10 

San  Apolllnare,  Bavenna,  182;  —  in 
Classe,  196 

San  ApostoU,  Venice,  229 

San  Domenico,  Bologna,  166-7 

San-Qiobbe,  Venice,  251 

San-Oiorglo  Mag^iore,  Venice,  219, 229 

San  Giovanni  e Paolo,  Venice,  242 

San  Giustina,  Padua,  208 

San  Qregorlo,  Rome,  142 

San  Lorenzo,  Florence,  146-7 

San  Luca,  Venice,  229 

San  Marco.    (See  St.  Mark.) 

San  Michel!,  Architect,  &31 

San  Mlniato,  Florence,  76 

San  Mose,  Venice,  229 

San  Petronio,  Bologna.  168 

San  Rocco,  Venice,  816 ;  Scuola  of,  317- 
819 

San  Vltale,  Ravenna,  192-4 

San  Zcnonc,  Verona,  888-6 

Santa  Agatha,  Ravenna,  194 

Santa  Anastasia,  Verona,  882 

Santa  Croce,  Florence,  98, 108-4 

Santa  Maria  TAntica,  Verona,  885 

Santa  Maria  dell' Arena.  Padna,  100 

Santa  Maria  delle  Grazie,  Milan,  850 

Santa  Maria  Novella,  Florence,  98, 108- 
107, 127 

Santa  Maria  dell'  Orto,  Venice,  251 


Santa  Maria  della  Salute,  Venice,  219 

Scallgers.  Tombs  of  the,  836 

Scamozzi,  228 

Sciences,  Progress  of  the,  212-15 

'School  of  Athens,'  97 

Scott,  Walter,  77 

Sculpture,  Comparison  of  Greek  and 

Modem,  145 
Sevems*,  189 

'Shower  of  Manna '  by  Tintoretto,  819 
'Sibyls,'  by  Pemgrno,  11 ;  by  Qnerclno, 

Sienna,  Caricatures  sold  in,  86 ;  Scenery 
of  and  Municipal  History,  40-2 ;  Ga 
thedral,    48-8.      (See    Society    and 
Churches.) 

Signorlo,  Cane,  Sepulchre  of;  886 

Signorelll,  Luca.  121, 180 

'Six  Saints,'  by  Titian,  806 

Society— in  Florence  during  the  Middle 
Ages  and  the  Renaissance,  21-5, 71-2, 
84-7, 149 ;  Traits  of  the  Italian  People, 
85-7,  81-2, 162^ :  Nature  of  the  Social 
Fabric,  88 ;  in  Sienna,  41 ;  Repressive 
Effect  of  Modem,  49-50 ;  Siennese  En- 
thusiasm for  Art,  51 ;  Changes  of  in 
Tuscany,  108-10;  the  Modem  Eng- 
lishman, 144;  the  Modem  Englii^ 
woman,  164 ;  in  Constantinople,  181- 
92;  Modem  Development  of,  21 M6; 
Venetian.  238-6,  267-9,  262-8,  276-7 ; 
Described  by  Aretino,  287-98:  in  Mil- 
an, 848;  of  Lombardy  in  general, 
867-71 

'Socrates,'  byPeragino,  11 

Soderinl,  126 

Sodoma,  64    , 

'Solomon,'  210 

Soujls  of  Persia,  25 

Spinelli,  Parro,  60 

Spinelli  Spinello,  58 

Spinello  d'Arezzo,  Fresco^  by,  68 

Stendhal,  848 

Stillcon,  Tomb  of,  U9 

Strauss,  198 

T. 

Taddeo  Pepoll,  167 

Tarass  Boulba,  Story  of,  24 

Tartegno,  Monument  of,  167 

Tasso,  174 

Taurlca,  Barbarians  of  the,  148 

Taxation  In  Venice,  267 

'The  Wicked  Rich  Man's  Banqnet,*  bj 
Bonifazio,d09 

Theatres— \  enice :  Benedetto,  265;  Ia 
Fenlce,  256.  Florence:  Opera,  Tl»; 
Nicolini,  77;  Management  and  Per- 
formances,  76-7;  Venice,  255-6 

Theodora,  60, 187, 188 ;  Depicted,  196 

Theodoric,  Tomb  of  at  Ravenna,  181 

Thuophilus.  Emperor,  188, 191 

Tiepolo,  262,  266 

Tintoretto— 'St.  Mark,'  222,  223,  814-16; 
'Craclfixion,'  250,  817,  824 ;  'Eve,'  316  ; 
'Worship  of  the  Golden  Calf,'  251, 812 : 
'Last  Judgment,'  812;  Last  Supper, 
820;  Works  in  the  Ducal  Palace, 
296-9 ;  Compared  with  Veronese,  290 ; 
Life  and  Character,  812-14;  His  Ge- 
nius, 817-18;  Origlnalitv  oC,  819; 
'Marriage  of  Cana,' 818;  'Piscine  Pro- 
batlque?  819,  822 ;  'Shower  of  Manna,* 
819;  'Resurrection.' 821 ;  'Masaacreof 
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the  Innocents/  831 ;  *St.  Soch  amone 
the  Prisonera/  328 ;  Works  in  the  Af 
bergOf  323 

Tltian-'Venun,'  141 ;  Porlraito  by,  166; 
^Mistrees/  168;  Monament,  948:  'St. 
Peter  Martyr,^  249;  Reproached  by 
Vasarl,  278 ;  Character,  801— 8 :  'De- 
Bceut  from  th.e  CYoee,'  808;  'Visita- 
tion.' 808;  'Presentation  of  the  Vir- 
gin/ 804 ;  Fidelity  to  Nature,  806-7 ; 

>Abakknk/  808 ;  'David  and  Goliath/ 
'Abraham  and  Isaac/  'Cain  and  Abel/ 
'Pas8a£;e  of  the  Red  Sea/  'Six  Saints/ 
808 ;  Homage  to  Veronese,  841 

Tombs— Of  &ttlBta  Albertl,  ia3;  Alfle- 
ri,  103  •  Bettino  dei  Bardi,  104  •  Bene- 
dict XT.,  7;  Bembo,  207;  the  Carrari, 
207;  Canova,  248;  Dante,  108;  Fili- 
caija,  108 ;  St.  Francis,  17-21 ;  Galileo, 
103;  Imperla,  142:  Exarch  Isaac,  106; 
Marco  Comer,  244 ;  Machiavelll,  103 ; 
Michael  Angelo,  108 ;  Doge  Morosini, 
848;  Doge  Pesaro,  247;  St.  Dominic, 
106  •  Scallgen,  a36 ;  Cane  Signorfo,  886 ; 
Stilicon,  349 ;  Tartcgno,  167 ;  Theodo- 
ric,  181 ;  Titian,  248 ;  Doge  Valler,  247 ; 
Vendremlnl,  246;  Antonio  Venner, 
244 ;  ConntesB  Zamoiska,  108 

*TranBflgaration/  by  Pemgino,  11;  by 
Raphael,  108 ;  by  L.  Caraccl,  178 

Trebonias,  187 

Tribnne  in  the  UffL^,  139 

TriMglon.lvO 

Tritons,  8S 

Triumph  of  Death,*  by  Orcagna,  64 

'bTTriumph  of  Venice/  by  PauTVeroneie, 

^223 

*Tubal  Cain,'  93 

TuHio  Lombardo,  205 

Turriano,  Tomb  of,  887 

Turrits,  jacopo  da,  48 

'    fJ. 

CTberti,  The,  84 

Uccello,  Paolo,  117, 118 

Vmz\  Gallery,  98;  Contento  of;  188-46 

Ugolino,  148 

T. 

Valentine  Visconti,  64 

Valier,  Doge.  Tomb  of,  947 

Van  I>rck,  140 

Van  Byck,  11 

Vasari-Quoted,  14,  67,  99, 100, 102, 128; 
Works  of,  146 ;  on  Titian,  278, 866 ;  on 
Antonello  da  Messine,  275 

Velano  209 

Velasquez,  Sketch  of,  in  Milan,  860 

Vendee,  La,  30 

Vendetta.  The,  86 

Vendramini,  Doge,  Tomb  of,  246 

Venice— Suburbs  of  and  general  aspect, 
217-230;  Grand-Canal,  219-268;  Ab- 
sence of  the  Conventional  in,  221 ; 
Streets  and  Squares  of,  228-30,  261 ; 
History  of,  231-6 ;  Conqucsta  of,  234-6 ; 
Influence  of  Oriental  Art,  286 ;  Monu- 
menta  of  the  Dogea,  948-9 ;  Light  and 


Atmosphere  of,  269-8 ;  Theatres,  966-6 ; 
The  Gindecca,  257;  Taxation.  967* 
Slaves'  Quay,  260;  Decliue  of,  962; 
Conrtcams.  265-6 ;  The  Lido,  966-70 ; 
Climate  ana  Soil,  272 :  Compared  with 
Flanders,  278-6 ;  Ancient  Heroism  of, 
877 :  Independence  of,  278 ;  Academy 
of  the  Fine  Arts,  281,  809 ;  Patrician 
Sentiment,  286;  Amusemento  of  the 
'Magnifld,'  287:  Aretino,  287-03;  Al- 
bergo,  828 ;  Spirit  of  Venetian  Art, 
8265r 

'Venice  Queen,'  by  Veronese,  299 

Venner,  Antonio,  Doge,  Tomb  ofl  944 

'Vemes,'  by  Botticelli,  180 ;  •—  de  Med- 
ici,' 140 ;  '—with  the  Doge,'  by  Titian, 
141 ;  Greek,  144 

Verocchio— B^ns  as  Goldsmith,  117; 
Statue  of  a  Child,  146 ;  Works  in  San 
Lorenzo,  147 ;  Statue  of  CoUeoni,  942 

Verona— Aspect  of,  328;  The  Amphi- 
theatre, 829 ;  Lombard  Architecture 
of.  880 ;  the  Duomo,  380 ;  Paintings  in, 
888^ ;  (see  Churches.) 

Veronese,  Paul— Angels  in  San  Ginstina, 
904;  Decorator  or  the  Ducal  Palace, 
228:  'Adoration  of  the  Mag!,'  860; 
"QHsaiUesC  295;  Character  of  his  art, 
299 ;  'Rape  of  Europa,'  800 ;  'Repast  at 
the  House  of  Levi,'  'Apostles  on  the 
Clouds,'  'Annunciation,^  810 ;  Portrait 
of  Pasio  Gnariento,  a39 ;  'Music/  840 ; 
Homage  of  Titian,  841 ;  Works  in  the 
Brera,  356 

Vesale,  Andrea,  Portrait  of,  by  Titian, 
156 

'Vie  de  J68UB,'  86, 196 

Victor  Emmanuel,  78 

Victor  Hugo,  198 

VlUani,  The,  67 

Vinci,  Leonardo  da,  68,  117,  129;  "The 
Nun/  165:  'Mona  Lisa,*  156,  854; 
Works  of;  In  Milan,  850-^ ;  'Last  Sup- 

£er/  860;  'Duke  Sforza,'  861 ;  Studies 
1  tne  Brera  Gallery,  361 ;  in  the  Am- 
brosian  Library,  851 ;  Compared  with 
Raphael  and  M.  Angelo,  851-2 ;  Influ- 
ence of  on  Contemporary  Artists,  353 

Virgil,  8 

Virgin,  The.    (See  Madonna.) 

Virginia  de  Leyva,  166 

'Virtue  triumphant  over  Vice,'  by  Jolin 
of  Bologna,  146 

'Virtues, ^by  Pordenone,  283 

'Visitation j^  by  Titian,  803 

'Vision  of  Ezekiel,'  by  Raphael,  165 

'Vita  Nuova,'  23 

Vitmvius,  222 

Vlvarini,  The,  281 

Voltaire,  78 

W. 

White  Penitento  of  Italy,  66 
Wellington,  Duke  of,  quoted,  974 


Zamoiska,  Countess,  Tomb  of,  106 
Zeno,  Carlo,  277,  279 


MISCELLANEOUS  PUBLICATIONS. 


The  Novels  of  Friedrich  Spielhagen. 

In  uniform  style.    12mo,  cloth,  $2  per  yolume. 

I.  PROBLEMATIC  CHARACTERS. 
Translated  by  Prot  Scheie  de  Vere. 

II.  THROUGH    NIGHT   TO    LIGHT,    (Sequel  k> 

*^  Problematic  Characters.**) 
Translated  by  Prof.  Scheie  de  Vere. 

III.  THE  HOHENSTEINS. 

Translated  by  Prof.  Scheie  de  Vere. 

IV.  HAMMER  AND  ANVIL. 

Translated  by  WiUlam  Hand  Browne. 

V.  IN  RANK  AND  FILE. 
(In  preparation.) 

**  Snch  a  novel  as  no  English  anthor  with  whom  we  are  aoqnainted 
conld  haye  written,  and  no  American  author  except  Hawthorne.— Puj- 
nam's  Moffozine. 

"  These  characters  liye,  they  are  men  and  women,  and  the  whole 
mystery  of  humanity  is  npon  each  of  them."— J\r.  T,  Svtning  Post. 

**  Terse,  pointed,  brilliant,  rapid,  and  no  dreamer,  he  has  the  best 
traits  of  the  French  manner,  while  in  earnestness  and  flilness  of  mat- 
ter he  is  thoronghly  QermAnJ*^— Boston  Commonwealth. 

"  Far  aboye  any  of  the  prodnctions  of  either  Freytag  or  Anerbach." 
— JV:  r.  Timu. 

**To  Friedrich  Spielhagen,  comparatively  a  new-comer  In  America, 
mnst  be  granted  the  first  place  among  modem  German  novelists."— 
Jiotton  FOBi. 

"  Vastly  superior  to  the  bulk  of  E^Hsh  novels  which  are  annually 
poured  out  upon  us— as  much  above  Trollope^s  as  Steinberger  Cabinet 
18  better  than  London  ^OTi/^ry—SprtngflelaRepybUean, 


*«We  have  no  hesitation  in  pronouncing  *  Hammer  and  Anvir  one  of 
the  greatest  nuuiterworks  of  fiction,  In  any  language,  of  late  years.**— 
Eo.MaU. 

"Everywhere  one  traces  the  hand  of  a  master,  and  this  work  (Hammer 
and  Anvil)  alone  would  be  for  any  man  a  title  to  enduring  flune." — 
JAberal  Christian. 

"  Like  Anerbach,  he  in  a  subtle  and  profound  thinker,  and  possesses 
that  rare  gift  in  a  modem  novelist,  the  ability  to  plan  a  story  with 
ingenuity  and  probability.  In  tenderness,  passion  and  pathos  he  seems 
to  us  quite  nnsurpassed  by  any  writer  of  fiction,  English,  German  or 
French."— t/o^A  &.  iiaxs. 


MISCELLANEOUS  PUBLICATIONS. 

Pumpelly  s  Across  America  and  Asia, 

Notes  of  a  Five  Tears*  Journey  Around  the  World,  and 
of  Residence  in  Arizona,  Japan,  and  China.  By  Raphaxl 
PuMPBLLT,  Professor  in  Harrard  Uniyersity,  and  some 
time  Mining  Engineer  in  the  employ  of  the  Chinese  and 
Japanese  Qovemments.  Royal  8yo,  with  maps,  wood- 
cuts, and  lithographic  fac-similes  of  Japanese  color- 
printing.    Price,  $5.00. 

»«Oiie  of  the  most  interesting  booki  of  tnyel  we  baye  ever  read. 
....  We  have  great  admiration  of  the  book,  and  feel  great  respect 
for  the  author  for  his  intelligence,  humanity,  manliness,  and  philo- 
Bophic  spirit,  which  are  oooapicaoBi  throoghont  his  writings.'*- 
NaHon. 

"Freeh  throDghont—firesh  in  material  and  ftesh  in  style 

Sensible  and  racy,  foil  of  important  ftcts,  and  enlirened  by  entertain- 
ing adYentores.  It  is  rarely  the  fortune  of  a  young  man  to  baye  eo 
good  a  tale  to  tell,  and  rarer  atiU  for  a  young  man  to  tell  fait  tale  w> 
well."— i^.  A,  Seview. 

**  Mr.  Pnmpelly's  narrative  Is  Interesting  and  instmetiye  throughout. 
....  He  makes  no  attempt  at  eloquence  or  line  writing,  but  his 
book  is  often  eloquent,  and  is  characterized  by  that  best  kind  of  fine 
writing  which  consists  in  presenting  concrete  details  picturesquely 
and  foreibly,  with  entire  simplicity  of  statement"— ^tfein^k  JfofUA/y. 

*'  It  is  crowded  with  entertainment  and  instruction.  A  carefol  read- 
ing of  it  will  give  more  real  acquaintance  with  both  the  physical 
geography  and  the  ethnology  of  the  northern  temperate  regions  of 
both  hemispheres  than  perhaps  any  other  book  in  existence."— ilT.  T. 
Soentnff  Put 

**•  We  cannot  now  recall  any  recent  traveller  whose  diction  is  quite  ac 
perfect  in  style,  and  whose  focnlty  of  description  so  admirably  supple- 
ments his  fkculty  of  seeing.  He  sees  only  what  we  would  like  to  see, 
and  while  he  does  not  weary  one  with  tedious  descriptions  of  thingi 
which  strike  only  his  own  attention,  he  does  not  flU  his  landscape  with 
the  huge  historic  objects  of  the  guide-books.  •  •  .  Whatever  elae 
there  is  about  his  book,  there  is  no  baldness.  It  Is  warm,  glowing, 
human,  and  luminous  thvough  and  through."— (TMffand  iforUA/y. 

^  One  of  the  most  fosdnating  and  intelligent  books  of  travels  that 
has  ever  ftdlen  into  my  hands,  .  .  .  and  the  next  book  of  travels 
you  buy,  let  it  be  this."— /rwKBttf  (Bev.  Dr.  Prtme)  in  Ifm  Tork 

ObMTver. 
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MISCELLANEOUS  PUBLICATIONS. 

Biographical  Sketches.     By  Harriet  Mar- 

TiNKAU.    8vo.    Cloth.    Price,  |2.50. 

There  are  over  flftv  eminent  persons  *^  sketched"  in  this  Tolnme. 
Among  them  are  Professor  Wilson  ("Christopher  North**),  John  Gib- 
bon Locxhabt,  Mart  RussBLL  3fiTroRD,  Chablottb  Bront^,  Sam- 
UBL  RooSRs,  Henry  Hall  ax,  Thomas  Dx  Quincbt,  Loru  Macaulat, 
Mrs.  Jamxson,  Waltkr  Savaob  Landor^  Gkorob  Combe,  Alexan- 
der Von  Humboldt,  Archbishop  Wbatelt,  Lord  Raolan,  The 
Nafiers,  Miss  Bbrrt,  Father  Mathew,  Robert  Owen,  Ladt  Br- 
BON,  Joseph  Hume,  Lord  Ltndhurst,  Lord  Palmbrbton,  Lord 
Brougham,  The  Emperor  Nicholas,  Mettbrnich,  King  Fbbobbiox 
William  IV.  or  Prussia,  The  Duohebs  or  Kent. 

"  Miss  Martineau^B  large  literary  power,  and  her  line  intellectual 
training,  make  these  little  sketches  more  Instructive,  and  constitute 
them  more  generally  works  of  art,  than  many  more  ambitions  add  <Uf- 
ftise  blogFaphieB.**~i^or^i^A^y  Beview, 

**  It  Is  as  pleasant  to  read  a  series  of  "  Biographical  Sketches,**  in 
which  no  amoitlons  attemptB  at  sweUinff  periods  or  eloqaeut  flights 
are  made,  as  it  is  to  find  none  of  that  inaiscrlmlnate  lanaation  which 
is  so  generally  lavished  on  the  dead,  and  to  be  conutantly  made  aware 
of  the  presence  of  a  critical  Indgment,  which,  if  sometimes  over-severe, 
IS  never  knowingly  anjust**— Jratf  Mall  OaeeUe, 

The  Hermitage,  and  other  Poems. 

By  £dwabd  Rowland  Sill.    16mo.    Cloth.    |1.50. 

Poems,    by    Robert    K.    Weeks.      i6mo. 

Cloth,  gilt  top.    Price,  |1.25. 

The  Legends  of  the  Birds.     By  Charles 

Godfrey  Lkland.    "With  twelve  lithographs,  superbly 

Srinted  in  colors,  on  differently  tinted  papers;  by  F. 
[ORAS.    1  vol.  4to,  half  yellum,  fJEincy  boards.     IMce, 
tLOO. 

Language  of  Flowers.     By  Miss  Ildrewe. 

With  an  Introduction  by  THoa  AfnjiKR.  Illustrated  by 
colored  plates  and  numerous  woodcuts,  after  Dor6,  Dau- 
bigny,  Timms,  and  othera.    12mo,  cloth.    Price,  $3.50. 

Father  and  Sons.  A  Russian  Novel.  Trans- 
lated from  the  Russian  of  lyan  Sergheievitch  Turgenef^ 
by  EuoENB  SoHUTLER,  Ph.  D.    12mo.    Cloth..  $1.25. 

"  AdmIrable.**-JVaik)fi. 

*'  A  novel  far  better  worth  reading  than  most  of  those  which  come 
rom  /he  press,  and  we  are  gratefbl  to  Mr.  Schnyler  for  the  real  pleaa- 
ire  wnich  his  translation  has  afforded  us.**— iVorM  American  Review. 

4 


MiaCELLANEOUS  PUBLICATIONS. 


Auerbach's  Villa  on  the  Rhine 

Leading  Uterary  authorities  speak  thus  of  the  trandth 
Hon  of  AuerbacKs  "  ViUa  on  the  RfUn^^: 

"  For  our  own  part,  we  prefsr  the  New  York  Edition :  the  whole  of 
the  first  part  of  it  seems  nearly  unexceptionable ;  and  afterward,  in 
critical  pasfajfes,  such  as  Sonnenkamp^s  confession,  where  a  certain 
vi^or  and  swing  of  expression  are  necessary,  it  seems  to  us  at  once 
more  smooth  and  more  forcible  than  Mr.  Shackford's  yersion."— ^TAtf 
N(Uion» 

*^  The  translation  of  the  work  is  thoroughly  satisihctory."— (7atoiry. 

Tha  **  Ah0  York  EdiOoiC''  is  the  Author*8  xditxon.  A  few  papers, 
some  0/  Uiem  qf  no  authority  whatever^  have  expressed  oonJUctinQ  opinions 
regarding  the  two  translations^  which  Jusve  been  diligently  quoted  tfy  in- 
terested parties.    The  above  quotations  settle  tke  matter. 

Library  edition,  3  vols.,  uniform  with  ''  On  the  Heights/*  and  ''  Vil- 
lage Tales,"  $1.00  per  toL  ;  Pocket  Kdition,  four  parts,  paper,  uniform 
with  the  Tauchnitz  books,  40  cents  per  part,  or  $1.50  complete. 

Auerbach's  Black  Forest  Village  Tales. 

Author's  Edition.  16mo,  cloth,  uniform  with  the  libraiT 
edition  of  "  The  ViUa  on  the  Rhine."    Price,  $1.50. 

This  is  the  work  which  made  Auerbach  fkmons.  Bavard  Taylor  says 
of  it  in  his  biographical  sketch  of  Aaerbach,  prefixed  to  the  author's 
edition  of ''  The  Villa  on  the  Rhine :"  These  ''  Villa  Stories"  are  models 
of  simple,  picturesque,  pathetic  narration ....  A  soft,  idvllic  atmosphere 
lies  upon  nis  pictures,  aud  the  rude  and  not  wholly  aamirable  peasant 
lilb  of  the  Black  Forest  is  lifted  into  a  region  of  poetiy. 

'*  In  a  word,  it  is  one  of  those  rare  and  wholesome  books  which  the 
little  folks  and  the  grown  ones  find  equally  delightfhL  It  la  luckily  the 
fiishion  now  to  read  Auerbach.  "--^ar$V>raC(E>ufiii<. 

....**  told  with  delightfhl  simplicity  and  naturalnesa.  The  engrannsk 
are,  many  of  them,  very  quaint,  and  admirably  illustrate  the  text.  It  la 
on  the  whole  a  charming  oook.'^— Boston  OommonuwUth. 

"Many  charming  little  lyrics  are  scattered  about  in  these  stories, 
which  are  rendered  with  equal  simplicity  and  effect :  and  an  undertone 
of  Qernum  music  runs  through  the  whole  BerieB."-i-Jv.  Y.  BveiUng  Post. 

The  Annals  of  Rural  Bengal. 

By  W.  W.  Hunter,  B.A.,  M.R.A.8.  First  American, 
from  the  second  English  edition.  8vo.  Cloth.  $4. 
*'  *  *  We  have  given  but  a  ftdnt  sketch  of  the  mass  of  matter  in  this 
volume,  the  rare  merit  of  which  will  sometimes  only  be  perceptible  to 
Anglo. Indians  unaccustomed  to  see  their  drv  annals  maoe  as  interest- 
Ing  as  a  novel.  We  most  cordially  counsel  Mr.  Hunter,  of  whom,  it  is 
needful  to  repeat,  the  writer  never  heard  before,  to  oontlune  the  career 
he  has  chalked  out  for  himself.*'~iS;pecto^. 
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